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THE WIDOW BARNABY.

¥

CH‘]‘ER L

INTRODUCTION TO THE FAMILY OF 1"! FUTURE MRS. BARNABY, —
FINANCIAL DIFFICULTIES, = MATERNAL LOVE. — PREFARATIONS FOR
s
A FETE.

Miss MarTaA Comprow, and Miss Sophia Compton, were,
some five-and-twenty years ago, the leading beauties of the
pretty town of Silverton in Devonshire.

The elder of these ladies is the person I propose to present
to my readers as the heroine of my story; but, ere she is-
placed before them in'the station assigned her in my title---
page it will be necess&ty to give some slight sketch of her -
early youth, and also sich brief notice of her family as may -
suffice to make the subsequent events of her life, and the per-
sons connected with them, more clearly understood.

The Reverend Josiah Compton, the father of my heroine
and her sister, was an exceedingly worthy man, though more
distinguished for the imperturbable tranquillity of his temper,
than either for the brilliance of his talents or the profundity
of his learning. He was the son of a small landed proprietor
at no great distance from Silverton, who farmed his own long-
descended patrimony of three hundred acres with skilful and
unwearied industry, and whose chief ambition in life had been
to see his only son Josiah privileged to assume the prefix of
reverend before his name. After three trials, and two failures,.
this blessing was at last accorded, and his son ordained, by the:
help of a very good-natured examining chaplain of the then
Bishop of Exeter. .

This rustic, laborious, and very happy squire lived to see
his son installed Curate of Silverton, and Vlessed widn e
hand of the dashing Miss Martha Wisett, Who, R Tner pefis-

®»
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gree was not of such respectable antiquity as thatof her bride-
groom, had the glory of being accounted the handsomest girl
at the Silverton balle; and if her race could not count them-
selves among the landed gentry, she enjoyed all the consider-
ation that a fortune of one thousand pounds could give, to atone
for any mortification which the accident of having a of-devant
tallow-chandler for her parent might possibly occasion.

But, notwithstanding all the pride and pleasure which the
squire took in the prosperity of this successful son, the old
man could never be prevailed upgm by all Mrs. Josiah’s admi-
rable reasonings on the rights of primogeniture, to do otherwise
than divide his three humdred acres of freehold in equal por-
tions between the Reverend Josiak Compton, his son, and
Elizabeth Compton, spinster, his daughter.

It is highly probable, that had this daughter been handsome,
or even healthy, the proud old yeoman might have been
tempted to reduce her portion to the charge of a couple of
thousand pounds or so upon the estate ; but she'was sickly,
deformed, and motherless ; and the tenderness of the father’s
heart conquered the desire which might otherwise have been
strong within him, to keep together the fields which for so
many generations had given credit and independence to his
race. To leave his poor little Betsy in any degree dependent
upon her fine sister-in-law was, in short, beyond his strength ;
so the home croft, and the long fourteen, the three linny crofts,
the five worthies, and the ten-acre clover bit, together with
the farm-house and all its plenishing, and one half of the live
and dead farming stock, were bequeathed to Elizabeth Compton
and her heirs for ever — not perhaps without some hope, on
the part of her good father, that her heirs would be those
of her reverend brother also ; and so he died, with as easy a
conscience as ever rocked a father to sleep.

But Mrs. Josiah Compton, when she became Mrs. Compton,
with just one half of the property she anticipated, waxed ex-
ceeding wrath; and though her firm persuasion, that * the
hideous little crook-back could not live for ever,” greatly
tended to console and soothe her, it was not without very
<orstant reflections on the necessity of keeping on good terms
aith her, lest she might make as “ unnatural a will as her

Sather did before her,” that she was enabled to resist the tempt-
#¢ioa of sbusing her openly every time they met ; a terptation
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increased, pethaps, by the conssiousness that Miss Betsy held
her and all her race in the most sovereign contempt.

Betsy Compton was an odd little body, with some vigour
of mind, and frame 00, notwithstanding ber deformity ; and
as the defects in her constitution showed themselves more in
her inability to endure fatigwe, than in any pain or positive
suffering, she was likely to enjoy her comfortable independence-
considerably longer, and considerably more, than her sister
thought it all reasonable in Providence to permit. :

The Iittle lady arranged her affairs, and settled her future
maunner of life, within & very few weeks after her father’s
death, and that without consulting brother, sister, or any one
else ; yet it may be doubted if she could have done it better
had she called all the parish to counsel.

She first selected the two pleasantest rooms in the house for
her bed-room and sitting-room, and then skilfully marked out
the warmest and prettiest corner of the garden, overlooking
‘some of her own rich pastures, with the fine old grey tower of
Silverton in the distance, as the place of her bower, her
flower-garden, and her little apiary. 8he then let the remaiu-
der of her house, and the whole of her well-conditioned dairy-
farm, for three hundred pounds a year, with as much waiting
upon as she might require, as much cream, butter, milk, and
eggs as she should use, and as much fruit and vegetables as
her tenants could spare — together with half a day’s labour
every week for her tiny flower-garden.

She hed no difficulty in finding 2 tenant upon these terms:
the son of a wealthy farmer in the neighbourhood had a2 bride
ready as soon as he could find a farm-house to put her into,
and a sufficient dairy upon which to display her well-learned
science. Miss Betsy’s homestead was the very thing for them.
The bride's portion was five hundred pounds-for the pur-
chase of the late Squire Compton’s furniture and the half
of his fine stock of cows, &c. &c., the which was paid down
in Bank of England notes within ten minutes after the lease
was signed, and being carefully put into the funds by Miss
Betsy, became, as she said to herself (but to mobody else), a
sort of nest egg, which, as she should only draw out the in-
terest to lay it in again in the shape of principal, wod go «
1ncreasing till she might happen to wantit; w0 Yok, vpon e

whole, the style and scale of her sxpenies bENE Ween
B 2
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oconsideration, it would have been difficult to find any lady, of
any rank, more really and truly independent than Miss Betsy.

She felt this, and enjoyed it greatly. Now and then, in-
deed, as she remembered her old father, and his thoughtful
care for her, her sharp black eyes would twinkle through a
tear ; but there was more softness than sorrow in this; and a
more contented, or, in truth, a more happy spinster might
have been sought in vain, far and near, notwithstanding her
humped back.

Far different was the case of those who inherited the other
moiety of the estate, called Compton Basett. The reverend
Josial, indeed, was himself too gentle and kind-hearted to
feel anger against his father, or a single particle of ill-will
towards his sister ; yet was he as far from sharing her peace
and contentment as his disappointed and vituperative wife,
How, indeed, can any man hope to find peace and contentment,
even though he has passed the rubicon of ordination, and has
been happy enough to marry the favourite flirt of ten suc-
cessive regiments, if he be never permitted to close his eyes in
sleep till he has been scolded for an hour, and never suffered
to wake at any signal, save the larum of his lady’s tongue.

It was in vain that day and night he continued submissively
to reiterate the phrases, ‘“to be sure, my dear,”.... “cer-
tainly,” . . . .  there is no doubt of it,” . . . . * he ought not
to have done so, my love,” . .. . “ you are quite right, my
dear,” .. .. and the like. All this, and a great deal more,
submission and kindness was in vain ; Mrs. Compton’s com-
plainings ceased not, and, what was harder still, she always
contrived by some ingenious mode of reasoning to prove that
all the mischief which had happened was wholly and solely
her husband’s fault.

Meanwhile the two little girls sent to bless this union of
masculine softness and femipine hardness grew on and pros-
pered, as far as animal health went, just as much as if their
father were not taking to smoking and hot toddy as a con-
solation for all. his sorrows, or their mother to a system of
visiting and goseiping, which left her no time, had she pos-
sessed the talent, to do more for their advantage than take
care that they had enough to eat. They were very fine

or Sundays, or whenever their ma’ expected company ; and
ot Loo dirty at other times to pass muster at the day -schoa),
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at which they were destined to receive all the education which
fate intended for them. .

Miss Betsy; little as she admired her sister-in-law, and
dearly as she loved her sunny garden in summer, and her
snug chimney-corner in winter, now and then left both to
pass a few hours in Silverton ; for she loved her brother,
despite the weakness of character which appeared to her keen
faculties to be something very nearly approaching fatuity;
and being as well aware as the prettiest young lady in the
town could be, that she was herself totally unfit to be mar-
ried, she looked to his children with the interest with which
human beings are apt to consider those who must become the
possessors of all they leave behind.

For many years Miss Betsy looked forward with hope for
one of two greatly desired events. That most coveted was
the death of her sister-in-law ; the other, and for many years
the most probable, was the birth of a male heir to her
brother. :

But time wore away, and both were abandoned. Had it
been otherwise, had Miss Betsy seen a male Compton ready
to unite in his own person all the acquired and inherited
honours of his twaddling father, and all the daily increasing
hoard that she was herse]f accumulating, her temper of mind
would probably have been very different. As it was, she
iooked upon the little girls as much more belonging to their
mother than to their father; and the steady thriftiness, which,
had it been pursued for the sake of a nephew, would have had
some mixture of generons devotion in it, now that its result
could only benefit nieces, by no means very dearly loved, seemed
to threaten the danger of her becoming saving for mere saving’s
sake.

There was, however, in the heart of Miss Betsy much to
render such an incrustation of character difficult; but there
was also much to displease her in those who alone could
claim her kindness on the plea of kindred; so that the most
acute observer might have been at a loss to say what tone her
vexed temper might finally take towards them.

Nevertheless, the two young sisters, at the respective ages of
fifteen and seventeen, were as forward and handsome §Hos W
ever drew the attention of a country town. They were e»}\'&‘:

handsome, perhaps, though very unlike. Mertna wes W
B3
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dark-eyed, fresh-coloured, bold-spirited, and believed in her
heart that she was to be called ““my lady,” and to drive in a
coach and four. 8ophia, the younger girl, was less tall and
less bright-coloured ; her hair was light, and her eyes, though

"~ their lashes were black, were of the softest grey. Her chief
beauty, however, consisted in a complexion of grest delicacy,
and a mouth and teeth that could hardly be loeked at without
pleasure, even by cross Miss Betsy herself.

Miss Martha Compton was a young lady endowed with a
vast variety of brilliant talents. She could dance every night,
and very nearly all night long, though she had emly learned
for six weeks; she could make pastebeard card-boxes and
screens, work satin-stitch, and (like most other clever young
ladies bred in a country town abounding with officers) quote
the oft profaned lyrics of Tom Moere.

The reputation of her sister for talewts rested on a basis
much less extended ; it would indeed have been s false con-
cord to talk of her talents, for she had but one in the world.
Untaught, and unconscious of the power nature had bestowed,
she sang with the sweet shrillness of the lark ; and kad science
been set to work upon her for six months, Silverton might
have boasted one of the finest native voices in the kingdom.

Mrs. Compton was proud of both her daughters ; aad how-
ever difficult it might be to procure shoes and gloves out of an
income of somewhat less than four hundred pounds a yesr,
the winter balls of Silverton never opened till the Miss Comp-
tons were ready ta stand up.

Had she been a little leas brutally croes to her poor bus-
band, Mrs. Compton would really at this time have been
almost interesting from the persevering industry and inge-
nuity with which she converted the relics of her own maiden
finery into fashionable dancing dresses for her girls. And on
the whole the Miss Comptons were astonishingly well dressed ;
for, besides the above-mentioned hoards, every article of the
family consumption was made to contribute to the elegance of
their appearance. Brown sugar was substituted for white at
the morning and the evening meal ; the butcher’s bills were
kept down wonderfully by feeding the family wpen tripe twice
2 week; the home-brewed was lowered till the saving in malt

Zor one yesr bought two glazed calico slips, four pair of long
white gloves, and a bunch of carnitions for Martha wnd of




THE WIDOW BARNABY. 7

lilies for Sophia. Nothing, in short, was overlooked or for-
getten that could be made to distil one drup of its value tewards
ing the beauties of Silverton. ’

Few subjects have farnished more various or more beantifl
images for the poet's pen than matemnal fondness. From the
heart-stirring fury of the dauntless lioness when her young
ones are threstened, down to the patient hen red-breast, as she
sits abrood, lonely, fasting, and #part from all the joys of
birdhood, awaiting the coming life of her loved nestlings . . .
in short, from one: extremity of animal crestion to the otker,
volumes of temder amecdotes have been eollected illustrative of
this charming feature of femmmle pature; and yet much still
remains to be said of it. Where is the author who has de-
voted his power of looking into the human heart, to the task
of describing the restless activity, the fond watchfulness, the
unwearied industry of a proud, poor, tender mother, when
labouring todress her daughters for a ball?  Who has told of
the turnings, the dyings, the ironings, the darmings, that have
gore to make misses of ten pounds a year pin-money look as
smart as the squanderer of five hundred ? Yet such things ave:
the light of morning never steals into the eyes of mortals to
spur them on again to deeds of greatness after nightly rest,
without awakening many hundred mothers whose principal busi-
ness in life is to stitch, flounce, pucker, and embroider for their
daughters! All this is very beautiful ! — I speak not of the
stitching, flouncing, puckering, and embroidering, but of the
devotion of the maternal hearts dedicated to it. All this is
very beautiful! yet never has gifted hand been found to
bring forth in delicate pencilling traits such as these with half
the study that has been often bestowed on the painting 2 cob-
.web. This is unjust.

Great, however, as were Mrs. Compton’s exertions for the
establishment of her daughters by the ways and means above
described, her maternal efforts were not confined to these ; for
their sakes she on one oceasion armed herself for an enterprise
which, netwithstanding the resolute tone of her character, cost
her some struggles, This desperate undertaking, which was
nothing less than the penetrating to the rarely-invaded retreat
of Miss Betsy, for the purpose of asking her to give the girls'a
little money, was occasioned by a great event in Ue wma R
Silverson, e

B4
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The officers of the regiment, a detachment of which
had been quartered there for a twelvemonth, gallantly deter-
mined to give the neighbouring families a féte before they left
the town, in return for the hospitalities they had received. I
am writing of the year 1813 —a period when the palmy days
of country quarters still existed, and many may still remember
the tender sensibilities e by a departing regiment, and
the gay hopes generated Wy an arriving one.  Either of these
events was well caléulated to chase the composure of spirits
arising from thefanbroken routine of drdimary existence ; and
it may easily be imagined that, upon an occagion where the
effects of were brought togiet upon the hearts and souls of
8 set of cial fair ones at'the same moment, the emotions
produced must have been of no ordinary ngture;

Such was the case at the féte given by the first battalion of
the —— regiment on their leaving Silvertom ; for, as it chanced
that they were to be replaced by the second battalion of the
same corps, the compliment intended for the neighbourhood
was 80 arranged as to be shared by the officers who were about
to be introduced to it; and thus an immense mass of joys and
sorrows, regrets and hopes, tears and smiles, all came into
action at once ; and volumes might be filled in the most in-
teresting manner, solely in describing the states of mind pro-
duced in the most charming portion of the inhabitants of
‘twenty-seven of the principal houses of Silverton and its
vicinity.

“ It was so quite unlike any other party that ever was
given,” as Mrs. Compton well observed, in talking over the
matter with her daughters, ¢ that it was downright impossible
not to make some difference in the way of preparing for it.”

« Different! ... . I believe it is different!” exclaimed Miss
Martha ;' ““ it is the first ball we ever showed ourselves at by
daylight, and I should like to know how we, that always lead
every thing, are to present ourselves in broad sunshine with
dyed pink muslin and tarnished silver ?”

¢ You can’t and you shan’t,” replied her affectionate mother,
¢ if I sell the silver spoons and buy plated ones instead. . . . .
I will not have my girls disgraced in the face of two regiments
at once. But, upon my life, girls, money is not to be had for
the asking ; for truth it is, and no lie, that there is not above

¢wenty pounds in the bank to last till Michaelmas, and the
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butcher has not been paid these five months. But don’t loock
glum, Martha! . . . . Shall I tell you what I have made up m.
mind to do ?” .

¢ Carry a plate round the mess-room, mamma, when they
are all assembled, perhaps,” replied the lively young lady, * anc
if you asked for aid for the sake of our bright eyes, it is likely
enough you might get something ; but if it is not that, what is
it, mother?”

“ Why, I will walk over to Compton Basett, Martha, and
ask the ram’s horn, your aunt, for five pounds outright, and
tell her into the bargain, what it is for, and, stingy and skin-
flint as she is, I can’t say that I shall be much surprised if
she gives it ; for she is as proud as she’s ugly; and it won’t
be difficult to make her see, this time, that I am asking more
for credit’s sake than for pleasure.”

_ “ Go, mother, by all means,” repiied tile young lady with
a sneer, that seemed to indicate despair of any aid from Miss
Betsy. ‘ All I know is, that she never gave me any thing
since I was born but a Bible and Prayer-book, and it don’t
strike me as very likely she’ll begin now. Set off, however, by
all manner of means, and if you come back empty-handed, I'll
tell you what my scheme shall be.”

¢ Tell me now, Martha,” said the mother. “ It’s no joke,
I can tell you, striding over the hill this broiling day. I don't
want to go for nothing, I promise you. Tell us your scheme,
girl, at once.”

“ Why, if I was you, mother, I would go to Smith’s shop,
and tell him confidentially that I wanted a little more credit, and
that every thing would be sure to be settled at Christmas.”

“ That wo'n’t do, Martha Compton. Your father has given
fiim a bill already for thirty pounds, due in November, and it
is a chance if it gets honoured, I promise you. Smith knows
too much about our money matters to be caught napping.”

¢ Well then, set off, mother! I'd offer to go with you,
only I know that Captain Tate will be sure to be walking on
the Hatherton Road, and I shouldn’t wonder yet if he was to
come out with a proposal.”

¢ Oh! never mind me, child, I can go alone, and that's
what you can’t do, my dear. . . . . You must take Sophy with
you, mind that, and dofi’t get talked of jusk as Ye Dew Wt wxe
coming in,” v .
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" ¢« Nay, for that matter, Sophy will be as likely to meet
Willoughby as I shall be to meet Tate, so there is no fear I
should have to go alone.”

« Well!. ... take care of yourselves, and don't let the sun
get to tan your necks, mind that.”

Having given these parting imjunetions, Mrs. Compton set
forth upon her expedition, the result of which shall be given
in the next chapter.

CHAPTER II.

‘A SISTERLY VISEY, AND A CEEERPFPUL RECEPTION. — THE RETREKAT OF A
RURAL HEIRESS, — INTERESTING CONVERSATION.— AN BNSATISFAG~
TORY LEITER.

Mgrs. Couprron said no more than the truth, when she de-
claved that it was no joke to walk from Bilverton to Compten
Basett in the dog-days. A loag shadeless hill was to be
mounted, several pastures, beautifully open to the sun, with all
their various stiles, were to be conquered, and finally a rough
stony lane, that might have crippled the hoof of a jackass,
was to be painfully threaded before she could find herself at
Miss Betsy’s door. Yet all this she undertock, and all this
she performed, strengthened by the noble energy of maternal
love.

On reaching at length the comfortable, well-conditioned
abode of her husband’s rural ancestors, she so far suspended
her steadfast purpose as to permit herself to drop into a deli-
ecioualy eool woodbine-covered scet in the poreh, and there
indulged the greatly-needed luxuries of panting and fanning
herself at her ease for a few minutes, before she set to work on
the stony heart of the spinster.

Just as she was beginning to think that it was time her rest
should end, and her important labour begin, & curly-headed
little girl, of some eight or nine years old, came from the
house, and very civilly asked her ¢ What she pleased to
want ?*

“ 1 want to see MjuBetsy....mtyongotoher,ny
Httle gir), and tell her that her mur, . Mrs. Comptan, is come

%o pay her a visit? ”
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“ Yes, ma’am,” replied the child, * thera she is, you can
see her, if you please to look this way.. .. there.... at the
end of the Jong walk, where you see the bit of grass.plat and
the two elm trees. Miss Betsy always sits in ber bower in a
sunshiny morning watching the bees.”

“Well! .... trot away to tedl her Mrs. Compton is
coming, and then she wo’n’t be surprised, you kaew.”

The child did as she was bid, tripping lightly along a well-
kept gravel walk which led to the grass-plat, while Mrs.
Compton followed with sedater step behind.

How the announcement of her arrival was reeeived by the
little spinster she could not judge, though she was at no great
distance when it was made ; but her messenger baving entered
beneath the flowery shelter of Miss Betsy’s bower, beth partics
were effectually concealed from her sight, and despite the pro-
found contempt she constantly expressed for the “ little fright,”
she paused at gome paces from the entrance, to await the child’s
return.

The interval was not long; but theagh her little envoy
speedily re-appeared, she bromght mo message, and silently
pointing to the bower, ran back towards the houce.

Mrs. Compton looked after her, as if she had rather she
would have remained ; but she called her courage (of which
she had usually & very sufficient stock) to aid her im meeting
< the ugly little body’s queer ways,” and marched forward to
the encounter. ,

A few steps brought her to the frent of Miss Betsy’s bower,
and there she saw the still happy heiress seated en a bereh,
which, though it might upon occasien hold twe persons, had
nevertheless very much the comfortable air of an arm-chair,
with a last year's new novel on a little table before her (& sub-
scription to a library st Exeter being one of her very few
expensive indulgences).

Miss Betsy’s dress was always as precisely neat and nice as
that of a quaker ; and on the present eccasion no bonnet con-
-cealed the regular plaiting of her snow-white muslin cap,
which, closely fitting round her pale but intelligent features,
was so peculiarly becoming, that her visiter muttered in her
heart,  She can dress herself up, nasty crooked little thing,
and we shall soon see if she hu ZEREroNty Enough W ke

Jer ndeces look half as smart.”
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* Good morning to you, sister Betsy,” it was thus she began
the difficult colloguy that she was come to hold. “ You look
charming well to-day, with your beautiful cap, and your
pretty arbour, and your book, and your arm-chair, and all se
very snug and comfortable. ... . Ah, goodness me! nobody
knows but those who have tried, what 8 much finer thing it
is to be single than married !”

“ Did you come all the way from Silverton, Mrs. Comp-
ton, to tell me that?” said the lady of the bower, pointing to
2 stool that stood at the entrance.

““ Why no, sister Betsy, I can’t say I did,” replied Mrs.
Compton, seating herself. I am come upon an errand not
over agreeable, I assure you—neither more nor less than to
talk of your poor brother’s troubles and difficulties ; and what is
worst of all, I don’t feel over sure that you will care any thing
sbout it.” .

“ And what makes you think that, Mrs. Compton ?” said
Miss Betsy in a sort of cheerful, clear voice, that certainly did
not evince any painful acuteness of sympathy.

“ How can I think that you care much about him, or any
of us, sister Betsy, since ’tis months and months that you have
never come near us? ....I am’ sure we often talk of you,
and wish you would be a little more sociable.”

¢ That is exceedingly obliging, Mrs. Compton,” replied
Miss Betsy in the same cheering, happy tone of voice, “ and
I should be very wrong not to oblige you, if I could fancy
that my doing so could be of any real use or service. But to
tell you the truth, I suspect that my poor brother likes to have
2 better dinner when I am at table than when I am not; and
if all's true that gossips tell about his butcher’s bill, that can
be neither right nor convenient;....and as for you, Mrs.
Compton, and the young ladies, I greatly doubt if my fre.
quent appearance among you would contribute much to your
intimacy with the officers.”

“You talk very strangely, sister Betsy . .. . I am sure I
was not thinking of the officers at all, but only of how glad
we always were to see you.”

““That is very kind, indeed !" replied the provoking spin-
ster in the same happy voice ; *“ and I assure you that I do
&elieve my brother likes to see me very much, and, what in

4ore remarkable still, I have more than once fancied that oy
Yece Sophy looked rather pleased when I came in.’
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¢ And so did Martha, I am sure, . .. . and so did I, sister
Betsy ; you can’t deny that: . ... then why don’t you come
to see us oftener?”

“ For nb reason in the world,” replied Miss Betsy gaily,
“ but because I like to stay at home better.”

¢ So much the worse for us,.... so much the worse for
us, sister Betsy. . . . If you had been to see us, you must have
found out what I am now come to tell you, and that is, that
poor dear Josiah is in very great difficulty indeed ; and though
we generally, I must say, bear all our hardships remarkably
well, yet just at this time it comes upon us with unbearable
severity.” _

¢ Does it indeed, Mrs. Compton ? . . . . But you have never
yet turned your head to look at my bees; . . . . for my part, I
can sit and watch them by the hour together, if my book is
not too interesting: . . . . careful little fellows! It is but just
three o’clock” (standing up as she spoke to look out upon a
sun-dial that glittered in the middle of the grass-plat), *but
just past three, and they are beginning to come home with
their work already.”

Mrs. Compton felt what the French call deroutée, but she
recovered herself, and returned to the charge.

¢ You are a happy woman, sister Betsy,” said she, “ with
nothing to care about but your books and your bees !”

I am very happy, indeed,” replied the maiden, in an ac-
cent that well befitted the words; “ and so are my bees too,
for it is beautiful weather, and one can almost see the flowers
grow, they come on so finely.”

““But I want to talk to you, sister Betsy, about our trou-
bles. . ... You don’t know how I slave and fag to make our
poor girls look like somebody. ... No Saturday night ever
comes that T do not sit up till past midnight striving to make
their things decent for Sunday ! ”

“ Do you indeed,"Mrs. Compton? . ... I was told that
they wore pink bows in their bonnets last Sunday, and green
the Sunday before; . ... but I did not know that you sat up
to change them.”

“ Change them! . ... God bless you! .... I wish that
was all I have got to do. . . . Why, I had to wash those pink
ribands, and then dip them in saucer pink, and then rob Wewm

very nearly dry, till my poor arms almost cawme of, a0d S
iron ﬂ'em.-' and then sew in the wire ribond agin, and W



a party as this, and not having & dress in the world that
can goin. ... Just tell me what yeu think of this, sister
Betsy ?”

¢ Not baving had mmuch experience in such matters, Mrs.
' Compton, I really am quite at a loss to guess what it is that
¥ young ladies are likely to do in such a case.”

¢ Don’t you think it would be very natural, sister Betsy, to

+  turn towards some kind, generous, rich relation, and ask their
help out of such a strait? . . . . don’t you think this would be
natural and right, sister Betsy ?

* Yes, very natural and right, indeed,” Mrs. Compton.”

¢ Thank God! . ... then all our troubles are at an end!
« « « » Dear, blessed, sister Betsy ! . . . ten pounds, ten pounds
will be quite enough for us all, and buy a pair of new black
stockings for Josish into the bargain, in case he should like
to go.”

Miss Betsy made 1o reply, but drawing the table a little to-
wards her, opened her book, and began to read.

¢ It’s a long walk I have to go, sister,”” resumed Mrs.
Compton, “and I shall be particularly glad to get home;; . . .
80, will you have the kindness to give me the money at once ?”

¢ Ma’am?” ... .said Miss Betsy, looking up with a most
innocent expression of countenance.

¢ Whatever sum you may be pleased to grant ws, sister
Betsy, I beg and entreat you to give me directly.”

“ 8o I would, Mrs. Compton, without a moment’s delay,”
replied Miss Betay, with the most cheerful good-humour,
““onky I don’tinfend to give you any money at all.”

“ Oh! isn’t that treachery? . ... isn’t that cruelty ?” ex-
claimed the agitated matron, wringing her hands. ¢ Did not
you say, sigter Betsy, that it would be the most natural and right
thing.in the world to ask one’s rich relations in such a moment
a3 this P>
o “But I never said it would be right to ask me, Mrs.

wompton,*®
you ::,"- You mennt it, if you did not say it, and that I'm sure
RBOw P> ¢ deny, . . .. and isn’t it hard-hearted o disappoint me
<« It . »
o take ': 8 great desl more hard-hearted in you, Mrs. Compton,
You to say that I amrich I am a poor
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ram’s horn of a body, as you know well enough, and I want
the comfort and the consolation of all the little eountrified in-
dulgences that my goed father provided for me by his will,
You were a beauty, Mrs. Compton, and your daughters are
beauties, and it must be a great blessing to bea beauty ; but
when God denied me this, he gave me a kind-hearted father,
who took care that if I could rot have lovers, I should have
wherewithal to do tolerably well without them ; and I am not
going to fly in the face of Providenc®, or of my father either,
in order to dress you and your daughters up to please the
officers. So now, Mrs. Compton, I think you had better go
home again.”

¢ And is this the way you treat your poor brother’s chil-
dren, Miss Betpy ? . . . . your own flesh and blood! . .. .and
they, poor girls, sitting at home in the midst of their faded,
worn-out trumpery, and thinking what a disgrace they shall be
to the name of Compton in the eyes of all the country, if their
aunt Betsy wo’n’t tome forward to help them !”

‘¢ Stop a minute, Mrs. Compton, and I will help them # the
best manner I can. But I must go into my own room first,
and you may sit here the while.”

¢ Will you gwe me a draught of milk, sister Betsy ?” said
the again sanguine visiter, “ my mouth is perfectly parched

The same little girl who had acted as her usher was again
within.#all, and Miss Betsy summoned her by name.

“ Go to your mother, Sally, and desire her to spare me a
pennyworth of fresh milk ; and here, my dear, is the money
to pay for it. Don’t drop it, Sally.” *

¢ Dear me, sister Betsy, I don't want to put you to the ex-~
pense of 2 penny for me; . ... I thought that you had milk
allowed your in you rent.”

“ And so I have, as much as I can use. But you are not
me, Mrs. Compton ; and I make a great point of being just
and exact in all ways.... And now I will go for what I
promised you.”

In about ten minutes the little lady returned with some-
thing in her hand that looked like a sealed letter.

¢¢ Please to give this to my nieces, Mrs. Compton, with my

ood wishes for their well doing and happiness ; and.- now, if
Jou plesse, I will wish you gc,d morning, for I am rather

&red of ialding. Don’t open that letter, but give it sealed \o

owr dsughters, Guod morning, Mrs. Compton.”
. L 4

~
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Miss Betsy then carefuliy took up the empty cup which her
visiter had drained, and returned to the house, leaving her
sister-in-law to set off upon her homeward walk in a condition
painfully balancing betwetn hope and fear ; nevertheless she
obeyed the command she had received, and delivered the letter
unopened-into the hands of her daughter Martha.

That young lady tore it asunder by the vehemence of her
haste to obtain information as to what it might contain; but
Miss Sophia, who was 6f a more gentle nature, quietly took
the dissevered parts, and having carefully placed them side by
side upon the table, read as follows: — :

NieceE MarTEA AND NIECE SoPHIA,

“ Your mother tells me that you are gre@fly troubled in -
your minds as to what dresses you shall appepr in at a féte, or
entertainment, about to be given by some officers. She tells
me that your dresses are all very dirty, @herefore I hereby
strongly advise you never on any account to put them on
again till such time as they shall be made clean ; for it is by
no means an idle proverb which says, ¢ Cleanliness is next to
godliness.” Your mother spoke also of some articles which,
as she_said, it would be necessary for you to put on upon this
occasion, all of which you possessed, but I a state greatly
faded ; which means, as I take it, that they have lggt their
colour by exposure to the sun; observing (what is in very
obviously true), that as this féte or entertainment is to be given
by daylight, the loss of, colour in these articles would, if seen
at such a time, hscome particularly conspicuous. It is there-
fore her opinion, and it is in some sort mine also, that the
wearing such faded apparel would be exposing yourselves to
the unpleasant observations of your richer, cleaner, and
smarter neighbours. For which reason my opinion is (and I
shall be very glad if it prove useful to you), that you avoid
such a disagreeable adventure, by staying at home.

1 am, your aunt,
¢ EL1zaBETH COMPTON.

The effect likely to be produced by such 2 cornraunication
s this, upon Jadies in the situation of Mra. Comypton and ex
daughters, must be too easily divined to Yequite wny de
c
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xription ; but the resolution taken in consequence of it by
Miss Martha, being rather more out of the common way,
shall be related in a chapter dedicated to the subject.

CHAPTER' 111,

GRAPRIC DESCRIFPTION OF THE MOST INTERESTING OF THE SILVERTON
_ LOCALITIES. — A RENCONTRE NOT UNEXTECTED. — A SUCCESSFUL
MANEUVRE.

=

Arrer uttering a few of those expressions which, by a very
remarkable of superstition, most nations of the civilised
world hold to be a relief under vexation, Miss Martha Comp-
ton resumed the bonnet and 1 which she had but recently
laid aside, and wigout consﬁting either mother or sister, who

~ were occupied in“a reperusal of Miss Betsy’s epistle, she
sallied forth, and deliberately took her way in a direction
leading towards the barracks, which were shtuated close by the
turnpike that marked the entrance to the town.

Let it not be supposed, however, that the young lady had
any intention of entering within the boundary of that region,
whose very name is redolent to all provincial female hearts as
muchief terror as of joy ; she had no such desperate measure
1n her thoughts. Nor was there need she should ; for between
the curate’s dwelling and the barrack-yard there was a three-
cornered open space, planted with lime trees, displaying on
one side some of the handsomest shops in the town, among
which were the pastry-cook’s and the circulating library (both
loved resorts of idle men), and beneath the trees a well-
trodden, a very well-trodden walk, rarely or never without some

: lounging red coat to enliven its shade. When it is added,

I that in this open space the band played marning and evening,

! all the world will be aware that if not the centre, "t was de-
cidedly the heart of Silverton, for to and from it the stream of
human life was ever flowing, and all its tenderest affections

J were nourished there.

Being by necessity obliged to pass along this walk, or the
pavemsnt which skirted the road beside it, Miss Martha
N Compion had na occasion whatever to enter the barrack-yaxd,,

L,’
>
Lo = e X ’

—la. S
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& even to approach its enclosure, in order to ensure meeting,
within the space of any given hour before mess-time, any
<fficer she might wish to see.

There was at this particular epoch much of constancy in
the feelings of the fair Martha; for though she had parted
Trom Captain Tate only three quarters of an hour before, it
was Captain Tate,” and Captain Tate only, that she now
wished to see. Nor did she long wish in vain. When her
tall person, straight ankles, and flashing eyes first entered
upon the “High Street Parade,” Captain Tate was swallowing
the fourth spoonful of a raspberry ice; but, ere she had
reached the middle of it, he was by her side.

“Oh! Captain Tate!” she exclaimed, with hexghtened
colour and brightened eyes, .... “I did pot expect to-see
you again this morning . . . . I thought for certain you would
be riding with the colonel, or. the major, or some of them.”

“Ah! Miss Martha!.... You don$ know what it is to
be ordered from quarters where . . . . you don’t know what it
is to be torn heart and soul and body asunder, as I shall be
in a few days, . . . . or you would not fancy one should be
riding out of town, as long as one had the power of staying

‘in it !”

“Oh dear! ..., you wo'n’t mind it, ’m sure....you
will like Plymouth quite as well . . . . or perhaps better than
you do Silverton: .... we shall all remember ygu longer
than you will remember us.”

“Do mnot say so! . ... do not say so! .... beautiful
Martha | —you cannot think it.”

“ I’m sure I do,” responded the young lady, with a very
distinet sigh.

It was exceedingly wrong in Captain Tate (yet all his
family and intimate friends declared that he was as worthy a
fellow as ever lived)—it was exceedingly wrong in him to
offer his arm to Miss Martha the moment he heard this sigh;
for in fact he was engaged to be married to his cousin, and
the marriage ceremony was only deferréd till he should be
gazetted as a major; yet he scrupled not, as I have related,
to offer his arm, saying in a very soft, and even tender

. accent, —
- “ I know it is not the etiquette of dear, quietTtde Wivex-
son, for the officers to offer their srms to e Joung Waies
c2
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but just at the last . . . . at such a moment as this, not even
the Lord Mayor of the town himself could think it wrong.”

This reasoning seemed quite satisfactory for Miss Martha’s
arta was immediately placed within his.

“ It is very true, as you say, Captain Tate; the last time
does make a difference. But it will be very dull work for
you going to Smith’s shop with me; .... and I must go
there, because mamma has sent me.”

“Dull! ....Oh! Miss Martha, do you really think that
any place can be dull to me where you are?”

“ How do I know, Captain Tate? . ... How can any girl
know how much, or how little.” g

“ Good Heaven! . ... we are at the shop already?” said

"the Captain, interrupting her. ... . “ How such dear mo-
ments fly!”’ .

Miss Martha answered not with her lips, but had no scruple
to let her fine large.-eyes reply with very intelligible meaning,
even though at that very moment she had reached the front
of the counter, and that Mr. Smith himself stood before her,
begging to know her commands. Her arm, too, still con.
fidingly hung upon that of the stylish-looking young officer ;
and there certainly was both in her attitude and manner
something that spoke of an interest and intimacy between
them of no common kind.

A few more muttered words were exchanged between them
before the draper’s necessary question met any attention what-
ever, yet in general the Miss Comptons were particularly civil
to Mr. Smith, and at length, when she turned to answer him,
she stopped short before she had well pronounced the words
“mull muslin,” saying with an air of laughing embarrass-
ment, and withdrawing her arm, —

¢t Upon my word and honour, you must go, Captain Tate
«« .« 1 can no more buy any thing while you stand talking to
me than I can fly,”

“ Did not you promise me?” said the Captain reproach-
fully, and not knowing what in the world to do with himself
till it was time to dress.

“ Yes, I know I did,” she replied, ¢ but the truthis,” ... .
and she pressed both her hands upon her heart, and shook her

besd. ... “the thing is impossible . . . . You must leave me,
fndeed/ . ... we shall meet to-night at the Major's, you
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know . ... farewell!” .. .. and she stretched out her hand
to him with a smile full of tender meaning.

The Captain looked rather puzzled, but fervently pressed
her hand, and saying “ Au revoir then!” left the shop. The
young lady looked after him for a moment, and then, turning
to Mr. Smith with a Jook, a sigh, and a smile not at all likely
to be misunderstood, said, —

« I suppose, Mr. Smith, you have heard the news about
me? .. .. There never was such a place for gossip as Sil-
verton.”

Mr. Smith smilingly protested he had heard nothing what-
ever about her, but added, with very satisfactory significance,
that he rather thought he could guess what the news was, and
begged very respectfully to wish her joy of it.

¢ You are very kind, Mr. Smith ; I am sure it is the last
thing I expected . . . . s0o much above me in every way....
And now, Mr. Smith, I want to speak to you about the things
that must be bought. I am sure you are too neighbourly and
_ too kind to put difficulties in my way. It is a very different
thing now, you know, as to what I buy; and I am sure yon
will let me have quite on my own account, and nothing at all
to do with papa, a few things that I want very much at the
present moment.”’

Miss Martha looked so handsome, and the whole affair
seemed so clear and satisfactory, that Mr. Smith, careful
tradesman as he was, could not resist her appeal, and declared
he should be happy to serve her with whatever articles she
might chpose to purchase.

Her dark eyes sparkled with the triumph of success ; she
had often felt her own powers of management swelling within
her bosom when she witnessed the helpless despondency of her
father, or listened to the profitless grumbling of her mother,
upon every new pecuniary pressure that beset them ; and it is
not wonderful if she now believed more firmly than ever, that
much suffering and embarrassment might very often be spared,
or greatly alleviated, by the Judicious exercise of such powers
as she felt conscious of possessing.

As a proof that her judgment was in some measure com-
meusurate with her skill, she determined not to =buse e
present opportunity by contracting a dcbt whidh it wod
' quite impossible for her father 1o pay ; 80, notwilnendieg, 1
c %
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the tempting finery with which the confiding Mr. Smith
spread the counter, she restrained her purchases to such ar-

" ticles as it might really have endangered all their schemes of
future conquest to have been without, and then took her leave,
amidst blushes and smiles, and with many assurances to the
gently-facetious shopkeeper, that let her be where she would,
she should never forget his obliging civility.

It wes a mament of great sriumph for Marthe when Mr.
Smith’s man arrived, and the huge and carefully packed
garcel was brought up to the chamber where Mrs. Compton
and her daunghters sat at work.

¢ What in the world is this ?” exclaimed the mother, seiz-
ing upon it. ¢ Is it possible that her letter was only a joke,
and that the little frighs has actually sent you some dresses at
last?”

. “It is mwch more Likely, I fancy, that I have coaxed Mr.
Smith into giving us alittle more credit. 1kt can all be paid
off by a little and a listle at a time, you know; and at any
rete, Rere are some very pretty dvesses for the féte, besides
about three pounds’ worth of things that we really could not do
without any longer.”

- “And do you really mean, Martha, that you have got
Smith to send in all these beautiful things on credit?”

“ ] do, indeed, mamma.”

¢ Was there ever such a girl ! . . . Only look, Sophy, at this
Iowely muslin ! Why, it will wash, and make up again with
different trimmings as good as new for a dozen regiments to
come ! ... Oh, you dear clever creature, what a treasure you
are!... I wish to God I had trusted all to you from the first,
and not tired myself to death by walking over to that stingy
listle monster. .. but, tired or not, we must cut these dear
sweet dresses out at once. Nancy Baker must come in and
makie the bodies, and we must set to, girls, and run the scams,
«« .+ and a pleasure it will be toe, God knows ! . .. I have werked
ab turning and twisting' old gowns into new ones till I have
bated the sight of an ironing box and a2 needle ; but this is
another guess sort of a business, and I shall set about it with
a xight good will, I promise you.”

And so she did, and the dresses went or prospereusly, as

wel7 as every thing else connected with the officery’ féte ; and
‘b the wished-for, but dmaded day arrived, in whd w
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many farewell sighs were to be sighed, and so many last looks
leoked, and so many scrutinising glances given, as to what
might be 'hoped for from the flirtations of the ensuing year,
the sun shone so brightly as evidently to take part with the
new-comers, permitting not one single elond to sympathise
with those who were about to depart.

Of all the beauties assembled at this hybrid festival, none
appeared to greater advantage than the Misses Compton.
Their dresses were neither dirty nor faded, but exceedingly
well calculated to set off their charms as favourably as their
meother herself could have desired. Captain Tate, after dancing
ohis last dance with Martha, pointed her out, with some feeling
of triumph, to one of the new arrivals as the girl upon whom
he had bestowed the largest share of his regimental gallantries ;
but he was far from imagining, as he did so, how very much
better she had eontrived to manage the flirtation than himself.
She bhad made it the means of clothing herself and sister from
top to toe, while to him it had been very costly in gloves, ices,
eau de Cologne and dancing-pumps.

CHAPTER IV.

A WEDDING, ANXD ITS CONSEQUENCKS, =~A TRANSFER QF RROPERTY, =
MISS MARTHA RECEIVES A PROPQSAL OF W—AEM‘“ EXe
PEDITION TO COMPTON BASETT.

Tue regimertal gala which had been looked forward to with
so much intevest, though very gay and very agreeable, did not
peshaps produce al] the results expeeted by the soft hearts and
bright eyes of Silverton, for only one wedding was achieved in
consequence of it. This one made a very hasty and impru-
dent bride of Sophia Compton. Her charming voice, joined
ta her pretty person, was too enchanting for the enthusiastic
Lieutenant Willoughby to leave behind him ; and just as the
full moon rose upom the tents of the revellers, he drew her
gently into the deep shadow of that appropriated to the sutlers,
and there swore a very solann oath that it was quite impos-
sible he should camtinue to exist, if she refused to elope with
hime thas evening.
Upon the whals, Miss Sophia was by NO. MEWBA WITY ¥
c 4
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hear this, but could not help expressing a modest wish that he
would be so obliging as to change the plan of operations, and
instead of eloping with her, would just speak to papa, and so
be married in a proper way.

For a considerable tiine, longer indeed than it was possible
to remain in the shadow of the sutler’s tent, the young gentle-
man declared this to be impossible ; because, in that case, his
own relations must be informed of the affair, and he knew
perfectly well that if this happened, effectual measures would
be taken to prevent his ever possessing his adorable Sophia at
all. These arguments were repeated, and dwelt upon with
very convincing energy, for the space of one whole quadrille,
during which the tender pair sat ensconced behind a fanciful
erection, on the front of which was traced, in letters formed of
laurel leaves, the words, ‘1o THE LADIESs.” Nor was his
pretty listener insensible to their force, or the probable truth of
the “ misery” they predicted ; it was, therefore, all things con-
sidered, much to the credit of Miss Sophy that she persevered
in her refusal of accepting him on the terms he offered.

Lieutenant Willoughby was by no means a wicked young
man, but it was his nature to covet particularly whatever it was
least convenient to obtain ; and it was, I believe, of him that a
youthful anecdote has been recorded which sets this disposition
in a striking point of view. Upon occasion of some dainty, but
pernicious delicacy, being forbidden, or some frolic tending too
strongly to mischief being stopped, he is said to have ex-
claimed, “It is a very, very shocking thing, mamma, that
every thing that is nice is called wrong, and every thing that
is nasty is called right.” This was said when he was seven
years old, but at twenty-two he was very nearly of the same
unfortunate opinion, and invariably valued every thing in pro-
portion to the conviction he felt that he should be opposed in
his pursuit of it.

When, therefore, Miss Sophia persisted in her declaration
that she would not run away with him, Lieutenant Willoughby
became perfectly desperate in his determination to obtain her ;
and having a sort of natural instinct which convinced him that
no proposal of marriage would be ill received by Mrs. Comp-
ton, he wrung the hand of his Sophy, implored her not to dance

-with any body else, and then having sought and found her

weH0her smidst the groups of matrons who sat apart admiving
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their respectiye daughters, he drew her aside, and told his tale
of love. :

This, as he expected, was by no means unkindly received ;
and when Mrs. Compton, having recovered from her first
ecstasy, began to hint at income and settlement, the impassioned
young gentleman contrived to puzzle her so completely, by
stating the certainty of his being disinherited if his marriage
were immediately known, and the handsome fortune it was
possible he might have if it were kept profoundly gecret, that
he sent her home as vehemently determined to let him marry
her daughter, without saying a word to his family gbout the
matter, as he could possibly have desired.

The result of this may be easily divined. Nothing approved
by Mrs. Compton was ever effectually opposed by Mr. Comp-
ton ; so Miss Sophia was married to Lieutenant Willoughby
within ten days of the regimental ball, and within one year
afterwards a female infant, called Agnes Willoughby, was
placed in the care of the curate of Silverton and his wife ; her
young mother being dead, and her broken-spirited father about
to set off for the West Indies, having found his father implac-
able, his well-married sisters indignant, and nothing left him
whereon to found a hope of escape from his difficulties except
thus giving up his little girl to her grandfather, and exchanging
his commission in the gay —— regiment for one in a corps
about to embark for a service very likely to settle all his em-
barrassments by consigning him to an early tomb.

Meanwhile the curate of Silverton was becoming every day
more involved in debt ; and his dashing eldest daughter, though
handsomer than ever, painfully conscious that among all the
successive legions of lovers whose conspicuous adorations had
made her the most envied of her sex, there was not one who
offered any rational probability of becoming her husband.

The first of these misfortunes was the most embarrassing,
and so imperiously demanded a remedy, that the poor curate
at length consented to find it in the sale of his moiety of his
paternal acres. It is certain that his nightly potations of hot
toddy had very considerably impaired his powers of caring for
any thing ; nevertheless, it was not without a pang that he
permitted his wife to insert an advertisement in the county
paper, proclaiming the sale by auction of certsin crofts a}\h

meadows, barns and byres, making part and paxcel of a capi
dairy-farm, known by the name of Comytm Basett.
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When the day of sale arrived, several competitors appeared
who bid pretty briskly for the lot; for the land, particularly
thirty acres of it, known by the name of ¢ the butcher’s close,’
was some of the best in the county ; but the successful candi-
date, who, it was pretty evident from the first, was determined
that it should be knocked down to no one else, was farmer
Wright, Miss Betsy’s prosperous and well-deserving tenant.
This, though the purchase was a large one for a mere farmer
(emounting to six thousand five hundred and twenty-five
pounds), did not greatly surprise the neighbourbood, for the
‘Whrights were known to be a prudent, thrifty, and industrious
race. It is possible they might have been more surprised had
they known thet it was Miss Betsy herself, and not her
tenant, who was the purchaser. But so it was. The twenty-
five years which had elapsed since the death of her father had
enabled this careful Lttle lady to accumulate, by means of her
rent, her five hundred pounds and its compound interest, and
the profits of her well-managed apiary, a much larger sum
than it required to become the possessor of her brother’s share
of Compton Basett ; and when she had finished the affair, and
leased out the whole property (the butcher's close included)
to her friend and tenant farmer Wright, for the annual
rent of six hundred pounds (now including two chickens per
week for her own use), she still remained possessed of four
theusand pounds sterling, safely lodged in the fands; a pro-
perty which went on very rapidly increasing, as her scale of
expense never varied, and rarely exceeded ten pounds per
aamum beyond the profits of her bees, and her stipulated
aceommodation from the farm. Bat, in spite of this strict
economy, Miss Betsy was no bad neighbour to the poor, and
in a small and very quiet way did more towards keeping dirt
and cold out of thelr dwellings, thaa many who spent three
times.as much upon them, and made ten times as much fuss
abeut it.

It was not, however, till many years later, that the fact o
her being the possessor of the whole of the Compton Basett
estate, became known to any ome but farmer Wright; and as
to the amount of her half-yearly incressing property in the
Lknds, ske had no confidant but her broker. This mystery,

Zifs profound secrecy, in the silent rollimg up of her wealth,
" perhaps the principal source of hex enjoyment from .
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It amused her ‘influitely to observe, that while the bed
management and improvidence of her brother and his wife
were the theme of eternal gossipings, her own thrift seemed
permitted to ge quietly on, without eliciting any obeervation
at all. Her judicious and regularly administered little charities
assisted in producing this desired effect, much more than she
had the least idea of ; for the praises of Miss Betsy’s good-
ness and kindness proceeded from many who had profited
more from her judgment, and her well-timed friendly loans,
than from her donations ; and the gratitude for such services
was much more freely and generally expressed, than if the
favours conferred had been merely those of ordinary alms-
giving. It was therefore very generally reported in Silverton
that Miss Betsy Compton gave away all her income in charity,
which was the reason why she never did any thing to help
her embarrassed relations. These erroneous reports were pro-
ductive of at least one advantage to the family of the curate
of Silvertan, for it effectually prevented their having any ex-
pectations from hex beyond a vague and umeertain hepe, that
if slie did not bequesth her faym-house and acres to an hospital,
the property might be left to them. But not even the croak-
ing ill-will of Mrs. Compton could now anticipate a very early
date for this possible begqwest; for, pele and delicate-looking
ax she ever comtinued, robody had ever heard of Miss Betsy's
having a dector’s bill to pay ; and as she was just seven years
younger than her brother the cwrate, who, moreover, was
thought te be dropsical, there appesved wofully little chance
‘that her death would ever benefit her disappointed sister-in~
law at all. A very considerable portion of the purchase-
money of the estate had dwindled away . .. . the kittle Agnes
Willowughby had attsined the age of eleven years, and Mr.
Compton had become so ilt as 80 bave been forced to resign
his euracy, when Mr. Barnaby, the celebrated surgeon and
apothecary of Silverton, who for the last tem years had ad-
mired Miss Martha Compton more than any lady he had ever
looked upon, suddenly took courage and asked her point-blank
to- becomse his wife.

Had he done this some few years before, his fate would
have been told in the brief monosylable w6, uwiered yrawey
with as much indignation as smy sgund comvpounded o Twe

Jetters could express ; but since that time the fsix Waxtha



mny colonels, majors, captains, . ... ay, and lieu-
. march into the town, and then march out again,
ispering any thing more profitable in her ear than
wce of her being an angel, that the case was greatly
od after the meditation of a moment, she answered
Jestly, .... “You must speak to my mother, Mr.

tly satisfied by the reply, Mr. Barnaby did speak to
1er ; but the young lady took care to speak to her first,
* a long and very confidential conversation, it was de-
4 between them that the offer of the gentleraan should
:pted, that fifty pounds out of the few remaining hun-
should be spent upon her wedding-garments, and that
aver it pleased God to take poor Mr. Compton, his widow
ttle grand-daughter should be received into Mr. Barnaby’s
ly.
t has not been recorded with any degree of certainty,
ther these last arrangements were mentioned to the ena-
red Galen, when the important interview which decided
fate of Miss Martha took place ; but whether they wete or
the marriage ceremony followed with as little delay as
ible.
'wo circumstances occurred previous to the ceremony which
t be mentioned, as being calculated to open the character
ay hercine to the reader. No sooner was this important
t decided upon, than Miss Martha told her mamma, that
18 her intention to walk over to Compton Basett, and in-
t Miss Betsy of the news herself. ,
And what do you expect to get by that, Martha ?’’ said
old lady. “ I have not forgot yet my walk to Compton
t just before poor dear Sophy’s marriage, nor the trick the
monster played me, making me bring home her vile
critical letter as carefully as if it had been a bank-note for
mdred pounds. ... You must go without me, if go you
for I” have taken my last walk to Compton Basett, I pro-
you.
I d,on’t want you to trouble yourself about it in any way,
er,” replied Miss Martha. ¢ I’ll make ‘Agnes walk with
and whether I get any thing out of the little porcupine or
he walk can do us no great harm.”
Tis not so hot as when I went that’s certain,” said Mre.
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mpton, becoming better reconciled to the expedition. ¢ She

4 never seen Agnes since the poor little thing was thought to

dying in the measles, just five years ago; and then, you

w, she did hire a nurse, and send in oranges and jellies, and

that sort of trumpery ; . . . . and who can say but her heart

F.may soften towards her again, when she sees what a sweet
pretty creature she is grown ?

I can’t say I have much faith in good looks doing much
towards drawing her purse-strings. She has seen poor Sophy
and me often enough, and I can’t say that we ever found our
beauty did us any good with her, neither is it that upon which
I reckon now. But telling her of a wedding is not begging,
you know, . . . . and I don’t think it impossible but what such
a prudent, business-like wedding as mine, may be more to her
taste than poor Sophy’s, where there was nothing but a few
fine-sounding names to look to . ... and much good they did
her, poor thing !”

““ Well, set off, Martha, whenever you like. There is no
need to make little Agnes look smart, even if I had the means
to do it, for it’s quite as well that she shonld be reminded of
the wants of the poor child by the desolate conditipn of her
old straw-bennet . . . . When do you think. you shall go ?”

¢ This afternoon; I'm sure of not seeing Barnaby again
till tea-time, for he has got to go as far as Pemberton, so we
may start as soon as dinner is over.”

Miss Martha Compton and her young companion set off
accordingly about three o’clock, and pursued their way, chiefly
in silence, to Miss Betsy's abode ; for Agnes rarely spoke to
her aunt, except when she was spoken to, and Miss Martha
was meditating profoundly the whole way upon the probability
of obtaining Mr. Barnaby’s consent to the re-furnishing his
drawing-room. It was the month of April, the air deliciously
Sweet and mild, and birds singing on every tree; so that al-

though ‘the leaves were not yet fully out, they found Miss
Betsy sitting as usual in her bower, and enjoying as keenly
the busy hum about her bee-hives, as ever Miss Martha did

,‘:: -cl:':::;.iﬂg animation produced by the murmuring of a dozev

thougbs tfetky was at this time about fifty years of age, and
ge, she We defect in her shape was certainly not lessened by
48 gltogether an exceedingly nice-looking little old
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Jady ; and her eap was as neat and beocoming, and her com-
plexion very nearly as delicate, as at the time of Mrs. Comp-
ton’s visit just twelve years before.

She fixed her eyes for & moment upon Martha as she ap-
proached the bower, but appeared not to know her ; the little
girl following close behind, was for a minute or two invisible ;
but the instant she caught sight of her, she rose from her seat,
and stepping quickly forward, took the child by her hand,
drew her in, and placed her on the bench by her side.

Little Agnes, who knew she was come to see her aunt, felt
assured by this notice that she was in her preseace, and, mere-
over, that she was a very kind person ; 20, when the old lady,
after examining her features very attentively, said, “ You are
little Agnes, are you not ?” she replied without hesitation or
timidity, * Yes, I am ; and you are good aunt Betsy, that used
to give me the aranges.”

¢ Do you remember that, my child ? . . . . “tis a loag while.
almost half your little life. Take off your bonnet, Agaes, and
let me see your face.”

Agnes obeyed, the “ desolate” straw bonnet was laid aside,
and Miss Betsy gazed upon one of the fairest and most de-
licate little faces that the soft beams of an April sun ever fell

n.

The pale recluse kept her keen eyes fixed upon the little
girl for many minutes without pronouncing a word ; at length
she said, but apparently speaking only to herself, —

¢¢ It is just sach a face as I wanted her to have . ... Her
fatherwas.gentlemm....Shewﬂl never have red cheeks,
that is quite certain.”

““ How d’ye do, aunt Betsy ?” . . . . s2id Miss Martha, an
& very clear and distinct voice ; probably thinking that she had
remained long enough in the background.

 Very well, I thank you,” was the reply; ‘ ana who are
you 2* .

¢ Dear me, aunt, you must say that}for fun,.... foritis
hardly likely you should know Agnes, that was almost a baby
the last time you ever uwher,mdforgetme, that was’ quite
grown 3p at that same time.”

* “QOh!....then you are Miss Martha, the great beauty,
_are you; 3 You ook very old indeed, Miss Martha, consider-
€2g that you can’t. be very much past thirty, and that 1 suppese
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is the reason I did not know you. How is your poor father,
Miss Martha®” '

“ He’s very bad, aunt Betsy; but I hope the news I am
come to tell you will be a comfort o him, and please you teo.”

¢ And what news can that be, Miss Martha? >’

1 am going to be married, ‘aunt Betsy, to a person that is
extremely well off, and able to set me above all poverty and
difficulties for ever;....and the only thing ageinst it is,
that papa cannot afford to give me any money at all for my
wedding clothes, which is a dreadful disgrace to the name of
Compton ; and to tell you the truth at once, for I am a frank,
honest-hearted girl, that never hides any thing, I am come over
here on purpose to ask you to give me a few pounds, just to
prevent my having to ask my husband for a shift.”

¢ If you have no shift, Miss Martha, while you are wearing
such a gay bonnet as that, I think any man must be a great
fool for taking you. However, that is his affair, and not
mine. I cannot afford to buy your wedding-clothes, Miss
Martha ; nor do I intend ever to give you any money at all
for any purpose whatever, either now, er at any fwtare period ;
80, if you are wise, as well as frank, you will never ask me
again. If you ‘marry a gentleman, and have children who
shall behave according to my notions of honour, honesty, and
propriety, it is possible that the little I may leave will be di-
vided among them, and any others whom I may think have an
equal claim upon me. But I heartily hope you will have
none, for I feel certain 1 should not like them ; and I would
rather that the poor little trifle I may have left when I die,
should go to some one I did like.”

Miss Martha’s heart swelled with rage, yet, remote a3 Miss
Betsy's contingent benefits were likely to be, they had still in-
fluence sufficient to prevent her breekiag out into open violence,
and she sat silent, though with burning cheeks and a beating
heart. The address she had just listened to was certainly not
of the most agreeable style and tone, but it may be some apo-
logy for Miss Betsy’s severity to state, that the scene which
had taken place in Mr. Smith’'s shop, rather more than twelve
years before, in which a certain Captain Tate took an import-
ant, though unconscious, part, was accurately well-known to
the little spinster, Mrs. Wright (the wife of her \enant) hes-
ing witnessed the whole of it.
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When she had finished her speech to Miss Martha, which
was spoken in her usual gay tone of voice, Miss.Betsy turned
again towards Agnes, who was then standing at the entrance
of the bower, earnestly watching the bees.

‘“ They are pretty, curious creatures, are they not, Agnes ?”’
said she. ¢ I hope some day or other you will be as active
and industrious. Do you love to work, my little girl.”

T love to play better,” replied Agnes.

“Ay.... that's because you are such a young thing.
And who are your playfellows, Agnes? ”

““I have not got any playfellows but myself,” was the reply.

*“ And where do vou play ? ” — ¢ In grandpapa’s garden
behind the house.” .

“ And what do you play at? ” — < Oh ! 8o many things. I
play at making flower-beds in the summer, and at snow-balis
in the winter; and I know a blackbird, and ever so many
robin-redbreasts, and they know me, and I'....” .

“ Do you know how to read, Agnes? ” — A little,” . . . .
replied the child, blushing deeply.

“ Come here, then, and read a page of my book to me.”

Poor Agnes obeyed the summons, and submissively plgcing
herself by the side of her aunt, took the beok in her hands
and began to read. But it was so very lame and imperfect a
performance, that Miss Betsy wanted either the cruelty or the
patience to let it proceed ; and taking the volume away, she
said, in a graver tone than was usual with her, ‘ Nobody
seems to have given themselves much trouble about teaching
you, my little girl ; . . . . but I dare say you will read better
by aad by....Are you hungry, Agnes? .. .. do you wish
for something to eat after your walk ? ”

Delighted at being thus relieved from exposing her igno-
rance, the little girl replied gaily, —

€J am very hungry indeed, ma’am.”

¢ Then sit here to rest for a few minutes, and I will see
what I can get for you:” and so saying, Miss Betsy rose, and
walked briskly away towards the house.

“Old brute !”. . .exclaimed Miss Martha, as soon as she was

- quite beyond hearing. . . . < There ’s a hump for you!. ., . Isn’t
she a beauty, Agnes?” .

““A besuty, aunt Martha? . . .No, 1 don’t think she is a

besusy, though I like the look of her face 100 . .« - butthe cex-
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tainly is not 2 beauty, for she is not the least bit like yow, and
you are a beauty, you know.”

¢ And who told you that, child ?”

“Oh! I have heard granimamma and you talk sbout it *
very often ; ... and I heard Mr. Bamaby say, when he came
in yesterday, ¢ How are you, my beauty?’... and besides I
see you are a beauty myself.

““ And pray, Agnes,” replied her aunt, laughing with great
good-humour, “how do you know a beauty when you see
one?”

“ Why, don’t I see every time I walk by Mr. Gibbs’s shop,
his beauties in the window, with their rosy cheeks, and their
black eyes, and their quantity of fine ringlets? and you are
exactly the very image of one of Mr. Gibbs’s beauties, aunt
Martha.”

Miss Martha remembered that there was one very pretty
face in the window of the village perruquier, and doubted not
that the little Agnes’s observation had reference to that one ; it
was therefore with one of her most amiable smiles that she
replied, —

“ You little goole!. « « how can I be like a painted wax
image ?”’ -

But the protestatlons and exclamations by which the simile
might have been proved good, were broken off by the approach
of a maid-servant from the house, who said that Miss Betsy
was waiting for them.

They found the neat little lady in her pretty sitting-room,
with a lily-white cloth spread on a table near the open window,
and & home-made loaf, a little bowl of native cream, and a
decanter of bright spring water, with a couple of tumblers
near it.

Simple as this repast was, it was well relished by both the
nieces, though decidedly served in honour of only one. How-
ever, no positive objection being made to Miss Martha's taking
her share of it, she spared neither the loaf nor the cream ; and
remembering her mother’s account of her penny repast, felt
something like triumph as she ate, to think how much more
she had contrived to get out of her churlish relative.

But this was all she got ... excepting, indeed, that she felt
some consolation for her disappointment in having ‘o W\ o
mother, on her return, that if she had children, (2ol ot exve

D
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she should, as every body else had,) they were to have their
share of all the old maid might Isave.

¢ Ugly old hypocrite! it won’t be much, take my word for
it,” replied Mrs. Compton. ‘ She likes all the beggars in the
parish & vast deal better than she does her own flesh and blaodi
Dan’t talk any more of her, Martha . . . I should be glad if ‘¥
was never to hear her name mentioned ‘again{”

CHAPTER V..

A VISIT FROM THE HEIRESS, — MISS. AGNE® WILLOUGHBY IS SENT T0
SCHOOL,

In about a.month after:this visit, and less:than a week - beforer
the day fixed: upon fox.the. happivess of Mr. Hgsnaby, Miss
Betsy Compton very unexpectedly made-a. vigit t0-her hrother,
She found him- a good.deal. altened, but.she found’ him: alse
with his toddy and pipe, both objects of such hatred and: -dip»
gust to her anchoritish spiri4, that:all the.kind feelings: whiich:
might have been awakened by his fmhng.health were chases
by looking upon what caused.it..

To see her feeble-miuded. brother was. not;. hewewer; thiar
only or the principal ohjeet of her visit. to Silverton ;. and shee
permitted not many minutes to be wasted;in mutnal questiom-
inge that meant very little, before she let.hinn andsrstand. what
‘¢ I am, come: to .speak to you, brother,” she said, * sbowtr

little Agnea. L should like. to- kmow: imiwhat. memner yom:ins-.
tend to educate her?”

¢ Mrs, Compton- manages: all thas, sister Betsy,’’ replied
the invalid; ‘“and, at.any.rate, L am sure:I.hsve: ne money:
to teach her any thing,”

‘ Bus. it is aisin, brother, toi.let the childirux wild abous
the. garden as you would: a megpies . . .... Do you. kinow:thas-
she can’t.read?”

“ No, sister- Betsy, I know: nothing at:all about it, I.telF
you. ...... Haw can I help.it? Amwm L in. a. conditiom to

saaql: any: body: tevreed P”
“ Zaare-ane otens mere. to hlame: than 'yon-are, brothae; no:.



doubt; . ... . bat lét.it be-who's: finlt it will, it. must.netr go- -
on'so. I sappese:you: will: make no:objeetion to my sending -
her to schisol ?”

¢ Oh dear, no?! not'I; .... but yourhad huttaraska
Compton:abost it."”

“Verywelli. . . . . Bat. Ithywr consent, have I not?”

‘“Dear me, yes; sister Betxy. .. . . Why do you' tease me:
so, making me take the pipe out of my mouth every minute? ”

Miss Betsy left the little smoke-dried back parlour appro-
priated. to the master of the house, and made her way to the
front room' up stairs called.the drawing-room, which had been
reserved, since time out of mind, for the use:of the ladies-of -
the:- fumily: andi their visiters.. There she found, as she
expected, Mrs. Compton and her daughter amidst an ocean of -
needle-work, all having reference, more- or: less, to the:cere-
mony which was to be performed on the following Thursday.

¢ So, Mrs, Compton,” was her sslutation to the old lady, .
amda’ nod of ‘the: head: to the young ome. I have been -
speaking to my brother,” continued Miss Betsy, ¢ concerning
the education: of little Agnes). andihe haw given his. consent
teuny: putting her-to sediool.’’

« His consentl!” ... .. exclaimed Mys.Compton; °and,
pmy; is she:not' my- graadchild: too# . ... I think I have:as.
good:a right: totake care:of.the:child/as-he has.!”’

“¢-Sho has . right,” replied. the spinater,. ¢ to- expect from.
both of you a great deal more care than she has found; and
were. I you, Mis. Compton; I: would -take some trouble to
conceal! from all my friends and.aoquaintance the fact that, at
eoveniyears of'age;. my grandohild was unable to read.”

¢ And that's:a fact that: I.can hiwe:ne: need. to hide, Miss-
Betsy; for: it's no fact:at all—1’ve: seen: Martha teaching her
sooves:of times."’

¢ Then have her in, Mrs. Comrptom;: and. let us: make the
trial. If I have said what is not true.. I will' beg your
pasdon.”

¢ Lior, mamma!” said' Miss Marthw;. colowving. a little,
“what.good is there in comtradicting sunt. Betey, if she wants
to send Agnes-to-school? I am swre:it is: the best thing that
canr- be' dene- for her; nowrI am going-to be married. . .. .
Amnd' Mr. Barmby ' asked . mre the’ other: day, if Yoo 3w
mesn to send her to school.”

D 2
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¢ T don’t want to keep her from school, God knows,- poor
little thing, or from any thing else that could do her good.
«++. Only Miss Betsy speaks so sharp. .... But I can
assure you, sister, we should have put her to the best of
schools long and long ago, only that, Heaven knows, we had
not the means to do it ; and thankful shall I be if you are come
at last to think that there may be as much charity in helping
your own blood relations, as in giving away your substance to
strangers and beggars.”

“ You are right, Mrs. Compton, as far as relates {o sending
Agnes to school . ... that will certainly be a charity. When
can the child be got ready? ”

¢ As soon as ever you shall be pleased to give us the means,
sister Betsy.”

* Do you mean, Mrs. Compton, that she has not got clothes
togoinp”

“ 1 do indeed, sister Betsy.”

 Let me see what she Aas got, and then I shall know ‘what
she wants.”

 That is easily told, aunt, without your troubling yourself
to look over a few ragged frocks and the like. She wants juat
every thing, aunt Betsey,” said the bride &xpectant, brave in
anticipated independence, and. rather inclined to plague the old
lady by drawing as largely as might be on her reluctant funds,
now they were opened, even though the profit would not be
her own.

 If she really does want every thing, Martha Compton,
while you are dressed as you now are, very cruel injustice has
peen done her,” replied the aunt. “ Your sister had no por-
tion given her, either of the patrimony of her father, or the
thousand pounds brought by her mother; and as her marriage
with a mpan who had not a sixpence was permitted, this child
of hers has an equal right with yourself to share in the pro-
perty of your parents.”

“ The property of their parents! .... Why, blesa me,
Betsy Compton, how you do talk!....as if you did not
know that all the property they. ever had is as good as gone.
Has not farmer Wright got the estate? And has not the
buatcher, and the baker, and the shoemaker, and all the rest of

&hem, got whst it sold for, as well as my thousand pounds
#mopng them, long ago ?’’
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“ Then you are now on the very verge of ruin, Mrs. Comp-
ton #” said the spinster gravely.

¢ Yes, sister Betsy, we are,” replied the matron reproach-
fully. “And I can’t but say,” she continued, ¢ that a lone
woman like you, without any expenses whatever but your own
meat and drink, which every body says is next to nothing, —
1 can’t but say that you might have helped us a little before
now, and no harm done.”

¢ That is your opinion of the case, Mrs. Compton : maine
is wholly different. I think harm is done whenever power of
any kind is exerted in vain. I have no power to help you.
«+os Were all I have poured out upon you, while I lodged
myself in the parish workhouse, my conviction is, that I should
only be enabling you to commit more follies, and, in my
judgment, more sins.”

 Well, well, Miss Betsy, it is of no use talking to you —-
I know that of old; and to tell you the truth, when I do-
come to beggary, 1 had rather beg of any body else than of”
you. I hear far and near of your charity to others, but I
can’t say that I ever saw any great symptom of it myself.”

¢ Let me see what clothes little Agnes has got, Mrs. Comp-
ton, if you please. Our time will be more profitably employed
in seeing what I may be able to do for her, than in discoursing
of what I am_ not able to do for you. Miss Martha then, T
suppose, may be able to bring her things in.”

“ Why, as far as the quantity goes, they won’t be very dif-
ficult to carry. But I don’t see much use in overhauling all
the poor child’s trumpery . . . . unless it is just to make you
laugh at our poverty, ma’am.”

The spinster answered this with a look which showed
plainly enough that, however little beauty her pale face could
boast, it was by no means deficient in expression. Miss Martha
hastened out of the room to do her errand without saying
another word.

I will not give the catalogue of poor Agnes’s wardrobe, but
only observe that it was considerably worse than Miss Betsy
expected ; she made, however, no observation upon it; but
having examined it apparently with very little attention, she
took leave of the mother and daughter, saying she wolld e\
again in a day or two, and took with her (no permissior

asked) & greatly faded, but recently fitted frock, Wridh &

D 8
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duction mother and daughter remenstrated -against, . loudly
declaring it was her best dress, exeept the old ‘white: muslin
worked with coloured rworsteds, -and that she would have no-
thing upon earth to iwear.
¢ It.ahall not be kept.long,” was therweply ; and tthe little
lady departed, enduripg .for @ moment the atmosphere.of ther
“brother’s .parlour as.she passed, in order to:tell shim, s she
thought herself in duty bound to do, that she-should get some
decent clothes made for the child, .and eall:again as.zeon as
they were ready.to take her.to school.
The poor gentleman seemed greatly: pleased .at this, and
. said,  Thank you, Betsy,” with more animation- than he had
been heard to impart to any words for many years.
. * * . . %

It was just three days after Miss Martha Compton had .be-
come Mrs. Barnaby, that the same .poatchaise drove mp to-the
door that had carried her away from it on an excursion.of
eight-and-forty hours to.Exeter, which the gallant bridegroom
had stolen a holyday.to give her ; but upon.this eccasion it
was ‘hired neither by bride nor- bridegroom, but 'by-the little
crooked spinster, who-was -come, according-to her promise, to
take Agnes to schoal.

Mrs. Compton. was jast-setting out to.pay her first morning
visit to the. bride, und therefore .submiteed-t0 the hasty de-
parture of the little girl with.less grumbling than she might
heve done, if Jess agreeably engaged.

““ You .must .bid ;your. grandpapa good<by, .Agnes,” ;said
Miss. Betsy, .as they.passed .the door of hisparlour, and aecord-
ingly they all entered together.

“ God .bless you, my peer little .girl !”:aaid :the :eld man
after kissing .her :forehead, ‘‘iand keep your :aunt Betsy's
favour if you ca, .-......for 1.den’t thisk I ean domuch more
‘to help any bedy. ... .~Godrbless.you, Agnes !”

¢Dear me, Mr. Compton ! . ... you need not-bring tears
in.the child’s.eyes by:speaking that-mway. . . . I am :sure she
has. never -wanted friends since.her peor dear mother died ; and
there’s no like she should -either, -with sach.amaunt.as Martha,
married to such:a:man.as Mr. Barnaby. ... . I suppose she is

Dot to.-be kept from. her family, sister Betay, but that we shall
see ber in the holydays. .I am suxe ] den’t know whereishe in
Ly fo0 .sec things so elggant es at her aunt Barmaby's. ..
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Such ».drawing-voom ! . . . and a man in livery, at leasta boy.
« + « ..and every thing else conformable. . . . I suppose this:is to
be her home, Miss Betsy, still ?”

I am glad you have mentioned:this, Mrs. Compton,’” re-
plied her sister-in-law, “ because now, in the presenee of my
brether, I may explain my .intentions at once. “Whatever you
may think of my.little. means, either you er your wife, or wour
daughter, brother Josiah, I am not rich enough in .my own
opinion to make it prudent for me to saddle myself with the
permanent charge of this poor child. Moreover, to do so, I
‘must altegether.change the quiet manner of life:that I have so
long-enjoyed, and I am not conscions of being bound by any
tie sufficiently strong to make this :painful sacrifice a daty.
‘Bomething I.think I.ought to do for this.child, and I am willing
to do it. I conceive that-it will be more -easily in my power
‘to gpare something from my little property.to abtain.a:respect-
able-education for her, than-either in your’s, brother, oreven in
‘that of her newly-married aunt Barnaby; for doubtless it would
not be agreeable for her :to‘begin her wedded life by throwing
2 burden upon her husband. But, on the.other hand, it will
«ertainly be much:more within the power:of her aunt Barnaby
“to give her a comfertable and advantagesus home afterwards,
than in mine. I will therefore now take charge of her for five
years, during which time she shall be -supplied with board,
lodging, clothes, and instruction, at my expense ; or, in case I
should die, at that of my executors. After this period I shall
restore her to you, brother, or to her grandmother, if both or
«ither of you shall be alive, or if not, to her aunt Barnaby ;
and when I die she shall have a share, with such others as I may
think have a claim upon me, of the small matter I may leave
‘behind. But this of course must be lessened by the expenses
I-am now ‘contracting for her.”

¢ And are we never to see her for five years, sister Betsy ?”
waid Mrs. Compton very dolorously.

“¢ To tell you the truth, Mrs..Campton, I think the coming
diome to you twice a year, for the holydays, could be mo advan-
*age to her education, and the expense of such repeated jour-
neyings would be very inconvenient.to me. I:have therefore
arranged with the persons who ave to take charge of‘hex ot
#he i5 to pass the vacations with them. 1 ahal), noweves jmsve

& point of seeing her myself more than sncein Sue SoSTRE
D 4
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the time, and will undertake that she shall come to Silverton
twice during these five years, for a few days each time. . . .

- And now, 1 think, there is no more to say ; so come, my little
girl, for it is not right to keep the driver and the horses any
longer waiting.”

The adieus between the parties were now hastily exchanged,
little Agnes mounted the postchaise, aunt Betsy followed, and
they drove off, though in what direction they were to go, after
leaving the Silverton turnpike, no one had ever thought of in~
quiring.

Poor Mrs. Compton stood for some moments silently gazing
after the postchaise, and on re-entering her drawing-room,
felt a sensation that greatly resembled desolation from the un-
wonted stillness that reigned there. She was instantly cheered,
however, by recollecting the very agreeable visit she was going
to pay ; and only pausing to put on her new wedding bonnet
and shawl, set off for Mr. Barnaby’s, saying to the maid,
whom she passed as she descended, ¢ I should like, Sally, to
have seen what sort of things she has got for the poor child.”

“ 1f they was as neat and as nice as the little trunk as was
strapped on in the front, and that’s where they was packed, no
doubt, . . , . there wouldn’t be no need to complain of them,”
was the reply. And now, leaving Agnes to aunt Betsy and
her fate, I must return to the duty I have assigned myself,
and follow the fortunes of Mrs. Barnaby.

CHAPTER VI,

WEDDED HAPPINESS, = DEATH OF MRS, COMPTON, =~THE EX-CURATR
BROUGHT INTO A PEACEFUL HARBOUR. — HE FALLS SICK, AND His
SISTER AND GRANDCHILD ARE SUMMONED,

Tag first five or six months of Mrs. Barnaby’s married
life were so happy as not only to make her forget all her for-
mer disappointments, but almost to persuade her that it was
very nearly as good a thing to marry a middle-aged country
apothecary, with a good house and a good income, as a beau-
#iful young officer wjth neither.
8ince her adventure with Mr. Smith, the draper, milliner,
Bercer, and haberdasher of Silverton par excellence, Mre. Bar-
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naby’s genius for making bargains had been sadly damped ;
not but that she had in some degree saved her credit with that
important and much-provoked personage by condescending to
wear the willow before his eyes ; she even went so far as to say
to him, with a twinkling of lids that passed for having tears in
her own, —

““ No young lady was ever so used before, I believe . ... I
am sure, Mr. Smith, you saw enough yourself to be certain that
T was engaged to Captain Tate, . . . . yet the moment he found
a girl with a little money he sent back all my letters ... .!”

Perhaps Mr. Smith believed the lady . « . . perhaps he did
not; but at any rate he gave her nc encouragement to recom-
mence operations upon his confiding zature ; on the contrary,
he ceased not to send in his little account very constantly once
every three months, stedfastly refusing to give credit for any
articles, however needful. After the sale of the Compton Basett
property the bill was paid, but no farther accommodation in
that quarter ever obtained ; indeed the facility of selling out
of the funds a hundred pounds a time as it was wanted, su-
perseded the necessity of pressing for it, and in a little way
Miss Martha and Mr. Smith had continued to deal most ami-
cably, but always with a certain degree of mutual shyness.

How delightfully different was the case now!, ... Mrs.
Barnaby had only to send her maid or her man (boy) to the
redundant storehouse of Mr. Smith, and all that her heart best
loved was sent for her inspection and choice, without the
slighest doubt or scruple.

Mr, Barnaby was proud of his wife; for if not quite as
slender and delicate, she really looked very nearly as handsome
as ever, a slight soupcon of rouge refreshing the brilliancy of
her eyes, and concealing the incipient fading of her cheeks ;
while the total absence of mauvaise honte (an advantage which
may be considered as the natural consequence of a twelve
years’ reign as the belle of a well-officered county town),
enabled her to preside at his own supper parties, and fill the
place of honour as bride at those of his neighbours, with an
easy sprightliness of manner that he felt to be truly fascinating.
In short, Mr. Barnaby was excessively fond of his lady, and
as he was known to have made much more money Yosm he
had spent, as no bill had ever been sent to him Withouh Yo

mediate payment following, and as Mus. Barnsby & neote k-
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panded itself in this enlarged sphere of action, and led her-to
disburse five times ‘as much as ‘Mr. Bammaby hal ever ex-
pended without her, all the tradesmen in the town were exess-
sively fond of her'too. Wherever:she went she was greeted
with a smile; and instead 'q being ebliged to stand in every
shop, waiting till some one happened to be at leisure to ask
her what she wanted to buy, her feathers and her frills were
no sooner discovered to be approaching the counter, than'as
many right arms -as ‘were in presence thrust forward.a seat to-
wards her, while the well-pleased maater himself inwariably
started forth to receive her commands.

Any bride might ‘have found matter for rejoicing in such
-a change, but few:.could have felt it so keenly as ‘Mre. Barnaby.
‘Bhe ‘was by'nature ‘both proud and ambitious,;and her persomal
vanity, though sufficiently ‘strong .within ‘her to form rather a
conspicuous ‘feature in' rer ‘character, was, in truth,’only a sort
of petted imp, that aoted as.an agent to assist in forwarding
the hopes and wishes which ‘her pride and ambition formed.

This pride and ambition, however, were very essentially
different from the qualities known by these names among
minds of :a lofsier nature. The ambition, for instanee, instead
of being ¢ that last imfirmity ‘of noble mind” “for which
Milton seems to plead:so feelingly, was, in truth, the first vice
-of a very mean-one. Mrs. Barnaby burned with :ambition to
find herself 'in -a situation that might authotise her givang
herself the :airs of a great lady ; and her pride would have
found all the gratification it sought, could she have been sure
that her house and her ‘dress would be daily citéd-among: her
-acquaintance as more costly than their own.

Mrs. Barnaby had ‘moreover un esprit intriguant in the most
comprehensive ‘sense - of the ‘phrase, for she would far ‘rather
have obtained any ‘object -she -aimed at by means.of her -own
manceuvring, than by any simple concarrence of circumstances
whaetever ; and this was ‘perhaps the reason -why, ;at the first
woment the proposals of Mr. Barnaby, whomshe hed (com.
paratively speaking).used no tricks to -captivate, ‘produced.n
less pleasarable -effect'upon her mind, than a similar evertare
from any one of the innumerable military ‘men whom :she
f2ad o stremaously laboured to win, ‘would have done. How-

<ver, she was “for this very reason happier than mamy cther
vides, for, in fact, she became daily more sensitle of Yoo
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substantial advanteges she had obtained ; and, en‘the.whole
daily better pleased with-her complaisant husband.

As ber temper, though quietly .and steadily selfish, was.
meither sour :nor. wolent, this.istate .of connubial happiness
might .have continued long, bad .net.some untoward .accidents
eccurred to disturb it. g

The first-of these was the sudden .and dangerous .illness of
Mrs. Compton, which was of a natuvre to render it perfectly
impossible for Mr. and Mrs. Barnaby to continue their de-
fightful little parties .at home .and -abread. The dying lady
ceased net to implore.her daughter not to leave her, in .accents
80 piteous, that Mr. Barnaby himself, notwithstanding his
tender care for his lady’s health, was the first to declare that
she must remain with .her. This heavy burden, however,
did not ineonvenience her long, for.the-seizure.terminated in
the death .of the old lady about.a week after its commence-
meat.

But even this, though admowledged to be ¢ certainly a bless-
ing,.and:a happy release,” could .not restore the bride to the
triumphant -state of existenoe the illness of her mother had
intesrupted ; for, in the first place,.her deep mourning was
by no means :becoming to her, and she was perfectly aware of
it; and her white :satin, and her silver fringe, would be sure
to turn yellow before she could wear ‘them .again. Besides,
what+was worse than.all, a young attorney of Silverton married
the  daughter of .2 nejghbeuring eclergyman, who, of course,
was immediately installed in all a bride’s honours, to the in-
expeessible. mortification .of Mrs. Baruaby.

‘The annoyance -which followed .these vexations was, how-
ever, far more .serious: the resources of poor Mr. Compton
were completely exhausted.; .he had drawn out his last hundred
from the funds,iand actually remained possessed of .no pro-
perty whatever, exegpt the nearly expired lease, and the ‘worn-
out furniture.of the house in which he lived.

Mrs. Barnaby listened to the feeble ald man’s.statement of
his desperate position with dismay ; she knew just enough of
his affairs to be aware that it was very likely to be true,
though, .with mistaken tenderness, her mother had always
refrained from representing their embarrassments to hex
dayghter as being of the hopeless extent whidh Wey waly

were.
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What, then, was to be done? The choice lay between two
measures only, both deeply wounding to her pride. In the
one case she must leave the old man to be arrested in his bed
for the price of the food which for a few months longer
perhaps he might still get on credit . . . . in the other, she
must undergo the humiliation of informing her husband that
all the gay external appearances she and her mother had so
laboriously presented to the public eye, were in reality but so
much cheatery and delusion ; -and that, if he would not take
compassion on her father’s destitute condition, the poor old
man must either die in the county prison or the parish work«
house. .

The alternative offered more of doubt than of choice, and it
might have been long ere she decided, had she not cleverly
recollected that, if she decided upon leaving him to get on as
he could for a few weeks longer, she must at last submit to her
husband’s knowing the real state of the case; she therefore
resolutely determined that he should know it at once.

The time she chose to make the disclosure was the hour
when men are generally supposed to be in the most amiable
frame of mind possible, namely, when hunger, but not appetite,
has been satisfied, and digestion not fully begun ; that is to
say, Mr. Barnaby was enjoying his walnuts and his wine.

My dear Barnaby !”. . .she began, “I have some very
disagreeable intelligence to communicate to you, which has .
reached me only to-day, and which has distressed me more
than I can express.”

““ Good heaven ! , . . What can you mean, my dear love ?
« « « For God’s sake, do not weep, my beautiful Martha, but
tell me what it is, and trust to me for consolation.”

“ And that indeed I must do, dearest Barnaby !. . . for who
else have I now to look to ? . . . My poor father. .. I had no
idea of it till this morning ... my poor father is....”

¢ Dying, perhaps, my poor love!. .. Alas! Martha dearest,
I have long known that his case was perfectly hopeless, and I
had hoped that you had been aware of this also ; but really, my
love, his state of health is such as ought in a great degree to
reconcile you to his loss. . . . I am sure he must suffer a great
desl at times.”

Mrs. Barnsby’s first impulse was to reply that what she hed
%o tell was a great deal worse than that ; but this would have
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been the truth ; and a sort of habitual, or it might indeed be
called natural cautiousness, led her always to pause before she
uttered any thing that she had no meotive for saying, except-
ing merely that it was true ; and she generally found, upon re-
consideration, that there was hardly any thing which might not,
according to her tactics, be improved by a lestle dressing up.
So, in reply to this affectionate remonstrance from her hus-
band, Mrs. Barnaby answered with a sob, —

“ No, my dear Barnaby!. ... I have no reason to doubt
but thnt Providence will spare my sole remaining parent for
some short time longer, if only to prove to him that his happy
daughter has the will as well as the means to supply to him the
exemplary wife he has lost! But, alas! dear Barnaby, who in
this world can we expect to find perfect? My poor dear
mother, in her great anxiety to spare his age and weakness the
suffering such intelligence must occasion, most unwisely con-
cealed from him and from me the failure of the merchant in
whose hands he had deposited the sum for which he sold his
patrimonial estate. . . . His object in selling it was to increase
his income, principally indeed for my poor mother’s sake, and
now the entire sum is lost to us for ever!"”

“ God bless me! . . . This is a sad stroke indeed, my dear !
‘What is the name of this merchant ? . ... I hope, at least, that
we may get some dividend out of him.”

1 really do not know his name, but I know that it is a
New York merchant, and so 1 fear there is httle or no chance
of our ever recovmng a penny.”

“ Why, really, in that case, I will not flatter you with
much hope on the subject. And what has the poor old gentle-
man got to live upon, my dear Martha?”

“ Nothing, Barnaby !. .. absolutely nothing: and unless
your tender affection should induce you to permit his spending
she little remnant of his days under our roof, I fear a prison
will soon inclose him.”

A violent burst of weeping appeared to follow this avowal
and Mr. Barnaby, who was really a very kind-hearted mnn,'
hastened to console her by declaring that he was heartily glad
he had a home to offer him. . .. ¢“ 8o dry up your tears, my
dear girl, and let me see you look gay and happy again,” said
he; “and depend upon it, we shall be able to make pupu wexy
comfortable here,”
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The- disagreeable business was over, and tlierefore: Mrs.
Barnaby:did look- gay and happy again. Moreover, she gave
her husband a kiss, and' said in a very' consclatory aecemt;
¢ The poor old man need not be in our way: much; my dear
Bernaby; . ... I have been: thinking: that the litde- reem
behind: the lsandry may’ be made' very: comfortable: for - hine
without:any<expense:st-all;;- I shall only just bave o, . .

“ No, no, Marthay** interrupted ‘the: worthy:Ghlen, ¢ there
is: no* meed of-packing-the peor gentleman into thay dismal
lietle placs. . . . Liet bimr have: the room:over te dining=room 3
the:south 19~ always the best aspect for the-old; andy besidesy
there-is a-closst: that will serve to keep his: pipes: and ‘ttbaces-
and'His phiale and his pill-boxes, out of sight:"”

<« Yom: are- most'-ex-oess+ively kindy mry dear Barnaby;” rew
plied hisdady ; “but did not you. tell:me: that yeu: meantito
offtr theThompsons & bed when-the batchelors’ ball'is:givem®
e+« « Atrd'T anrsure you wouldi not like-to'put them any whiere
bt in the:scuth room.”"

eI did” say so, my dear; and'I am sure I'memnt it at: tha
time ; but a: bed for the ballinight is of 'so: little.consequenee
to them, and a warm- comfortalile: rosm for'yeun father iz s
impertant, that, do-yom know, it wovdd: seem' to me-quite-silly.
to-bring~the:twointo comperison:”

“ Well!....]Tam sure I'can’t thank you emough,. amicl¥
will’ go- the filwt' thing- to-merrow: to:tell my father-of 'your.
ldndhesss™

¢ I must pass by his house tosnight, my dear, in' my way-
to the Kellys’, and T will' just step-im and tell: him low we
have settied it."”

It was impossible evem: for Mts: Bixrmaby to find ‘st the-
moment any plansilile-reason furobjecting-totHis goodinztured
proposal; bat, in- truthj it was fir-fromr agreeable:to Mer: Hen
poeor father was quite -ignorant’ of "the elegant turn: she had”
given to‘'the disagreeable fact of his having spent-his lastshil-
ling; and she wasby'no means«desirous-that hier-kind:lrearted
hnsbiand shoulil enter upon any discussionrof his:*“migfortunes’™
with: him: Bht'a mement’s- refitetion suffited’ to bring hér-
readywit'into- play again; and thew she-said; in: addition: to>
the-applause-she-had 'alteady uttered; — By the:by; oy deer-

Birmaly; I anr mot quite-sare- that T can let- your enjey thib:
pleasure without my sharing it with you 1 know:iy willrslies
@y dear father so very happy 1”
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¢ Well, then, Martha; put.on your bennet and cloak, and
come- along ;.. . ... it . will be :better you.should go- too, om:I
might hnger with him.toe long to: explein.imatters, and I.reslly
have no tune to. lon.”

» »- » -

The. lundneu thus manifested: by:the:worthy Barnaby was-
not evanescent ; it led him to see that. the:money prodnoed ‘by
the sale-of the little remnant of. poor Mr. Compton-a property,.
was immediately. disposed of in the. payment.of such trifling
debts as, despite -his long waning:credit, he had been: able. to
contract ; and for-the two years and. eight months: that.her
continued: struggling with- advancing age and: increasing- dis-:
ease, his attention to him was unremitting. .

During the whole of that time Miss Betsy Compton never
saw him. All hope, and indeed all urgent want of assistance:
from her well-guarded purse having ended, Mrs. Barnaby's
anger and hatred towards the spinster, flourished unchecked
by any motives of interest; and Miss Betsy was not a person
to present herself uninvited at the house of a rich apothecary,
who had the privilege of calling her aunt. She had indeed:
from time to time taken care to informx herseif: of the condition.
of her brother, and finding: that- he- wanted. for nothing, but:
was, on the contrany, very carefully nursed.and attended, she:
settled. the- matter very- essily: with her:conscience; and withs
the exceptien of the: pensiamn,. and: other: little: expenses: of
Agnes, hen income, yearly inoressing; contimued: to roll-up:for-
no.other purpose; as.it shonld: seerw, than. merely:to afford: her-
the satisfaction of knawing: that.she was: abeut: tew tinmres as
rich:as any-body (excepting; perhaps, farmur Wright,) believed
her to-be¢

When, however, the last hours of the old man were ap-
proaching, he:tald. Mr. Barnaby that he should like-to-see Both
his sister and his grandchild ; and: ten: minutes had not passed
after he said so, before: an express: wes' galloping: towards.
Compton: Basett: with- & civil gentleman.like letter from- the-
apothecary. to Miss Betsy, informing-her- of the. condition of
her. brother, and expressing tlie hospitable wish that she and
the: little Agnes would- be pleased: to make his house their home
as long as the poor gentleman remained: alive:

Miss. Betsy. had some strong prejudioces, bat she had wxong,
discernment t0o ;-and few old maids whore perwon) knowiedgs:
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of the world had been as contracted as hers, would have so
instantly comprehended the good sense and the good feeling of
the author of this short note as she did. Her answer was
brief, but not so brief as to prevent the friendly feeling with
which she wrote it from being perceptible ; and, ere they met

this stranger aunt and nephew were exceedingly well disposed
to be civil to each other.

Miss Betsy's arrangements were soon made. She wrote to
the person to whose care she had intrusted Agnes, desiring her
immediately to send her under proper protection to Silverton ;
and having done this, she set off in farmer Wright’s chaise-
cart to pay her first visit to her married niece, and her last to
her dying brother.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE ELEGANCE OF MRS. BARNABY DISPLAYED. — ITS EFFECT ON HER
AUNT BETSY. ——INTERVIEW BETWEEN THE BROTHER AND SISTER.

Acngs WirLrouerBY had never been in Silverton from the day
that her aunt Betsy first took her from her grandfather’s
house. Had Mrs. Compton lived, she would probably have
battled for the performance of Miss Betsy’s promise, that the
little girl should sometimes vieit them ; but though it is pro-
bable Mrs. Barnaby might occasionally have thought of her
niece with some degree of interest and curiosity, the feeling -
was not strong enough to induce her to open a correspondence
with Miss Betsy; still it was certainly not without some-
thing like pleasure that she found she was again to see

Miss Betsy arrived late in the evening of the day on which
the summons reached her ; and, being shown into Mrs. Bar-
naby's smart drawing-room, was received with much state-
liness by that lady, who derived considerable consolation, un-
der the disagreeable necessity of welcoming a person she de-
tested, from the apportunity it afforded her of displaying the
enormous increase of wealth and importance that had fallen
upon her since they last met.

Foor Miss Betsy really felt sad at the thoughts of the

errand upon which she was come ; nevertheless she could not,

L
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without some difficulty, suppress her inclination to smile at the
full-blown dignity of Mrs. Barnaby. Fond as this lady was of
parading her grandeur on all occasions, she had never, even
among the dear friends whom she most especially desired to
inapire with envy, felt so strong an inclination to show off her
magnificence as on the present. The covers were removed
from the chairs and sofas; the eclipse produced by the dim
grey drugget, when stretched across the radiance of the many-
coloured carpet, was over; five golden.leaved annuals, the
glory of her library, were spread at well-graduated distances
upon her round table; her work-box, bright in its rose-
coloured lining, her smart embossed letter-case, her chimney
ornaments, her picture frames, her foot-stools, all were un-
covered, all were studiously shown forth to meet the careless
eye of Miss Betsy ; while the proud owner of all these very
fine things, notwithstanding the gloomy state of her mansion,
was herself a walking museum of lace and trinkets. . . . Nor
were her manners less superb than her habiliments.

“1 am sorry, Miss Compton,” she said .... “ I may
call you Miss Compton now, as my marriage put an end to
the possibility of any confusion. ... I am sorry that your
first introduction to my humble abode should have been made
under circumstances s0 melancholy. Dismal as of necessity
every thing must look now, I can assure you that this unpre-
tending little room is the scene of much domestic comfort.”

This was unblushingly said, though the cold, stiff-looking
apartment was never entered but upon solemn occasions, when
the whole house was turned inside out for the reception of
company. Miss Betsy, or rather Miss Compton, (as, in
compliance with Mrs. Barnaby’s hint, we will in future call
her,) looked round upon the spotless carpet, and upon all the
comfortless precision of the apartment, and replied,—

¢ If this is your common living room, niece Martha, you
are certainly much improved in neatness; and seeing it so
prim, it is quite needless to ask if you have any children.”

This reply was bitter every way; for, first, it spoke plainly
enough the spinster’s disbelief in the domestic elegance of her
niece ; and, secondly, it alluded to her being childless, a sub-
Jject of very considerable mortification to Mrs. Barnaby.

How far this sort of ambush warfare might have prowedsd
it is impossible to say, as it would have been difhicult \n P

E
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together any two people who more cordially disliked -eath
other ; but before Mrs. Barnaby ‘had ‘time to seek for words
bearing as sharp a sting as those she had received, her busband
entered. He waited net for the pompous introduction his
wife was preparing, but walking up to his guest-addressed er
respectfully but mournfully, saying he feared it -was neeessary
to press an early interview with her brother, -if she wished
that he should be sensible of her kindness in coming:to him.
.Miss Compton immediately rose, and uttering a short,
strong phrase expressive ‘of gratitude for -his :kindness'to the
dying man, :said .she was ready to attend him. :She found
her brother quite -sensible, but very weak, and evilendy
approaching his last 'heur.; 'he thadked.her for eoming to
him, .warnly rexpressad -his gratitude to Mr. Barnahy, and
then ‘murmured momething sabout wishing :to -see little Agnes
before he-died.
¢ She will be here tesmerrow, +brether,” -replied Niiss
- Compton, ‘“and in tinee, I! trmst, soreceiveryour 'blessing.”
¢¢ Thank yon, thank -you, mister Betsy ; . ... .'but -tell me,
tell me.before you go, . .. .:haveyou seitl futlrer's poor tlear
fields as.I have dome? That is &ll)I have got o ‘be -very
- sarsy ’for... oo o.] ought .mever :to have -dome “that, 'sister

Mr. Barnaby-had left-the room as-eoon as ke had placed
" Miss Compton in .2 chair:dry the sick man’s bed, and nowe but
. an.old woman who ‘acted :as:his nurse:remsined:in it.
“You may .go, :nume, . if you :please, for :a -little -‘while ;
1 will ‘watch by nry brother,” said.-Miss -Compton. The
woman obeyed, and they were ileft -alone. The-old man fol-
lowed the purse with his eyes as-she 'ntrented -amd ‘when:#he
closed the door:said,—
¢ T am glad we.are :alone .onee more, denr'mner, ‘for you
are 'the only ome.l could open my ‘heart to. .... T -don’t
believe I.have been a very:wigked man,sister ‘Betsy, though
I am afraid I never did ‘machigoed to any ‘body, nor to myeelf
neither ; but the one thing ‘that /lies heavy at my ‘heart, is
having sold away my.poor father's:patrimony. .... I can’t
help thinking, Betsy, ‘that I:see.him every'now and then -at
the bottam-of :my bed, with his :old hat, .and his spud, -and
dols brown gaiters ....snd .... 1 never told any bedys
* = o« but he seems :alwapsijust ‘going 10 reveut the leat “worda
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‘he ever:'said to ‘me, which were spoken just like as I am now
-gpeaking *to you, Betsy, with his last breath; .... and he
said, ©Josiah, my son, T could net die with :a safc ‘conscience
if 1 left mvy “poor wenkly Betsy without sufficient to keep her
in the same quiet comfort 'as she has been used to. But
it would grieve me; Josiah® . . . .'Oh" how plein I hear his
voice at this minute ! — ¢it would grieve me, Josiah,” he said,-
¢ if 1 theugirt 'the acres would be.parted for -ever . ... they
have been sbove four hundred 'years belonging to us frem
father to son ; and omee Compton B.sett was a name that
stood for » thowsand -acres instead ‘of ‘three hundred;’ ....
and then . ... don't be angry, sister Betsy,” said the sick
man, pressing her dand which ‘he theld, “but he maid, ‘I
dorn’t think Betsy «very likély to ‘marry; and if :she -don’t,
Josiah, why, then, all that ‘is Jeft-of Compton Basett will be
Joined togefher again for 'your descendanss,’ . ... and yet,
after this T-sold my pertion, Betsy, .... and 1 do fear his
poor spirit is troubled for it— 1 do indeed . . . . and it is that
which hangs so heavy wpon my 'mind.”

“ An#l if that be »ll,-Josizhy you mmay dose your eyes, and
go to joim our dear Father in pewce. He struggled with awd
conquered his stromgest Feeling, his just and henourable pride,
for my sake ; and for his, a8 weéll as for the same feeling,
which is very strong within my own breast also, I have lived
poorly, though not hardly, Josiah, and have added penny to
penny till I was able to make Compton Basett as respectable
a patrimony as he left it. Tt was mot farmer Wright who
bought the land, brother —it was 1.”

The old man’s emotion at hesving this was stronger than
any ke had shown for manv years. He raiged hissister’s hand
to his lips, and kissed it fervently. ¢ Bless you, Betsy!....
bless you, my own dear sister !’ . . .. he said in a voice that
trembled as much from feeling as from weakness, and for
several minutes afterwards he lay perfectly silently and mo-
tionless.

Miss Compton watched him with an amxious eye, and not
without a flutter at her heart lest she should suddenly find this
stillness to be that of death. But it was not so ; on the con-
trary, his voice appeared considerably stronger than it bad
done since their interview began, when hie aggin speve, wd

—

2
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“ I see him now, sister Betsy, as plainly as I see the two
posts at the bottom of my bed, and he stands exactly in the
middle between them ; he has got no hat on, but his smooth
white hair is round his face just as it used to be, and he looks
so smiling and so happy. . . . Do not think I am frightened at
seeing him, Betsy ; quite the contrary. ... I feel so peaceful
«+. 80 very peaceful....”

“ Then try to sleep, dear brother!” said Miss Compton,
who felt that his pulse fluttered, and, aware that his senses
were wandering, feared that the energy with which he spoke
might hasten the last hour, and so rob his grandchild of his
blessing.

¢ 1 will sleep,” he replied, more composedly, « as soon as
you have told me one thing. Who will have the Compton
Basett estate, Betsy, when you are dead ?”

¢ Agnes Willoughby,” replied the spinster, solemnly.

¢ That is right. . . . Now go away, Betsy, . . . . it is quite
right . . . . go away now, and let me sleep.”

She watched him for a moment, and seeing hie eyes close,
and hearing a gentle, regular breathing, that convinced her he
was indeed asleep, she crept noiselessly from his bed-side ; then
having summoned the nurse, and re-established her beside the
fire, retired to the solitude of her own room.

CHAPTER VIIIL

SOLITARY MEDITATION AND IMPORTANT RESOLUTIONS, == AGNES WIL-
LOUGHBY ARRIVES AT SILVERTON. —HER GRANDFATHER GIVES HER
HIS BLESSING, AND DIES, — MIS§ COMPTON MAKES A SUDDEN RETREAT.

Wauen Miss Compton reached her room, she found a tiny
morsel of fire just lighted in a tiny grate ; and as the season
was November, the hour nine p. u., and the candlz she carried
in her hand not of the brightest description, the scene was alto-
gether gloomy enough. But not even to save herself from some-
thing greatly worse, would she at that moment have exchanged
its solitude for the society of Mrs. Barnaby, although she had
been sure of finding her in the best-lighted room, and seated
beside the brightest fire that ever blazed. So, wrapping around
4er the stout camlet closk, by the aid of which she had braved
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the severity of many years’ wintry walks to church, she sat
down in the front of the little fire, and gave herself up to the
reflections that crowded upon her mind.

Elizabeth Compton did not believe in the doctrine of ghosts ;
her mind was of a strong and healthy fibre, which was rarely
sufficiently wrought upon by passing events to lose its power
of clear perception and unimpassioned judgment; but the
scene she had just passed through had considerably shaken her
philosophy. Five-and-thirty years had passed since Josiah and
Elizabeth shared the paternal roof together. They were then
very tender friends, for he was affectionate and sweet-tempered ;
and she, though nearly seventeen, was as young in appear-
ance, and as much in need of his thoughtful care of her, as if
she had been many years younger. But this union was totally -
and for ever destroyed when Josiah married ; from the first
hour they met, the two sisters-in-law conceived an aversion for
each other, which every succeeding interview appeared to
strengthen ; and this so effectually separated the brother from
the sister, that they had never met again with that peculiar
species of sympathy which can only be felt by children of the
same parents, till now, that the sister came expressly to see the
brother die.

This reuniori had softened and had opened both their hearts :
Josiah confessed to his dear sister Betsy, that his conscience
reproached him for having made away with his patrimony —
a fact which he had never hinted to any other human being ;
and she owned to him that she was secretly possessed of landed
property worth above six hundred a year, and also— which
was a confidence, if possible, more sacred still —that Agnes
Willoughby would inherit it.

It would be hardly doing justice to the good sense of Miss
Betsy to state that this rational and proper destination of her
property had never been finally decided upon by her till the
moment she answered her brother’s question on the subject ;
and still less correctly true would it be to say, that the dying
man's delirious fancy respecting the presence of their father
was the reason that she answered that appeal in the manner
she did ; yet still there might be some slight mixture of truth
in both. Miss Compton was constantly in the habit of telling
herself that she had 7ot decided to whom she would \eexe et

property; but it is no less true, that the only person fhe eve
B3
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thought of as within the possibility of becoming her-heir; was.
Agnes. It is ertain, also, as.I have stated above, that Miss.
Compton did nst believe that departed spirits ever revisited- the-
earth:; nevertheless, the dying declaration of Josiak; that he
saw the figure- of his:fither; did produce a spasm at her heart,

which. found great relief by lier pronouncing the words, < Agnes
Willoughhy.”

And now thiat slie was: quietly alone, and perfectly restoved:
to her sober senses, she began to reconsider all that she had:
spoken, and-to pass judgment upon:herself for the having yisldad
in some degree to the weakness. of & wisionary imagination. .

The result, however, of this self-examination was.not ex-
actly. what she herself expected. At.first, she was disposed  to
exclaim mentally, < I have been foolish—1I have been weal.
... But as she gezed abstractedly ow her- little fire, andk
thought—thought—theught of all the: chain of events (each.
0 little in itself, yet all so linked together as to prodace am
impertant- whole;): by which she, the sickly,. crooked,. little:
Betsy Gompton, had' become the: proprietor: of the long-pre-
served: patrimony of her-ancestors, ... . and siso; when she: res
membered the infinite chances which had existed against-either
of her portionless, uneducated nieces forming such a masriage
as: might' produce a:child of gentle blood to be her sncssssox,—
when she thought. of all this, and that, netwithstandingy the
licutenant's. poverty, the name of Willanghby could disgrace
none to whicls it might be joined, she could not tmt feel that:
all things;liad: been managexl: for her better than she: could: have
mansged them for herself.

 And-ify” thought she, “ I was influenced, by hesring my:
poor father so accurately described, ta bind myself at omea by
a promise to make little Agnes:my heir; how: do. I know Hut
that Providenee intended it should: be sa.?”

“Is my freedom of action then gone for ever?” she:
continued, carrying on her mental. soliloguy. The ideax was:
painful to her, and her head sunk upon her bresst:as- she
brooded upon it.

¢ Not so!” she muttered to herself, after some minntes”
cogitation. ‘I am not pledged to this, nor-shall it be se..
If, indeed, some emanation from my father's mind has made

#tself felt by his children this night, it ought. not to make a
mid slave of me, but.rather rouse my courage and my wwengfh
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to do semetliiing-mere than mvere justive:tavthe race that.scems
so strangely intyusted: to:noyr care.  And so I.willl-..... if
the-girl be ssch:a-one-as may repay the trouble; . . . . ifi not,
I.will. show thiat:I hawe:still.ssme: freedom:left.”*

x » - - - -

Miss- Gomptor: hadimrever seen AgnesiWilloughby from- the
time:she' first.toek: her: from.Silvemton:. Deeply shocked at the -
profound ignoranoce: in which she foomd the poor little girl
when she- visited: Compton: Basett, shei-had: set herself very
eamestly toidiscover wliere she  could: immediately  place - her,
with- the best chance: of+ her reeovering the time she had #o -
negligently been: permitted.to. lose; and by good luck heard of
a clergynrenis family: in. which. young ladies  were received for
a stipend of fifty pounds a year, and treated more-like the -
childeen of: affectionate:parents:thian the - pupils: of- mercenary
teachers.. The good spinsterr lieard: all: this, and. was: well
Plensad: by- therdeseription:; yet would sie nottruss to it; but
bresking. througli- all her habits; she: put: herself: into a post-
chaise:ard: drove to the rectoryiof Esopton;.a. distance: of at
lesat twenty: miles from the town: ofi: Silverton, Here she-
found:every thing she wished to:find:; a small; regular-estas
blishment, a: lady-like: and. very- intelligent: woman, with. an
accomplished young person.. (her: only child), fully capableiof
umdertaking the:education' of* a. gentleman’s. daughter ; while-
the venerable. father of the family amd of: the parish, by:his
gentle manners: and exemplany character;. ensured exactly: the-
sert of respeetability in the home she.seught for the litte
Agnes, which she considercd as its most essential feature.

The preliminaries: were speedily:arranged; and as soon as &
neat and sufficient. wardrobe- was- ready for her- use; her finat
separation’ from. her: improvident gramdmotheritook place in the
manner thas.hias been related.

When Misa Gompton left the: little: girl-in. the  charge of
Mrs. Wilmot, she had certainly no ides: of her remaining
there above three:years-without' visiting.or being seen .by any
of her family ; but Mrs. Wilmet, in her:subsequent letters, so
strongly urged the advantage of. not disturbing studies so late
begun, and now: proceeding so satisfactorily, that our reason-
able aunt Betsy willingly submitted to her remaining quietly
where she was ; an arrangement rendered. the more dssixedn

B4
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by the death of her grandmother, and the breaking up of the
establishment which had been her only home.

The seeing her again after this long absence was now ax
event of very momentous importance to Miss Compton.
Should she in any way resemble either her grandmother or
her aunt Barnaby, the little spinster felt that the promise so
solemnly given would become a sore pain and grief to her, for
rather a thousand times would she have bequeathed her care-
fully collected wealth to the county hospital, than have be-
stowed it to swell the vulgar ostentation of a Mrs. Barnaby.
The power of choice, however, she felt was no longer left
her. She had pledged her word, and that under circumstances
of no common solemnity, that Agnes Willoughby should be
her heir.

The poor little lady,.as these anxious ruminations harassed
her mind, became positively faint and sick as the idea occurred
to her, that the eyes of little Agnes had formerly sparkled
with somewhat of the brightness she thought so very hateful
in her well-rouged aunt; and at length, having sat till her
candle was nearly burnt out, and her fire too, she arose
in order to return to the fine drawing-room, and bid her
entertainers good night; but she stood with clasped hands
for one moment upon the hearth-stone before she quitted it,
and muttered half aloud, . . .. “ I have said that Agnes Wil-
loughby shall be my beir, . ... and so she shall;.... she
shall (be she a gorgon or a second Martha) inherit the Compton
Basett acres, restored, improved, and worth at least one fourth
more than when my poor father . . . . Heaven give his spirit
rest!. ... divided them between his children. But for my
snug twelve thousand pounds sterling vested in the three per
cents, and my little mortgage of eighteen hundred more for
which I so regularly get my five per cent., that at least is
my own, and that shall never, never go to enrich any one who
inherits the red cheeks and bright black eyes of Miss Martha
Wisett . ... No!.... notif I am driven to choose an heir
for it from the Foundling Hospital ! ”

Somewhat comforted in spirit by this magnanimous resolve,
Miss Compton found her way to the drawing-room, and
would have been fully confirmed in the wisdom of it, had
«ay doubt remained, by the style and tone of Mrs, Barnaby,
b she found sitting there in solitary state, her wasband
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being professionally engaged in the town, and her own
anxiety for her dying father quite satisfied by being told that
he was asleep.

“ And where have you been hiding yourself, aunt Betsy,
since you left papa ?” said the full-dressed lady, warmed into
good humour by the consciousness of her own elegance, and
the delightful contrast between a married woman, sitting in
her own handsome drawing-room (looking as she had just
ascertained that she herself did look by a long solitary study
of her image in the glass), and a poor crooked little oid maid
like her visiter. ‘I have been expecting to see you for this
hour past. I hope Barnaby will be in soon, and then we will
g0 to supper. Barnaby always eats a hot supper, and so I eat
it with him for company,. . .. and I hope you feel disposed
to join us after your cold drive.”

‘¢ I.never eat any supper at all, Mrs. Barnaby.”

““No, really?....I thought farm-house people always
did, though not exactly such a supper as Barnaby’s, perhaps
for he always will have something nice and delicate ; and so,
as it pleases him, I have taken to the same sort of thing
myself . . . . veal cutlets and mashed potatoes, . . . . or half a
chicken grilled perhaps, with now and then a glass of rasp-
berry cream, or a mince pie, as the season may be, all which I
take to be very light and wholesome; and indeed Barnaby
thinks 50 t0o, or else I am sure he would not let me touch it.
<« .+ You can’t think, aunt Betsy, what a fuss he makes about
me. . . . To be sure, he is a perfect model of a husband.”

“ God grant she may be the colour of a tallow-candle, and
her eyes as pale and lustreless as those of a dead whiting!”
mentally ejaculated the whimsical spinster; but in reply to
her niece she said nothing. After sitting, however, for about
ten minutes in the most profound silence, she rose and
said, —

« I should like to have a bed-candle, if you please, ma’am.
I need not wait to see the doctor. If he thinks there is any
alteration in my brother, he will be kind enough to let me
know.”

The lady of the mansion condescendingly rang the bell,
which her livery-boy answered with promptness, for he was
exceedingly well drilled, Mrs. Barnaby having e Qs o ds
¢han to keep him and her two maids in proper oxdsrj.ces
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the desired candle was brought, and Miss Compton having
satisfled herself that her brother still slept, retired to rest;

The following day was an important one to herraee ; . . ..
the last male of the Compton Basett' family expired, and the
voung girl to whom its small but ancient' patrimonmy waa'to
descend, appeared for the first tinve:before Miss Comrptonvin
the-character of her heiress.

It was about mid-day when the pestchaise which: con-
veyed Agnes arrived at Mr. Barnaby's'door. Hud the persen
expected been a judge in whose: hands. the: life and death of
the spinster freeholder was placed, her heart counld hardly
have beat with more anxiety to catch'a sight of his cowwte-
mance, and to read her fate in it, than. it now did:to .diseoves
whether her aspect were that of a vulgar beauty or'a gentle-
‘woman.

Miss Comptomr wes sitting in the presence of Mrs Barnaby
when the carriage stopped: at-the doory and had been for. some
hours keenly suffering from the- disgustwitich: contimually: in-
creased upon her, at pretty: nearly every word: her companion
uttered. ¢ If she be-like- this- creatuve,” thought:she;. as she
rose from her-seat' with mervous emotion, *if she:be like her
in any way.... I will keep mry: promise when-I"die; bat: I
will never-see her more.”

Nothing but her dread- of encountering' this-hated:resem-
blance prevented-her'ffom goirg down stairs to meet: the- im-
portant little girl ; but, after & moment’s fidgeting; amd’ taking:
a step or-two towards the door, she.- came back: and .reseated
herself: The suspense did not last-long ; the:dour was epened,
and ““ Mass: Willerby” announnoed.

A short; round, little creature; who, thougir nesaly féurtees,
did- not look more: than' twelve, with checks-as redr:as roses,
and large dark-grey:eyesy a:great deal brighter thun ever her
aunt’s or granumother’s had been, entered, and timidly stepped
short in her approaeh to-her-two aunts, as if’ purposely) to be
léoked: at and' examined.

She was-looked at and examimed, and judgment was:passed
upon her by both ; differing very widely, however, as' was
natural encugh, but in which (a circumstance much less na-
tural, considering. the qualifications for judging- possessed. by
zhe two ladjes, ) the younger showed considerably more discorn-

sment than the-elder. Mrs, Barnaby. thought:her — and she
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was right — exceedingly like what she remembered her very.
pretty mother at the same age,. just as round and rosy, but
with a strong mixture of the. Willonghby countenance, whicle
was very decidedly ¢ Patrician” both in- contour and ex-
preuiom‘

But poor- Miss: Compton' saw' nothing of: all this ... . . she
saw only that she was.short; fat, fresh-celoured; and bright—
eyed! . ... This dreaded spectacle:was a death.blow:toall her
hopes, the hated confirmation of-all: her- fears.. It was in. vain-
that:when the poor child spoke; her-voice proved as sweet. as-
a voice:could be;,—in vain that-her-natural curls fell round:
her neck, as soon as:her bonnet- waa taken off, inrich chestarut
clusters—in vain that the emile: with which she answered
Mrs. Bamnaby's: question, ‘ De: you- remember: me, Agnes?'”
displayed teeth asiwhite and as regunlar as.a row of pearls, —
all these things: were but so. many items ageinst her in. the
opinion of Miss Gomptan ; for did.they notaltogether.constitute:
a brillian¢ specimen .of valgar beanty 7 Had Agnes been tall,
pale, and slight made, with. precisely the same features, her
aunt. Betsy wonld. have willingly: devoted the  whale of her
remaining- life to. her, would: have ungrudgingly. expended
every farching: of her income for her comfort and.advantage,
and would only have abstained from expending the prineipak
tos, because she might leave it:to.her untouched as-her death.
But.row, now that.she saw: her;.as she fancied, so. very nearly
approaching in- appearance to.every- thing.she most disliked, all
the long-indulged:habits of frugality that had enabled. her (as
she at this moment delighted to remember). to accumulate a
fortune over which she still had . entire:oonstrol, seemed. to rise
before her, and press round her: very heart, 3s:the-only means.
loft of atoning:to herself. for.the . promise-she had.been led to
make..

“ L will see the eyes of my:fathers son. closed,” thought
she, ““and then I will leave the beauties-to manage together as
well as they can till mine are closed to, ....and by that
time, perhaps, the rents. of the:lands that I must no longer
consider as my own, and my interest and my-mortgages, may
have grown into something rich enough to make them and
theirs wish that they had other claims upon ElizabethCompton
besides being her nearest of kin.”

These thoughts passed rapidly, but theix: inpression wax
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deep and lasting. Miss Compton sat in very stern and me-
lancholy silence, such as perhaps did not ill befit the occasion
that had brought them all together ; but Mrs. Barnaby, whose
habitual propensity to make herself comfortable, prevented her
from sacrificing either her curiosity or her love of talking to
ceremony, ceased not to question Agnes as to the people she
bad been with, the manner in which she had lived, and the
amount of what she bad learned.

On the first subject she received nothing in return but un-
bounded, unqualified expressions of praise and affection, such
as might either be taken for the unmeaning hyperbole of a
silly speaker, or the warm outpouring of well-deserved affection
and gratitude ; so Miss Compton classed all that Agnes said
respecting the family of theWilmots under the former head : her
record of theirmanner of living produced exactly the same result;
and on the important chapter of her improvements, the genuine
modesty of the little girl did her great disservice; for when,
in answer to Mrs. Barnaby’s questions . ... Do you under-
stand French? .... Can you dance? ....Can you play ?
«+..Can you draw ? ” she invariably answered, * A little,”
Miss Compton failed not to make a mental note upon it,
which, if spoken, would have been, “ Little enough, 1 dare
say.”

This examination had lasted about half an hour, when
Mr. Barnaby entered, and addressing them all, said, *Poor
Mr. Compton has woke up, and appears quite collected, but
from his pulse, I do not think he can last long.... Is this
Miss Willoughby, Martha? . ... 1 am sorry that your first
visit, my dear, should be so sad a one;....but you had
better all come now, and take leave of him.”

The three ladies rose immediately, and, without speaking,
followed Mr, Barnaby to the bed-side of the dying man. He
was evidently sinking fast, but knew them all, and expressed
pleasure at the sight of Agnes. ¢ Dear child!” he said, look~
ing earnestly at her, “ 1 am glad she is come to take my
blessing. . . . God bless you, Agnes! . ... Sheis very like.. .
God bless you, Agnes!.... God bless you all !”

Mr. Barnaby took his wife by the arm and led her away ;
she took her weeping niece with her, but Miss Compton shook

4er head when invited by Mr. Barnaby to follow them, aud in
® very few minutes completed the duty to perform which she
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had left her solitude, for with her own hands she closed her
brother's eyes, and then stole to her room, from which she
speedily despatched an order for a postchaise to come imme-
diately to the door.

The conduct and manners of Mr. Barnaby had pleased the
difficult little lady greatly, and she would willingly have
shaken hands with him before leaving his house; but to do
this she must have re-entered the drawing-room, and again
seen Mrs. Barnaby and Agnes, a penance which she felt quite
unequal to perform ; so, leaving a civil message for him with
the maid, she went down stairs with as little noise as possible
as soon as the chaise was announced, and immediately drove
off to Compton Basett.

CHAPTER IX.

MR. BARNABY PAYS A VISIT TO COMPTON BASETT, AND RECEIVES FROM
X 2
THE HEIRESS A FORMAL CONGE. — AGNES I8 SENT BACK TO SCHOOL,
AND REMAINS THERE TILL CALLED HOME BY THE NEWS OF HIS
DEATH,

Soue surprise and great indignation were expressed by Mrs,
Barnaby on hearing that Miss Compton had departed without
the civility of taking leave.. 8he resented greatly the rudeness
to herself, but, as she justly said, the meaning of it was much
more important to Agnes than to her.

¢ What is to become of her, Mr. Barnaby, I should like to
know?” . ... said the angry lady. < Agnes says that Mrs.
‘Wilmot expects her back directly, and who is to pay the ex-
pense of sending her, I wonder?”

Mr. Barnaby assured her in reply that there would be no
difficulty about that, adding, that they should doubtless hear
from Miss Compton as soon as she had recovered the painfal
effect of the scenes at which she had so lately been present.

Days passed away, however, the funeral was over, and every
thing in the family of Mr. Barnaby restored to its usual rou-
tine, yet still they heard nothing of Miss Compton.

< 1 see clearly how it is,” said the shrewd 1ady of Yo wan-
sion. ‘““Aunt Betsy means to throw the whole urden of et
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-dear little Agnes upon us, . . . . and what in the world .are we
to do with her, Barnaby ?”

<« I cannot think she bas any such:intention, Martha. .After
the excellent education she has been giving her for .the last
three or four years,.it is hardly likely that she weuld suddenly
give her up, when it.is impossible but she must have been de-
lighted with her. But, at any rate, make yourself essy, my
«dear Martha ; if she abandons her, we will nat ; we have no
<children of our own, and I .think the best thing - we can do.is
to ‘adopt this dear girl. . . . She is really the .sweetest little
«creature I-ever.saw in my life. I .can assure you, that when
‘er :education is -finished, I, for one, .should be delighted to
have her live with us. . . . What say you.to it, Martha?*

¢ I am sure you are goodness itself, my dear Barnaby ; and
df the crabbed, crooked old maid would just promise at once to
leave her the little she may have left after all her ostentatious
«charities, I should make no objection whatever to our adopting
Agnes. She is just like poor Sophy, and it certainly is a plea-
-sure to look at her.”

“'Well, then, don’t fret yourself any more about evmtBetey.
I will call upon her one of these days when 1 happen to “be
going Compton Basett way, and find out, if I can, what she
means to do about sending her back to Mrs. Wilmot. It would
bea pity.not to finish her education,:for it is easy .to see that
she has had great justice done her.”

It was-not, however, itill some word from .Agnes gave-him
to'understand-that she was herself 'very.anxious about going
on with her studies, and.desirous-of letting Mrs. Wilmot know
what was become of her, that he made:or ‘met an .opportunity
<f -conversing with Miss Compton. Hefound her reading.a
novel in her chimney corner, .and dressed in deep, but very
homely mourning. She received him :civilly, nay, .there -was
even something of kindness in her manner when -she ‘reverted
to-the time she had passed in his house, and.thanked him for
the hospitality he had shown her. He .soon perceived, how-
-ever, that the name of Agnes produced no feeling of interest;
bat that, on the contrary, when he mentioned ‘her, the expres-
wion of the old lady’s face changed from very pleasing serenity
to peevish discomfort ; 80 he wisely determined to make what
¥ 'f1ad to say-a matter of .business, and imraediately :entered

€pon 1t-accordingly.
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¢ My principal reason, Miss Compton, for troubling you
with:a visit,” said he,  is.to,learn what .are your wishes and
intentions respecting Miss Willoughby. Is it your purpose to
send: her back a» “Mrs. Wilmot 7

«.I:bave .diready been at a.great and very inconvenient - ex~
pense,. Mr. Barnaby, ifor. the edueation ;of .Agnes Willoughby ;
but as I have .no .intention: whatever :of :striitening my poor
little inoeme. any farther by incarring cest :on :her:account, I
am glad that what I Aave donme:has been of the mature most
dikelyto make her independent:of 'me and of * youtoo, Mr. Bar-
nshby, inifotere. ‘Wehen.J firstplaced Jeer with Mrs. Wilmot 1
agreed #odteep ther :there for five ‘yeass, iscventeen months .of
which are-still:unexpived. o :this engagement.- 1 am willing
to.adhere:; :and:thongh I ~canit sy I :think ther:a wery bright
girl, but rather:peshaps:a. little dnclining towands the :contrary,
yet:ssill Timagime:that whan she: knows she: s ther owmnbroad
toget, she may .be:indused s exgrt-herself:wufficiently during
thre:mext “year :and- fivermomths torenslle-drer.tosike the «place
of governess to very young children, or perhaps thatof teacher
ina second:errthivd:mte wéhesl. ‘Fhed’s my motion:ebout:der,
Mz :Barusby:; ‘anfl wew, :if yeusplease, -1 never -wish itoshear
amy anose arpessthe: subjeet.” .

»Geatly displeased .by:she moanmer in which ‘Missi Compton
apbke of his young favourite, Mr. Barndby rese, and very:dryly
wighdd herigool amorning ; 7adding, ‘however, -shat mo farther
delayishould isake :place in wending Miss "Willoughby back to
resume her studies.

He was:then bowing.off, ihut the litsle lady:stopped thim,
saying, ‘ As I have been -theaxmeans -of semding .the child to
smeh -adistence fsom . her :wearest relation, Iamean :your wife,
sir,:itds but jast that I.should pay such travelling expeuses-2s
are-censequentarpon 'it, “Here, .sir,.is a ten-pound :note that I
have carefully set apart for this purpose ; have the ‘kindness to
dispense it for her us may seem most convenient. And now,
sir, farewell! I wish not again to have my humble retreat
disturbed by any-persons-socmuch above me in all ‘worldly ad-
wvantagesas youn.and your elegunt wife ; :and having performed
what I thought to be my duty by the little Willoughby, .I beg
to have nothing farther-to do with her. I :dave say your lady
will grow exeeedingly fond of her, for it seema4o tae Yook Wy

are xastly alike ; and if that'happens, there wi\ \» -nodaneg
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of the young girl’s wanting any thing that a poor little sickly
and deformed old body like me could do for her. Good morn-
ing, Mr. Barnaby.”

. Mr. Barnaby silently received the ten pouwmds, which he
thought he had no right to refuse; and, having patiently
waited till Miss Compton had concluded her speech, he re-
turned her ¢ good morning,” and took his leave.

The worthy apothecary’s account of his visit produced con-
siderable sensation. Agnes indeed received it in silence, but
the offensive brightness of her eyes was dimmed for 8 moment
or two by a few involuntary tears. Her young heart was dis-
appointed ; for not only had the strong liking conceived by
the Wilmot family for her aunt Betsy led her to believe that
she must unquestionably like her too, but she gratefully re-
membered her former gentle, quiet, kindness to herself; and
(worse still), on being brought back amongst her relatives, she
had, contrary to what is usual in such cases, conceived the
greatest predilection for the only one among them who did not
like her at all.

But it -was not in silence that Mrs. Barnaby received her
husband’s statement of the capricious old lady’s firmly pro.
nounced resolve of never having any thing more to do with
Agnes Willoughby. All the old familiar epithets of abuse
came forth again as fresh and vigorous as if but newly coined ;
and though these were mixed up with language which it was
by no means agreeable to hear, her judicious husband suffered
her to run on without opposition till she was fairly out of
breath, and then closed the conversation by putting a bed-
candle into her hand, and saying,—

¢ Now let us all go to bed, my dear, . . . and I dare say you
will have much pleasure in proving to your peevish relative.
that, as long as you live, Agnes will want no other aunt to take
care of her.”

The good seed sown with these words brought forth fruit
abundantly. Mrs. Barnaby could not do enough in her own
estimation to prove to the whole town of Silverton the contrast
between Miss Compton and herself — the difference between a
bad aunt and a good one.

Fortunately for the well-being of Agnes at this important

period of her existence, she had inspired a strong feeling of

#fectionate interest in a more rational being than Mre. Ber-
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naby ; her well-judging husband thought they should do better
service to the young girl by sending her back to Mrs.Wilmot
with as little delay as possible, than by keeping her with them
for the purpose of proving to all the world that they were the
fondest and most generous uncle and aunt that ever a depend-
ant niece was blest with, and she was sent back to Empton
accordingly.

In order to do justice to the kindness of Mr. Barnaby’s adop-
tion of the desolate girl, it must be remembered that neither
he nor his wife had any knowledge of the scene which passed
between Miss Compton and her brother before his death, nei-
ther had they the least idea that the old lady possessed any
thing beyond her original moiety of the Compton Basett estate ;
and they both believed her to be so capricious as to render it
very probable (although it was remembered she had once
talked of leaving it to those who had claims on her) that some
of the poor of her parish might eventually become her heirs,
—an idea which the unaccountable dislike she appeared to
have taken to Agnes greatly tended to confirm.

Once during the time that remained for her continuance
with the Wilmots, Agnes paid a fortnight’s visit to the abode
she was now taught to consider as her home: the next time
she entered it (a few weeks only before the period fixed for
the termination of her studies), she was summoned thither by
the very sudden death of her excellent and valuable friend Mr.
Barnaby. This event produced an entire and even violent
change in her prospects and manner of life, as well as in those
of her aunt; and it is from this epoch that the narrative pro-
mised by the title of ¢ The Widow Barnaby” actually com:
mences, the foregoing pages being only a necessary prologue
to the appearance of my heroine in that character.

CHAPTER X.

TRE WIDOW BARNABY ENTERS ACTIVELY ON HER NEW EXISTENCE, —
HER WEALTH, — HER HAPPY PROSPECTS. — MRS. WILMOT VISITS MISS
COMPTON, AND OBTAINS LEAVE TO INTRODUCE AGNES WILLOUGHBY,

Mgus. BArNABY was really very sorry for the death of ‘nex
busband, and wept, with little or no effort, severs) \imes dnxing,
the dismal week that preceded his interment ; buk doe Wea wt

L 4
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2 woman to indulge long in so very unprofitable a weakness;
and accordingly, as soon as the funeral was over, and the will
read, by which he left her sole executrix and sole legatee of all
he possessed, she very rationally began to meditate upon her
position, and upon the best mode of enjoying the many good
things which had fallen to her share.

She certainly felt both proud and happy as she thought of
her independence and her wealth. Of the first she unquestion-
ably had as much as it was possible for woman to possess, for
no human being existed who had any right whatever to control
her. Of the second, her judgment would have been more
correct had she better understood the value of money. Though
it is hardly possible any day should pass without adding some-
thing to the knowledge of all civilised beings on this subject,
it is nevertheless certain that there are two modes of education
which lead the mind in after life into very erroneous estimates
respecting it. The one is being brought up to spend exactly
as much money as you please, and the other having it deeply
impressed on your mind that you are to spend none at all. In
the first case, it is long before the most complete reverse of
fortune can make the ci-devant rich man understand how a
little money can be eked out, so as to perform the office of a
great deal ; and in the last, the change from having no money
to having some will often, if it come suddenly, so puzzle all
foregone conclusions, as to leave the possessor wonderfully
little power to manage it discreetly.

The latter case was pretty nearly that of Mrs. Barnaby :
when she learned that her dear lost husband had left her un-
controlled mistress of property to the amount of three hundred
and seventy-two pounds per annum, besides the house and
furniture, the shop and all it contained, she really felt as if
her power in this life were colossal, and that she might roam
the world either for conquest or amusement, or sustain in Sil-
verton the style of a retired duchess, as might suit her fancy
best.

Never yet had this lady’s temper been so amiably placid,
or so caressingly kind, as during the first month of her widow-
hood. She gave Agnes to understand that she wished to be
considered as her mother, and trusted that they should find in

each other all the happiness and affection which that tender
est of ties was s0 well calculated to produce.
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¢ It will not be my fault, Agnes,” she said, “ if such be not
the case. Thanks be to Heaven, and my dear lost Barnaby, I
have wealth enough to consult both your pleasure and ad-
vantage in my future mode of life; and be assured, my dear,
that however much my own widowed feelings might lead me
to prefer the tranquil consolations of retirement, I shall con-
sider it my duty to live more for you than for myself ; and I
wiil indeed hasten, in spite of my feelings, to lay aside these
sad weeds, that I may be able, with as little delay as possible,
to give you sucb an introduction to the world as my niece has
a right to expect.”

Agnes was at a loss what to reply; she had still all the
frank straight-forwardness of a child who has been educated
by unaffected, sensible people, and yet she knew that she mus-
not on'this occasion say quite what she thought, which would
probably have been, —

¢ Pray, don't fancy that I want you to throw aside your
widow’s weeds for me, aunt. . . . I don’t believe you are one
half as sorry for uncle Barnaby’s death as I am.”... But
fortunately there was no mixture of bétise in her frankness ;
and though it might have been beyond her power to express
any great satisfaction at being thus addressed, she had no diffi-
culty in saying,— “ You are very kind to me, aunt,” for this
was true.

Notwithstanding this youthful frankness of mind, however,
-Agnes had by this time lost in a great measure that very
childish look which distinguished her at the time her appear-
ance so little plcased the fastidious taste of Miss Compton.
She was still indeed in very good health, which was indicated
by a colour as fresh, and almost as delicate too, as that of the
wild rose ; but her rapid growth during the last two years had
quite destroyed the offensive * roundness,” and her tall, well-
made person, gave as hopeful a promise as could be wished for
of womanly grace and beauty. The fair face was already the
very perfection of loveliness ; and had the secretly proud Miss
Compton seen her as she walked in her deep heavy mourning
beside her wide-spreading aunt to church, on the Sunday when
“that lady first restored herself to the public eye, she might
perchance have thought, that not only wes she worthy

.inherit Compton Basett and all its accumulared tTents, \vok wwy
F 2
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other glory and honour that this little earth of ours could
bestow.
* » ® . » L g

A feeling of strong mutual affection between the parties led
both the Wilmot family and Agnes to petition earnestly that
the few weeks which remained of the stipulated (and already
paid for) five years, might be completed ; and Mrs. Barnaby,
though it was really somewhat against her inclination,
consented.

But though she had not desired this renewed absence of her
niece, the notable widow determined to put it to profit, and set
about a final arrangement of all her concerns with an activity
that proved good Mr. Barnaby quite right in not having trou-
bled her with any assistant executor.

She soon contrived to learn who it was who wished to suc-
ceed her ¢ dear Barnaby,” and managed matters so admirably
well as to make the eager young man pay for the house, fur-
niture, shop, &c. &c., about half as much again as they were
worth, cleverly contriving, moreover, to retain possession for
three months.

This important business being settled, she set herself
earnestly and deliberately to consider what, when these three
months should be expired, she should do with her freedom,
her money, herself, and her niece. In deciding upon this
question, she called none to counsel, for she ha sense enough
to avow to herself that she should pay not the slightest atten-
tion to any opinion but her own. In silence and in solitude,
therefore, she pondered upon the future; and, to assist her
speculations, she drew forth from the recesses of an old-
fashioned bureau sundry documents and memoranda relative to
the property bequeathed to her by her husband.

It was evident that her income would now somewhat exceed
four hundred a-year, and this appeared to her amply sufficient
to asgist the schemes already working in her head for future
aggrandizement, but by no means equal to what she felt her
deauty and her talznts gave her a right to hope for.

¢ It is, however, a handsome income,” thought, she, ¢ and
such a one as, with my person, may, and must, if properlv
made use of, lead to all I wish!” . ...

Alrs. Barnaby had once heard it said by a clever mam, thay
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numan wishes might oftener be achieved, did mortals better
know how to set about obtaining them.

¢ First,” said the oracle, “let him be sure to find out what
his wishes really are. This ascertained, let him, in the seccnd
place, employ all his acuteness to discover what is required for
their fulfilment. Thirdly, let him examine himself and his
position, in order to decide how much he, or it, can contribute
towards this. Fourthly, let him subtract the sum of the capa-
bilities he possesses from the total of means required. Fifthly,
let him learn by, with, and in his heart of hearts, what it
is that constitutes the remainder ; and sixthly, and lastly,
let him gird up the loins of his resolution, and start forth
DETERMINED to acquire them. Whoso doeth this, shall sel~
dom fail.”

In the course of her visitingg, military friendships and all
included, Mrs. Barnaby, even in the small arena of Silverton,
had heard several wise things in her day ; but none of them
ever produced such lasting effect as the words I have just
quoted. They touched some chord within her that vibrated,
« . . not indeed with such a thrill as they might have made to
ring along the nerves of a fine creature new to life, and emu-
lous of all things good and great, but with a little sharp twitch,
Jjust at that point of the brain where self-love expands itself
into a mesh of ways and means, instinct with will, to catch all
it can that may be brought home to glut the craving for enjoy-
ment ; and so pregnant did they seem to her of the only wis-
dom that she wished to master, that her memory seized upon
them with extraordinary energy, nor ever after relinquished
its hold.

Little, however, could it profit her at the time she heard it ;
but she kept it, “like an ape in the corner of his jaw, first
mouthed, to be last swallowed.”

It was upon these words that she now pondered. Her two
elbows set on the open bureau, her legs stretched under it, her
lips resting upon the knuckles of her clasped hands, and her
eyes fixed in deep abstraction on the row of pigeon-holes be-
fore her, she entered upon a sort of self-catechism, which ran
thus: —

Q. What is it that I most wish for on earth ?

A, A rich and fashionable husband,

r3
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Q. What is required to obtain this?

A. Beauty, fortune, talents, and a free entrance into good
society.

Q. Do I possess any of these? . ... and which?

A. 1 possess beauty, fortune, and talents.

Q. What remains wanting ?

4. A free entrance into good society.

“True!” she e:\claimcd aloud, it is that I want, lnd it
is that I must procure.”

Notwithstanding her sanguine estimate of herself, the
widow, when she arrived at this point, was fain to confess
that she did not exactly know how this necessary addition to
her ways and mears was to be acquired. Beyond the town
of Silverton, and a thiuly inhabited circuit of a mile or two
round it, the had not a personal acquaintance in the world.
This was a very perplexing consideration for a lady deter-
mined upon finding her way into the first circles, but its effect
was rather to strengthen than relax her energies.

There was, however, one person. and she truly believed
one only in the wide world, who might, at her first setting out
upon her progress, be useful to her. This was a sister of
Mr. Barnaby’s, married to a clothier, whose manufactory was
at Frome, but whose residence was happily at Clifton, near
Bristol. She had never seen this lady, or any of her family,
all intercourse between the brother and sister having of late
years consisted in letters, not very frequent, and the occasional
interchange of presents,—a jar of turtle being now and then
forwarded by mail from Bristol, and dainty quarters of
Exmoor mutton, and tin pots of clouted cream, returned from
Silverton.

Nevertheless Mrs. Peters was her sister-in-law just as much
as if they had lived next door to each other for the last five
years; and she had, of course, a right to all the kindness and
hospitality so near a connection demards.

A clothicr’s wife, to be sure, was not exactly the sort of
person she would have chosen, had choice becn left her; but
it was better than nothing, infinitely better; ..... “and
besides,” as the logical widow’s head went on to reason, ‘‘ she
may introduce me to people above herself. . ... At a publie

place, too, Iike Clifton, it must be so easy! And then every
zew scqpaintarice I make will serve to lead on to anctner,
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+ +++ I am not so shy but I ean tarn all accidents to account;
and I am not such a fool as to stand at one end of a room,
when I ought to be at the other. . . .”

Mrs. Barnaby mever quoted Shakspeare, or she would pro-
bably have added here,—

‘“ Why, then the world’s mine oyster, which I with wit
will open,” for it was with some such thought that her soli-
loquy ended.

Day by day the absence of Agnes wore away, and day after
day saw some business preparatory to departure despatched.
Sometimes the hours were winged by her having to pull about
all the finery in her possession, and dividing it into portions,
some to be abandoned for ever, some to be enveloped with
reverent care in cotton and silver paper for her future use,
and some to be given to the favoured Agnes.

While such cares occupied her hands, her thoughts natu-
rally enough hurried forward to the time when she should
lay aside her weeds.  This was a dress so hatefully unbe-
coming in her estimation, that she firmly believed the
inventor of it must have been actuated by some feeling akin
to that which instituted the horrible Hindoo rite of -which
she had heard, whereby living wives were sacrificed to their
departed husbands.

“Only!” she cried, bursting out into involuntary thanks-
giving, ¢ ours, thank God! is not for ever!”

To appear for the first time in the fashionable world in
this frightful disguise, was quite out of the question; and
consequently she could not make her purposed visit to Clifton
till the time was arrived for throwing them off, and ill .. ..
to use her own words, ““lilacs and greys were possible.” . ...
Yet there were other considerations that had weight with her
too.

“ His sister, however, shall just see me in my widow’s
weeds,” thought she; ¢ it may touch her heart, perhaps, and
must make her feel how very nearly we are related ; . ... but
before any living soul out of the family can come near me, I
will take care to look . ... what I really am . ... Six months!
« «+ . it must, I suppose, be six months first! . ... Dreadful
bore !”

The first half of this probationary term was 10 e yassed
at BSilverton, — that was already wearing fast awy , — 3™

¥ 4
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for the latter part of it she determined to take lodgings in
Exeter.

“ Yes....it shall be Exeter !”’ she exclaimed, and then
added, with a perfect quiver of delight, “ Oh ! what a differ-
ence now from what it was formerly . . . . How well I remem-
ber the time when a journey to Exeter appeared to me the
very gayest thing in the world!. ... and now I should no
more think of staying there than a queen would think of
passing her life in her bedroom !”

The more she meditated on the future, indeed, the more
enamoured did she become of it, till at length, her affairs
being very mnearly all brought to a satisfactory conclusion, a
restless sort of impatience seized upon her; and nearly a
fortnight before the time fixed for the return of Agnes she
wrote a very peremptory letter of recall, but altogether omitted
to point out either the mode of conveyance or the protection
she deemed necessary for her during the journey.

Perhaps Mrs. Wilmot was not sorry for this, as it afforded
her an excuse for remaining herself to the last possible mo-
ment with a pupil who had found the way to create almost a
maternal interest in her heart, and moreover gave her an
opportunity of seeking an interview with the singular but
interesting recluse who five years before had placed in her
hands the endearing, though ignorant little girl, whose educa-
tion had proved a task so unusually pleasing.

The principal reason, however, for Mrs. Wilmot’s wishing
to pay Miss Compton a visit, arose from the description Agnes
had given of her conduct towards her, and of the system of non-
intercourse which it was so evidently the little lady’s intention
to maintain.

Without having uttered a word resembling fault-finding or
complaint, Agnes had somehow or other made the Wilmots
feel that, though aunt Betsy certainly did not like her, she
liked aunt Betsey a great deal better than she did aunt Bar-
naby; and this, added to the favourable impression Miss
Compton had herself left upon their minds, made the good
Mrs. Wilmot exceedingly anxious that she should not remain
ignorant of the treasure she possessed in her young relation.

The delay of a few days before Mrs. Wilmot could take
her pupil home, was inevitable ; and when they arrived Mrs.

Barnaby had bustled her affairs into such a state of forward-
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ness, that, though she received them without any great ap-
pearance of melancholy or ill-humour, she hinted pretty
plainly that Agnes came too late to be of much use to her
in packing.

Mrs. Wilmot made a very sufficient apology for the delay,
and then took leave, saying that she should remain in Silver~
ton that night, and drive out the next morning to pay her
compliments to Miss Compton. The bare mention of the
spinster'’s name at once converted the widow’s civility into
rudeness ; she offered her guest neither refreshment nor ac-
commodation of any kind ; and poor Agnes had the pain of
seeing her dearest friend depart to pass the night at an inn,
when she would have gladly stood by to watch her slumbers
all night, might she have offered her own bed for her use.

On the following morning Mrs. Wilmot paid her purposed
visit to Miss Compton, and found her in dress, occupation,
and mode of life, so precisely what she has been described
before, that not a word need be added on the subject. Greatly
different, however, was the welcome she accorded that lady to
what we have formerly seen her bestow upon her relatives.
She greeted her, indeed, with a smile so cordial, and a tone
of voice so pleasantly expressive of the satisfaction her visit
gave, that it was only when the object of it was brought for-
ward, that Mrs. Wilmot, too, discovered that Miss Compton
could be a very cross little old lady when she chose it.

¢“ I shall quite ng, my dear madam, to hear your opinion
of my pupil,” said Mrs, Wilmot, “for I cannot but flatter
myself that you will be delighted with her.”

“ Then ask me nothing about her, ma’am, if you please,”
replied the recluse.

“ But it is near two years, Miss Compton, since you saw
her, and she is wonderfully improved in that time,” said
Mrs. Wilmot. ... “ Yet I own I shovld have thought that
even then, two years ago, when you did see her, that you
must have found her a very charming girl, full of sweetness
and intelligence, and with a face. . . .”

““ We had better say no more about her, if you please,
Mrs. Wilmot,” tartly interrupted the recluse. . . . < I dare say
you made the best you could of her; and it is no fault of
yours that old Wisett’s great-granddaughter whou w a
Wisett; . ... but I hate the very sight of Yer, 3 L 30, wd



74 THE WIDOW BARNABY.

nave done, and ever shall do, that of all their kin and kind
. <« .80 it i8 no good to talk of it.”

¢ The sight of her !’ reiterated the astonished Mrs. Wil-
mot. “ Why, my dear Miss Compton, she is reckoned by
every one that sees her to be one of the loveliest creatures
that nature ever formed. . . . If her timid, artless manners do
not please you, it is unfortunate ; but that you should not
think her beautiful, is impossible.”

‘1 beg your pardon, ma’am..... I should not care a
straw for the manners of a child, for I know that time and
care might change them, . . . . but it is her person that I can’t
endure ; .. .. there is no disputing about taste, you know. I
should not have thought, indeed, that she was quite the style for
you to admire so violently ;. ... but, of course, that is nothing
tome....I know that the look of her eyes, and the colour
of her cheeks, is exactly what I think the most detestable ;

. . there is no right or wrong in the matter....itis all
fancy, and the sight of her makes me sick. . . . Pray, ma’am,
say no more about her.”

There was but one way in which Mrs. Wilmot could com-
prehend this extraordinary antipathy to what was so little cal-
culated to inspire it, and this was by supposing that Miss
Compton’s personal deformity rendered the sight of beauty
painful to her; an interpretation, indeed, as far as possible
from the truth ; for the little spinster was peculiarly sensible
to beauty of form and expression, wherever she found it ; but
it was the only explanation that suggested itself; and with
mingled feelings of pity and contempt Mrs. Wilmot replied, —
¢ There may be no right or wrong, Miss Compton, in a judg-
ment passed on external appearance only ; for it may, as you
observe, be purely a matter of taste: but surely it must te
otherwise of an aversion conceived against a near relative,
whose amiable disposition, faultless conduct, and brilliant
talents, justly entitle her to the love, esteem, and admiration
of the whole world. . . . This is not merely a matter of taste,
and in this there may be much wrong.”

Miss Compton appeared struck by these words, but after pon-
dering 2 moment upon them replied,— ¢ And how can I tell,
Mrs. Wilmot, but that your judgment of this child’s character

and disposition may be as much distorted by unreasonable par-
4zlity, as your opinion of her vulgar-looking person®™
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A new light here broke in upon the mind of Mrs. Wilmot ;
she remembered the remarkable plumpness of the little Agnes
gefore she made that sudden start in her growth which, in the
course of two important years, had converted a clumsy.looking
child into a tall, slight, elegantly-made girl ; and with greatly
increased earnestness of manner she answered, —

T only ask you to see her once, Miss Compton. . . . I have
no wish whatever that your judgment should be influenced by
mine with respect either to the person or the mind of Agnes
Willoughby ; but I greatly wish that your own opinion of her
should be formed upon what she now is, and not upon what she
has been. I am sure you must feel that this is reasonable. . .
Will you then promise me that you will see her ?

“I will,”. ... replied Miss Compton. ¢ The request is
reasonable, and I promise to comply with it. Yet it can only
be on one condition, Mrs. Wilmot."”

¢ And what is that, Miss Compton ? ”

¢ That I may see her without her horrid aunt Barnaby.”

Mrs. Wilmot smiled involuntarily, but answered gravely,
« Of course, Miss Compton, that must be as you please.. . .
Rather than you should fail to see vy pretty Agnes, I will
remain another day from home on purprse to bring her to you
myself. Will you receive us if we come over to you at this
hour to-morrow mommg 2

“1 will,”.... again replxed the recluse ; « and, whatever
may be the result of the interview, I shall hold myself in-
debted to the kind feelings which have led you to insist
upon it.”

“ Thank you, thank you!” said Mrs. Wilmot, rising to
take her leave. ¢ To-morrow, then, you will see me again,
with my young charge.”

CHAPTER XI.

AN IMPORTANT CORRESPONDENCE, AND AN IMPORTANT INTERVIEW.

ON returning to her solitary quarters at the King’s Head,
Mrs. Wilmot called for pen, ink, and paper, and wrcte e Q-
lowing note to her young pupil
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¢ MY DEAR AGNES,

¢ I am just returned from a visit to Compton Basett, where
I was very kindly received by your aunt. 8he wishes to see
you before you leave the neighbourhood, and I have promised
to take you to her to-morrow morning ; I will therefore call
at eleven o’clock, when I hope I shall find you ready to ac-
company me. With compliments to Mrs. Barnaby, believe
me, dear Agnes,

¢ Affectionately yours,
“ MarY WiLsor.”

To this epistle she speedily received the following answer : —

¢ Mas. BARNABY presents her compliments to Mrs. Wilmot,
and begs to know if there is any reason why she should not
join the party to Compton Basett to-morrow morning? If
not, she requests Mrs. Wilmot's permission to accompany her
in the drive, as the doing so will be a considerable conveni-
ence; Mrs. Barnaby wishing to pay her duty to her aunt
before she leaves the country.”

" Toreturn a negative to this request was disagreeable :
being absolutely necessary, however, it was done without de-
lay ; but it was with burning cheeks and flashing eyes that
Mrs. Barnaby read the following civil refusal : —

¢ Mrs. WiLsor regrets extremely that she is under the ne-
cessity of declining the company of Mrs. Barnaby to-morrow
morning, but Miss Compton expressly desired that Agnes
should be brought to her alone.”

To this Mrs. Barnaby replied, —

¢ As Mrs. Wilmot has been pleased to take upon herself the
office of go-between, she is requested to inform Miss Betsy
Compton, that the aunt who has adopted Agnes Willoughby,
intends to bestow too much personal care upon her, to permit
her paying any visits in which she cannot accompany her.”
» » » » » *

The vexed and discomfited Mrs. Wilmot returned to Comp-
ton Basett with these two notes in her hand instead of the
pretty Agnes, and her mortification was very greatly increased
by perceiving that the disappointment of the old lady fully
egualled her own. This obvious sympathy of feclingled to a
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“more confidential intercourse than had ever before taken place
between the solitary heiress and any other person whatever ;
80 contrary, indeed, was this species of frank communication
to her habits, that it was produced rather by the necessity of
giving vent to her angry feelings, than for the gratification of
confessing any other.

In reply to her first indignant burst of resentment, Mrs.
Wilmot said, —

¢ I lament the consequences of this ill-timed impertinence,
for my poor pupil’s sake, more than it is easy for me to ex-
plain to you, Miss Compton. . . . Do me the justice to believe
that I am not in the habit of interfering in the family con-
cerns of my pupils, and then you will be better able to appre-~
ciate the motives and feelings which still lead me to urge you
not to withdraw your protection and kindness from Agnes
Willoughby.”

“ I do believe that your motives are excellent; and I can
believe, too, that if your pupil deserve half you have said of
her, the protection and kindness even of such a being as myself
might be more beneficial to her than being left at the mercy
of this hateful, vulgar-minded woman. . . . But what would
you have me do, Mrs, Wilmot ? . . . . You would not ask me
to leave my flowers, my bees, my books, and my peaceful
home, to keep watch over Mrs, Barnaby, and see that she does
not succeed in making this poor girl as detestable as herself #
« «« « You would not expect me to do this, would you? ”

¢ No, Miss Compton ; no one, I think, would willingly im-
pose such a task upon you as that of watching Mrs. Barnaby.
But I see no objection to your watching Agnes.”

¢ And how is the one to be done without the other? Itis
quite natural that the child of one of Miss Martha Wisett’s
daughters, should live with the other of them. My relation-
ship to this girl is remote in comparison to hers.”

¢ Miss Compton,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, * I fear that my
acquaintance with you hardly justifies the pertinacity with
which I feel disposed to urge this point; but, indeed, it is- of
vital importance to one that I very dearly love, and one whom
you would dearly love too, would you permit yourself to know
huu

% Do not apologlse to me for the interest you \ake W™ nex
returned the old lady in 3 tone rather TnOre SNCOUREOG: « ~
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¢¢ There is more need, perhaps, that I should apologise for the
want of it....and.... to say truth,” she added after a
considerable pause, ““ I have no objection to explain my mo-
tive to you, . . . . though it has never fallen in my way before
to meet any one to whom I wished to do this. My life has .
been an odd one; .. . . though surrounded by human beings
with whom I have lived on the most friendly terms, I have
passed my existence, as to any thing like companionship, en-
tirely alone. I have never been dull, for I have read inces-
santly, and altogether I think it likely that I have been happier
than most people. But in the bosom of this unrepining soli-
tude it is likely enough that I have nursed opinions into pas-
sions, and distastes into hatred. Thus, Mrs. Wilmot, the
reasonable opinion that I set out with, for instance, when
inheriting my father’s long-descended acres, that it was my
duty in all things to sustain as much as in me lay the old
claim to gentle blood which attached to my race, (injured,
perhaps, in some degree, by this division of its patrimony in
my favour,) even this reasonable opinion, Mrs. Wilmot, has by
degrees grown, perhaps, into unreasonable strength; far I
would rather, madam, press age and ugliness remarkable as
my own to my heart, as the acknowledged descendant of that
race, than a vulgar, coarse-minded, coarse-looking thing,
though she were as buxom as Martha Wisett when my poor
silly brother married her.”

The latter part of this speech wasuttered with great rapidity,
and an appearance of considerable excitement ; but this quickly
subsided, and the little spinster became as pale and composed
as usual, while she listened to Mrs. Wilmot’s quiet accents in
reply.

¢ There is nothing to surprise me in this, Miss Compton ;
the feeling is a very natural one. But the more strongly it is
expressed, the more strongly must I wonder at your permitting
the sole descendant of your ancient race to be left at the mercy
of a Mrs. Barnaby.”

Not all the eloquence in the world could have gone so far
towards obtaining the object Mrs. Wilmot had in view as this
concluding phrase. )

“You are right! . . . excellent woman! ... You are right,
2nd I deserve to see my father’s acres peopled by a vace of

Barnabys. , . . I will save her!...’
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But here the poor old lady stopped. A sudden panic seized
hLer, and she sat for several minutes positively trembling at the
idea that she might unadvisedly take some step which should
involve her in the horrible necessity of being incumbered
for the rest of her life with a companion whose looks or
ruanner might remind her of a Martha Wisett or a Mrs. Bar-
naby.

“yI dare not do it !"” she exclaimed at last. “ Do not ask
it . ... do not force me;. ... or, at any rate, contrive to let
me see her first, in a shop, or in the street, or any way. ... 1
can decide on nothing till I have seen her!”

““1 would do any thing within my power to arrange this for
you,” replied Mrs. Wilmot ; “but I cannot delay my retarn
beyond to-morrow ; nor do I believe that my agency would
render this more casy. Why should you not at once call on
both your nieces, Miss Compton? There would be no diffi-
culty in this, and it would give you the best possible opportu-
nity of judging both of the appearance and manners of Agnes.”

*“Both my nieces! ... no difficulty ! ... You understand
little or nothing of my feelings. . . . But go home, go home,
Mrs. Wilmot. Do your own duty, which is a plain one, . . .
and leave me to find out mine, if I can.”

““You will not, then, abandon the idea of seeing this poor
girl, Miss Compton ?”

“No, I will not,” was the reply, pronounced almost so-
lemnly.

““ Then, farewell! my dear madam ; 1 can ask no more
than this, except, indeed, your forgiveness for having asked
thus much so perseveringly.”

1 thank you for it, Mrs. Wilmot. . . . I believe you are a
very good woman, and I will endeavour to act, if God will give
me grace, as I think you would approve, if you could read all
the feelings of my heart. Farewell !”

And so they parted ; the active, useful matron to receive the
eager welcomne of her expecting family, and the solitary recluse
to the examination of her own thoughts, which were alter-
nately both sweet and bitter, sometimes cheering her with a
vision of domestic happiness and endearment to soothe her
declining age, and sometimes making her shudder as the fancied
her tranquil existence invaded and destroyed by WMe prewsen

of one whorw she might strive in vain to \ove.
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CHAPTER XIIL

CHOOSING A LADY'S MAID,— A HAPPY MEETING UNHAPPILY BROKEX IN
UPON. — MISS COMPTON UTTERS A LONG FAREWELL TO AGNES,

Mgs. WiLmor did not leave Silverton without taking an af-
fectionate leave of Agnes; and when this was over, the poor
girl felt herself wholly, and for ever, consigned to the au-
thority and companionship of Mrs. Barnaby. It would be
difficult to trace out the cause of the sharp pang which this
conviction brought with it; but it was strong enough at that
moment to rob the future of all the bright tints through which
eyes of sixteen are apt to look at it. She cherished, certainly,
a deep feeling of gratitude for the kindness that afforded her
a home ; but, unhappily, she cherished also a feeling equally
strong, that it was less easy to repay the obligation with
affection than with gratitude.

Not a syllable had been said to her by Mrs. Wilmot respect-
ing the interview she was still likely to have with her aunt
Compton ; for she had promised this secrecy to the nervous
and uncertain old lady, who, while trembling with anxious
impatience to see this important niece, shrunk before the diffi-
culties she foresaw in finding such an opportunity as she
sought, for she still resolutely persevered in her determination
not to see Mrs. Barnaby with her ; . . . . but yet, when finally
she did contrive to come within sight of the poor girl, it was
exactly under the circumstances she so earnestly wished to
avoid.

» * » » »

Mrs. Barnaby, in her often-meditated estimate of revenue
and expenses, had arrived at the conclusion that she ought not
to travel without a maid, but that the said maid must be hired
at the lowest rate of wages possible. The necessity for this
addition to her suite did not arise from any idle wish for per-
sonal attendance, to which she had never been much accus-
tomed, but from the conviction that there was something in the
sound of “ my maid ” which might be of advantage to her on
many occasions.

. The finding out and engaging a girl that might enact the
character of lady’s maid showily and cheaply, wes the most
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important. thing still left to be done before they quitted Silver-
ton. The first qualification was a tall person, that might sat
off to advantage such articles of the widow’s cast-off finery as
might be unnecessary for Agnes; the next, a willingness to
accept low wages.

While meditating on the subject, it occurred to Mrs, Bar-
naby that one of the girls she had seen walking in procession
to church with the charity-school, was greatly taller than all
the rest, and, in fact, so remarkably long and lanky, that she
felt convinced she might, if skilfully dressed up, pass extremely
well for a stylish lady’s maid.

Delighted at the idea, she immediately summoned Agnes to
walk with her to the school-house, which was situated outside
the town, about a mile, on the road leading to Compton Ba-
sett. On reaching the building, her knock was answered by
the schoolmistress herself, who civilly asked her commands.

¢ I must come in, Mrs. Sims, before I can tell you,” was
the reply, and it was quite true ; for, as Mrs. Barnaby knew
not the name of her intended Abigail, the only mode of en-
tering upon her business, must be by pointing out the girl-
whose length of limb had attracted her. But no sooner had
she passed the threshold than she perceived the long and slen-
der object of her search immediately opposite to her, in the
act of taking down a work-basket from the top of a high com-
mode; which manceuvre, as it placed her on tip-toe, and obliged .
her to stretch out her longitude to the very utmost, displayed
her to the eyes of Mrs. Barnaby to the greatest possible advan-
tage, and convinced her very satisfactorily that her judgment
had not erred.

“ That is the girl I wanted to speak about,” she said,
pointing to the lizard-like figure opposite to her. ¢ What is
her name, Mrs. Sims ?”

¢ This one, ma’am, as is fetching my basket ?”* interrogated
Mrs. Sims in her turn.

“ Yes, that one .... that tall girl.... What is her
name ?

 Betty Jacks, ma’am, is her name.”

“ Jacks ?”* repeated Mrs. Barnaby, a little disconcerted ;
“Jacks!.... that wo'n’t do .... I can never call her
Jacks; but for that matter, I could give her another nawme

e
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easy enough, to be sure . . . . And what is she good for? ...,
what can she do?”

¢« Not over much of any thing, ma’am. She was put late
to me. But she can read, and iron a little, and can do plain
work well enough when she chooses it.”

¢ When she chooses it! . ... and she’ll be sure to choose
it, I suppose, when she goes to service. I want a girl to wait
upon me, and to sew for me when she has nothing else to do,
and I thiok this one will do for me very well.”

¢ 1 ask your pardon, ma’am,” replied Mrs. Sims ; ° but if
I might make so bold, T would just say, that for a notable,
tidy, good girl, Sally Wilkins there, that one at the end of the
form, is far before Betty Jacks in being likely to suit.”

“ What!....that little thing? Why, she is a baby,
Mrs. Sims.”

¢ She is eleven months older than Betty Jacks, ma’am, and
greatly beyond her in every way.”

¢ But I don’t like the look of such a little thing. The
other would do for what I want much better. Come here,
Betty Jacks. Should you like to go out to service with a lady
who would take care that you should always be well dressed,
and let you travel about with her, and sce a great deal of
the world ?”

“ Yes, my lady,” replied the young maypole, grinning
from ear to ear, and showing thereby a very fine set of teeth.

“ Well then, Betty Jacks, I think we shall suit each other
very well. But I shan’t call you Betty though, nor Jacks
either . . . . mind that. You wo'n’t care about it, I suppose,
if I ﬁnd out some pretty, genteel-sounding name for you, will
you?”

““ No, my lady !” responded the delighted girl.

« Very well ; . and I will give you three pounds a yea.r
wages, and good clothes enough to make you look a deal better
than ever you did before. What do you say to it ? ”

“ I'll be glad to come, and thankye, too, my lady, if father
will let me.”

¢ Who is her father, Mrs. Sims ? ” — < Joe Jacks the car-
penter, ma’am.”’

““ I don’t suppose he is likely to make much objection to her

getting such a place as mine, is he? ”
“ That is what I can’t pretend to say, ma'am,” veplied e
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schoolmistress very gravely ....I don’t think Betty over
steady myself, but of course it is no business of mine, and it
will be far best that you should see Joe Jacks yourself, ma’am,
and hear what he says about it.”

¢ To be sure; . . . . and where can I see him?”

¢ He’ll be certain to be here to-morrow morning, ma’am,
for he’ll come to be paid for the bench he made for me ; and
if s0 be you would take the trouble to call again just about
one, when Betty will be going home with him for the half
holyday they always haves of a Saturday, why then, ma’am,
you’d be quite sure to see him, and hear what he’d got to
say.”

):‘ Very well, then, that will do, and we shall certainly walk
over again to-morrow, if the weather is any thing like fine. —
Good morning to you, Mrs. Sims! . ... Mind what I have
said to you, Betty ; this is a fine chance for you, and so you
must tell your father. Come along, Agnes.”

It so chanced that within half an hour of their departure
Miss Compton also paid a visit to the school. Mrs. Sims was
one of the persons whom she had saved from severe, and pro-
bably lasting penury, by one of those judicious loans, which,
never being made without good and sufficient knowledge of
the party accommodated, were sure to be repaid, and enabled
. her to perform a most essential benefit without any pecuniary
loss whatever. _

There were no excursions which gave the old lady so much
pleasure as those which enabled her to contemplate the good
effects of this rational species of benevolence, and farmer
Wright never failed to offer her a place in his chaise-cart
whenever his business took him near any of the numerous
‘cottages where this agreeable spectacle might greet her. On
the present occasion he set her down at the door of the school-
house, while he called upon a miller at no great distance ; and
Mrs. Sims, who was somewhat disturbed in mind by the
visit and schemes of Mrs. Barnaby, no sooner saw her enter
than she led her through the throng of young stitchers and
spellers to the tidy little parlour behind.

“ Well, now, Miss Compton, you are kindly welcome,”” she
said ; ““and I wish with all my heart you had been here but
a bit ago, for who should we have here, ma am, bax your owa
niece, Mrs. Barnaby.”

e 2



84 THE WIDOW BARNABY,

Miss Compton knit her brows with an involuntary frown.

“ And that sweet, pretty creature, Miss Willoughby, comed
with her. . .. 8he is a beauty, to be sure, if ever there was
one.”

“What did they come for, Mrs, Sims?" inquired Miss
Compton with sudden animation.

““ Why, that is just what I want to tell you, ma’am, and
to ask your advice about. She come here— Mrs. Barnaby I
mean — to look after that saucy Betty Jacks, by way of taking
her to be her servant, and travelling about with her; and,
upon my word, Miss Compton, she might just as well take
my cat there, for any good or use she’s likely to be of : and
besides that, ma’am, I have no ways a good opinion of the
child, — for child she is, though she’s such a monster in tall.
ness ;—she does not speak the truth, Miss Compton, and
that’s what I can’t abide, and T don’t think she’ll do me any
credit in any way;.... “but yet I'm afraid it would be doing
a bad action if I was to stand in the girl's light, and prevent
her going, by telling all the ill I think of her, when they comes
again to-morrow to settle about it.”

Mrs. Sims ceased, and certainly expected a decided opinion
from Miss Compton on the subject, for that lady had kept
her eyes fixed upon her, and appeared to be listening with
very profound attention ; but the only reply was, i And do
you think the girl will come with her?”

““ Come with who, ma’am ?”—* With Mrs. Barnaby, to
be sure.”

“ Oh no, ma’am! she won't come with her. ... She will
go home, as usual, to-night, and is to come back to meet the
ladies here, a little after noon. to-morrow, with her father.”

«“ But Agnes . . . . Miss Willoughby I mean, . . . . are you
sure she will come back with her aunt to-morrow ?”

“ T am sure I can’t say, ma'am, . . . . but I think she will ;
for I well remember Mrs. Barnaby said with her grand way,
e oo« “We will walk over to-morrow if the weather be any-
ways fine.” ”

Miss Compton now seemed sunk in profound meditation, of
which Mrs. Sims fully hoped to reap the fruits; but once
more she was disappointed, for when Miss Compton again

spoke, it was only to say,—

““I want to see Agnes Willoughby, Mrs, Sims, and \ do
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not want to see Mrs. Barnaby. ' Do you think you could
manage this for me, if I come here again to-morrow ?”

“]1 am sure, ma’am,” replied Mrs. Sims, looking a little
surprised and a little puzzled —<‘I am sure there is nothing
that I am not in duty bound to do for you, if done it can be;
and if you will be pleased to say how the thing shall be
managed, I will do my part with a right good will to make
every thing go as you wish.”

This was a very 8bliging reply, but it showed Miss Compton
that she must trust to her own ingenuity for discovering the
ways and means for putting her design in practice. After
thinking about it a little, and looking round upon the locale,
she said, —

¢ I will tell you how it must be. I will be here to-morrow
before the time you have named to them, and you shall place
me in this room. When Mrs. Barnaby is engaged in talking
to the girl and her father, take Agnes by the hand and lead
her in to me, saying, if yon will, that you have something you
wish her to see, . . . . which will be no more than the truth,
If Mrs. Barnaby happens to hear this, and offers to follow,
then, as you value my friendship, close the door and lock it,
—never mind what she thinks of it . . . . I will take care her
anger shall do you no harm,”

¢“Oh dear, ma’am! I'm not the least afraid of Mrs.
Barnaby’s anger,....nor do I expect she will take any
notice. She seems so very hot upon having that great awk-
ward hoyden, Betty Jacks, that I don’t think, when she is
engaged with her father about it, she will be likely to take
much heed of Miss Agnes and me. But at any rate, Miss
Compton, I’ll take good care, ma’am, that she shan’t come
a-near you. And now, ma’am, will you be so good as to tell
me if you think I shall be doing a gin letting this idle hussy
set off travelling with her?”’

“No sin at all, Mrs. Sims,” replied Miss Compton with
decision. “ Let the girl be what she may, depend upon it
she is quite ....” but here she stopped; adding a minute
after, *“ Do go, Mrs. Sims, and see if farmer Wright's cart is
come back.”

A few minutes more brought the humble vdhide w e
door, when the heiress climbed to her accustomed Wace ™

it, and gave herself up to meditation 80 unusNANlY eaTnesl, ¥
a3
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not only to defeat all the good farmer’s respectful attempts at
conversation, but to occupy her for one whole hour after her
return, and that so completely as to prevent her from opening
her half-read volame, though that velume was Walter
Scott’s.

Thoughts and schemes were working and arranging them-
selves in her head, which were, in truth, important enough
to demand some leisure for their operations. This * boauty
if ever there was one,” this poor motherless and father-for-
gotten Agnes, this inevitable heiress of the Compton acres,
ought she, because she had found her short and fat two years
before, to abandon her to the vulgar patronage of the hatefal
Mrs. Barnaby? A blush of shame and repentance mantled
her pale cheek as this question presented itself, and she
acknowledged to her own heart the sin and folly of the pre-
judice which had led her to turn away from the only being
connected with her, to whom she could be useful. She re-
membered, too, in this hour of self-examination and reproech,
that the father of this ill-treated girl was a gentleman ; and
that she ought, therefore, to have been kindly fostered by the
last of the Comptons as a representative more worthy to revive
their antiquated claims to patrician rank, than could have
been reasonably expected from any descendant of her brof
Josiah. -

These thoughts having been sufficiently dwelt upon, ex-
amined, and acknowledged to be just, the arrangement ef her
fature conduct was next to be considered ; and, notwithstand-
ing the singularly secluded life she had led, the little lady was
far from being ignorant of the entire change it would be her
duty to make in the whole manner of her existence, should she
decide upon taking Agnes Willoughby from Mrs. Barnaby, and
becoming herself her sole guardian and protectress.

Could she bear this? . ... and could she afford it? The
little, weak-looking, but wiry frame of the spinster, had a
spirit within it of no inconsiderable firmness ; and the first of
these questions was scon answered by a mentally ejaculated
¢¢ I wiLw,” which, in sincerity and intensity of purpose, was
well worth the best vow ever breathed before the altar. For
the solution of the other, the old lady turned to her account

books, and found the leading items in the column of receipta
0 be as follow ;: —
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By annual rent from the Compton Basett farm - £600
By interest on 12,000/ in the Three per Cents - 860
By interest on 1800L lent on mortgage at 51 perceat. 90
By interest on 6000l lent on mortgage at 4l per cent. 240
By interest on 2500 lent on mortgage at 5L per cent. 125

£1415

Of this income, (the last item of which, however, had been
entered only three weeks before, being the result of the latest
appropriation of her savings,) Miss Compton spent not one
single farthing, nor had done so since the payment in advance
of three hundred and fifty pounds to Mrs. Wilmot for the
education and dress of Agnes. In fact, the profits arising
from the honey she sold, fully furnished all the cash she
wanted ; as her stipulated supplies from the farm amounted
very nearly to all that her ascetic table required. . . . She used
neither tea nor wine, milk supplying their place. . . . She had
neither rent, taxes, nor servants, to pay ; and her toilet, though
neat to admiration, cost less than any lady would believe pos-
sible, who had not studied the enduring nature of stout and
simple habiliments, when worn as Miss Compton wore them.

‘Buch being the facts, it might be inagined that a schedule
like the above would have appeared to such a possessor of such
an income a sufficient guarantee against any possible pecuniary
embarrassment from inviting one young girl to share it with
her. But Miss Compton, as she sat in her secluded bower,
had for years been looking out upon the fashionable world
through the powerful, though somewhat distorting lunette
d’approche, furnished by modern novels ; and if she had ac-
quired no other information thereby, she at least had learned
to estimate with some tolerable degree of justness the differ-
ence between the expense of living in the world, and out
of it. .

“ If I do adopt her, and make her wholly mine,”” thought
she, ““it shall not be for the purpose of forming her into a
rich country-town miss. . . . She shall be introduced into the
world, . . .. she shall improve whatever talents nature may
have given her by lessons from the best masters; . ... her
dress shall be that of a well-born woman of good fortane,and
she shall be waited upon as a gentlewoman ought o be. Can

I do all this, and keep her a carriage besides, for Souest
e 4
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hundred a-year?.... No!....” was uttered aloud by the
deeply meditative old lady. ¢ What then was she to decide
upon? Should she wait for two more years before she de-
clared her intentions, and by aid of the farther sum thus saved
enable herself to reach the point she aimed at?” Something
that she took for prudence very nearly answered ‘‘ ves,” but
was checked by a burst of contrary feeling that again found
vent in words,— “And while I am saving hundreds of pounds,
may she not be acquiring thousands of vulgar habits that may
again quench all my hopes? ... . No; it shall be done at
once.” So at length she laid her head on her pillow, resolved
to take her heiress immediately under her own protection. . ..
(provided always that the examination which was to take place
on the morrow should not prove that the Wisett style of beauty
was unbearably predominant,) and that having arranged with
her honest tenant some fair equivalent for her profitable apiary,
her lodgings, and her present allowances, she should take her at
once to London, devote one year to the completion of her edu-
cation, and leave it to fate and fortune to decide what manner
of life they should afterwards pursue.

For a little rustic old woman who had never in her life
travelled beyond the county town of her native shire, this
plan was by no means ill concocted, and must, I think, display
very satisfactorily to all unprejudiced eyes the great advantages
to be derived from a long and diligent course of novel-reading,
as, without it, Miss Compton would, most assuredly, never
have discovered that fourteen hundred a-year was insufficient
to supply the expenses of herself and her young niece.

But, alas! . ... All this wisdom was destined to be blighted
in the bud.

* . * [} L .

Miss Compton was true to her appointment, and so was
Mrs. Barnaby ; the fair Agnes, too, failed not to make her ap-
pearance ; and moreover the critical eyes of the old lady failed
not to discover, at the very first glance, that no trace of Wisett
vulgarity was there to lessen the effect of her exceeding loveli-
ness. But all this was of no avail . ... for the matter went
in this wise.

The first who arrived of the parties expected by Mrs. Sims,

was Joe Jacks the carpenter. His daughter Betty hed given
kim such an account of the proposal made to her, as caused



THE WIDOW BARNABY. 89

him to be exceedingly anxious for its acceptance ; and he now
came rather before the appointed time, in order to hint pretty
plainly to Mrs. Sims that he should take it very ill, if she did
not give a good word to help his troublesome Betty off his
hands.

Then came Miss Compton, who walked straight through
the school-room, and ensconced herself in the little parlour
behind it, and in about ten minutes afterwards the stately
Mrs. Barnaby and her graceful companion arrived also.

Mrs. Sims was by no means deficient in her manner of
managing the little intrigue intrusted to her ; she waited very
quietly till she perceived Mrs. Barnaby completely occupied
in making the carpenter understand, that if she engaged to
find shoes, shifts, and flannel petticoats for his daughter, as
well as all her finery, the wages could not be more than two
pounds . ....and then she laid a gentle hand on Agnes,
who, not being particularly interested in the discussion, suf-
fered herself to be abducted without resistance, and in the
next moment found herself in the presence of Miss Compton.

The young girl knew her in a moment, for she had made
a deep impression on her memory, both by her kindness at
one period, and her capricious want of it at another. But
far different was the effect of memory in the old lady; for
not only was she unable to recognise in the figure before her
the Agnes of her recollection, or rather of her fancy, but it
was not immediately that she could be made to believe in the
identity. .

“You do not mean to tell me, Mrs. Sims, that this young
lady is Agnes Willoughby?” said she, rising up, and really
trembling from agitation.

¢ Dear me, yes, Miss Compton, to be sure it is.”

“ Do you not know me, dear aunt?” said Agnes, approach-
ing her, and timidly holding out her hand.

“Your aunt? .... am I reilly your aunt? .... Is it
possible that you are my poor brother’s grandchild?

‘T am Agnes Willoughby,” replied the young girl, puzzled
and almost frightened by the doubts and the agitation she
witnessed.

“If you are!” exclaimed Miss Compton, suddenly em-
bracing her, 1 sm a more guilty creature than 1 ever thoogst
to be!”
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At this moment, and while the arms of the diminutive
spinster were still twined round the person of Agnes, wha
had just decided in her own mind that her great-aunt was
the most unintelligible person in the world, the door of the
little parlour opened with a jerk that showed it yielded to no
weak hand, and the full-blown person of the widow Barnaby
stood before them. Her eyes and her rouge were as bright as
ever, and her sober cap and sable draperies vainly, as it should
seem, endeavoured to soften those peculiarities of the Wisett
aspect against which Miss Compton had sworn eternal hatred,
for never had she appeared more detestable ; her usual bra-
vura manner indeed was somewhat exaggerated by her indigs
nation at the concealment which had been attempted, and
which had been adroitly pointed out to her by the sharp-
witted Betty Jacks.

“Soh! .... you thought I should not find you out, I
suppose !’ she exclaimed, as she shut the door behind her.

“ God give me patience!” cried the irritated recluse, sud-
denly disengaging herself from Agnes. ¢ This is strange
persecution, Mrs. Barnaby,” and as she spoke she endeavoured
to effect her retreat. But this could not be done in a straight
direction, inasmuch as it required a considerable circuit safely
to weather either side of the expansive widow; and before
Miss Compton reached the door, that lady had so established
herself before it as to render her leaving the room without
permission absolutely impossible.

The time had been, when the hope of * getting something
out of the little hunch-back” would have enabled Mrs.
Barnaby to put a very strong restraint upon any feeling likely
to offend her, but this was over. She thought her turn was
come now, and considered her own revenues and her own
position as so immeasurably superior to those of the little * old
woman clothed in grey” who stood shaking before her, that
her pride would never have forgiven her avarice had it led
her to neglect this favourable opportunity of displaying some
of the contempt and scorn which she had felt she had hereto-
fore received from her.

¢ Upon my word, Miss Compton,” she began, «I do really
wonder you are not ashamed of yourself, to come visiting this

vaigar body Mrs. Sims, instead of profiting by the notice ot
your own relations, which might do you honour. And youx
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dress, Miss Compton ! . .. What must my niece, Miss Wil-
loughby, think, at seeing the sister of her own grandfather
going about in such a horrid, coarse, miserable stuff gown as
that? We all know how you have been squandering your
little property upon the beggars you get to flatter you, but
that is no reason for behaving as you do towards me. My
excellent husband has left me in circumstances of such
affluence as might enable me to assist you by the gift of some.
of my own clothes, if you conducted yourself as you ought
to do.”

This harangue would probably have been cut short, had
Miss Compton retained breath enough to articulate; but
astonishment and indignation almost choked her: instead of
speaking, she stoed still and panted, till Agnes, inexpressibly
shocked and terrified, moved a chair towards her, and entreated
her to sit down. Her only reply, however, was rudely pushing
Agnes and her chair aside, and then with a sort of desperate
effort, exclaiming, —

“Woman!....Let me pass!”

“Oh! yes — you may pass and welcome,” said Mrs. Bar-
naby, standing aside. — ‘“ You have behaved to me from first
to last more like a fiend than an aunt, and I certainly shall not
break my heart if I never set my eyes on you again. Come,
Agnes, my love, I have concluded my business in this musty-
smelling plece, and now let us be gone. .. . Don’t stand fawn-
ing upon her .. .. I promise you it will be all in vain....
You will get nothing by it, my dear.”

Distressed beyond measure at this painful scene, end not
well knowing how to express the strong feeling which drew
her to the side of Miss Compton, Agnes stood timidly uncer<
tain what she ought to do, when Mrs. Barnaby’s authori-
tative voice again uttered, ¢ Come, my dear Agnes, I am
impatient to take you away from what I consider so very dis-
graceful a meeting,”

Thus painfully obliged to decide upon either taking leave of
her older relative, or of departing without it, Agnes turned
again towards Miss Compton, and silently bending down,
offered to kiss her cheek. But the angry old lady started away
from her, saying, —‘“ None of that, if you please ! —No
fawning upon me. You are her ¢ dear love; = et © decy
Agnes,’ . . . . and none such shall ever be graced or Aegyucs
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by me!” And thus saying, she walked past the tittering
Mrs. Barnaby, and out of the house ; preferring the chance of
toiling two miles to reach her home, rather than endure another
moment passed under the same roof with her.

CHAPTER XIIIL

MRS. BARNABY SETS FORTH ON HER TRAVELS., — THE READER TAKXS
LEAVE OF MISS COMPTON. — MRS. BARNABY ENJOYS HER JOURNKY,
AND ARRIVES SAFELY AT EXETER.

Wirein a week after this unfortunate interview, all Mrs.
Barnaby’s earthly possessions, excepting her money, were de-
posited in the waggon that travelled between Silverton and
Exeter; and the day afterwards herself, her niece, and her
maid, whom she had surnamed Jerningham, (the two former
in the coach, and the latter on the top of it,) set forth on their
way to that fair and ancient city of the west.

Before we follow them thither, we must stop for a moment
to bid a long adieu to poor Miss Compton. Unfortunstely for
her temper, as well as her limbs, farmer Wright did not over-
take her till within a few yards of their home ; and the agita-
tion and fatigue, both equally unusual to her, so completely
overpowered her strength and spirits, that having taken to her
bed as soon as she reached her room, she remained in it for
above a fortnight, being really feverish and unwell, but be-
lieving herself very much worse than she really was. During
the whole of this time, and indeed for several months after-
wards, she never attempted to separate the innocent image of
Agnes from the offensive one of Mrs. Barnaby. The caress
which the poor girl had offered with such true tenderness and
sympathy, was the only distinct idea respecting her that re-
mained on the mind of Miss Compton ; and this suggested no
feeling but that of indignation, from the conviction that Mrs,
Barnaby’s ¢ dear love,” not a whit less detestable, was only
more artful than herself ; or that, not yet being in possession
of the wealth of which her hateful protectress boasted, she
deemed it prudent to aim at obtaining whatever she herself

might have to bestow.
Notwithamnding all these disagreeable imaginings, however,
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the old lady gradually recovered both her health and her usual
tranquil equality of spirits, sometimes even persuading herself
that she was very glad she had not been seduced, by the ap-
pearance of Agnes, to sacrifice her own comfort for the ad-
vantage of an artful girl, who was, after all, quite as much the
granddaughter of a Wisett as of a Compton.

» * * » * *

Never during the prosperous years that Mrs. Barnaby had
been the mistress of her comfortable house at Silverton, (ex-
cepting, perhaps, for the delightful interval while she was
treated throughout the town as a bride,) did she feel half so
grand or so happy & personage as now that she had no house
at all. There was 2n elegance and freedom, which she never
felt conscious of before, in thus setting off upon her travels
with what she believed to be an ample purse, of which she
was the uncontrolled mistress, a beautiful niece to chaperone,
and a lady’s maid to wait upon her; and had Agnes, who sat
opposite to her, been less earnestly occupied in recalling all the
circumstances of her last strange interview with her aunt
Compton, she must have observed and been greatly puzzled
by the series of (perhaps) involuntary grimaces which accom-
panied Mrs. Barnaby’s mental review of her own situation.

¢ A rich and handsome widow ! . . . . Could fate have pos-
sibly placed her in any situation she should have liked so
well ?”  This was the question she silently asked herself, and
cordially did her heart answer, ““ No.”

As these thoughts worked in her mind, her dark, well-
marked eyebrows raised themselves, her eyes flashed, and her
lips curled into a triumphant smile.

The person who occupied the transverse corner to herself
was a handsome young man, who had joined the Silverton
coach, from the mansion of a gentleman in the neighbourhood,
to which, however, he was himself quite a stranger ; and hav-
ing in vain tried to get sight of the features concealed by the
long crape veil beside him, he took to watching those no way
concealed by the short crape veil opposite.

‘¢ Mother and daughter, of course,” thought he. “A young
specimen, without rouge or moustache, would not be amiss.”

Mrs. Barnaby perceived he was looking at her, and settled
her features jnto dignified but not austere haxmony. .

“ It is very pleasant travelling this morning, meem;’ W

the young man.,
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i for a long time afterwards. This gentleman, whose
Ptentions for the journey she greatly wished to conciliate, had
addressed her in the easy style by which  fast” young men
are apt to believe they can propitiate the favour of every
woman somewhat under fifty years of age, and somewhat, too,
beneath themselves in condition. Our traveller had no fear of
blundering when he settled that Mrs. Barnaby belonged to
this class ; but the instant he caught a glimpse of the coun-
tenance of Agnes, he became equally sure that she at least be-
longed to a higher one. It was not wonderful that poor Miss
Compton doubted, when she looked at her, the possibility of
her being a descendant of the buxom Martha Wisett, for, ex.
cepting something in the form and soft lustre of her dark-brown
eyes, her features bore no resemblance to her mother, or her
mother’s family, but a most decided one to that of her father,
who, though a very foolish, hot-headed lieutenant, when we
made his acquaintance, was descended from a race of aristo-
cratic ancestors, rather remarkable for their noble and regular
cast of features, which appeared indeed to be their least alien-
able birthright.

The traveller, though a young man, had lived sufficiently in
the world to have learned at least the alphabet of character as
written on the countenances of those he met, and he spelt gen-
tlewoman so plainly on that of Agnes, that he felt no more
right to address her without introduction than he would bave
done had the stage-coach been an opera-box.

““ That’s very odd,” .... thought Mrs. Barnaby.  She
certainly is a most beautiful creature . ... quite as handsome
as I was even in poor dear Tate’s days, and yet the moment

:’: c§0t 2 sight of her, his pleasant, gay manner, changed all at

o 1a and he now looks as glum as a boy at school. - . . Though
who k:]“y niece, she is not like me, that’s certain; ..., and
hers » C7S but that many men may still prefer my style to
t, ang ;. _* s to this one, at least, it is impossible to doubt
¥ face , Will be great folly in me to set out with a fancy that
HI nog o, d figure, especially when I get back to dress again,
:«'_ in 2d a comparison with hers. For some years, at any
cII;t fop Hoc€ o myself, I will keep this in mind ; and not
By g, aé’l‘an ted that every glance directed towards us is for

® 8o, cZ M0t for the woman.”
%z2 >R e jdea scemed all that was wanting to make the
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journey perfectly delicious, and not even the continued reserve
of the young man could affect in any great degree the charming
harmony of her spirits. We hear much of the beautiful fresh-
ness of hope in young hearts just about to make their first
trial of the joys of life ; but it is quite a mistake to suppose
that any such feeling can equal the fearless, confident, trium-
phant mastery and command of future enjoyment, which
dilates the heart, in the case of such an out-coming widow as
Mrs. Barnaby.

The Silverton coach set its passengers down at Street’s Hotel,
in the Church-yard ; and my heroine, who now for the first
time in her life found herself at an inn, with the power of
ordering what she chose, determined to enjoy the two-fold
gratification of passing for a lady of great fashion and fortune,
and of taking especial care of her creature-comforts into the
bargain.

“ Do you want rooms, ma’am ? ” said the head of 2 waitery

suddenly placing itself among the insides.

¢ Yes, young man, I want the best rooms in the house. ...
Where is my maid ? — Let her be ready to attend me as soon
as I get out. We have nothing with us but three trunks, one
square box, one hat-box, two carpet-bags, and iy dressing.
case. Let every thing be conveyed to my apartments. Now
open the door, and let me get out. . . . Follow me, Agnes. ...
You will come, if you please, without delay, young man, to
receive my orders respecting refreshments.”

Two lighted candles were snatched up as they passed the
bar, and Mrs. Barnaby proceeded up the stairs in state, the
waiter and his candles before, Agnes and “ my maid” behind.

¢ This room is extremely dark and disagreeable. . . . Pray,
send the master of the house to me ; I wish 1o give my orders
to him.”

¢ My master is not at home, ma’am.’

“ Not at home?,.,. Extremely neghgent, I must say,
Perhaps it will be better for me to proceed to some other hote),
where I may be able to see the head of the establishment. I
bave not been accustomed to be treated with any thing like
neglect . . . . people of my condition, indeed, seldom are.”

“ If you will be pleased, my lady, to give your orders to

me, " said the waiter very respectfully, © you shall find nothing
vaning that belongs to a first-rate house.”
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¢ Then, pray, send my maid to me. ... Oh! there you
are, Jerningham.”

“¢ Yes, ma’am,” answered the gawky soubrette, tucking back
the veil with which Mrs. Barnaby had adorned one of her own
bonnets, and staring at the draperied windows, and all the
other fine things which met her eyes.

¢ You will see, Jerningham, that my sleeping apartment is
endurable.”

Now Betty Jacks, though careless and idle, was by no
means a stupid girl ; but she was but fifteen years old, and
her experiences not having hitherto been upon a very extended
scale, she found herself at a loss to understand what her.new
mistress meant, about nine times out of every ten that she
spoke to her. On receiving the order above mentioned, she
meditated for an instant upon what an ‘ endurable sleeping
apartment” might be ; but the sagacity which failed to dis-
cover this, sufficed to suggest the advantage of not confemng
her ignorance ; and she answered boldly, ¢ Yes, sure, ma’am.”

¢ Go, then,”” said the lady, languidly throwing her person
upon a sofa; and then turning to the waiter, who still re-
mained with the door in his hand she pronounced with im-
pressive emphasis,—

« Let there bd tea, sugar, and cream brought, with buttered
toast, and muffins also, if it be possible. . . . Agnes, my love,
I am afraid there is hardly room for you on the sofa ; but sit
down, dear, and try to make yourself comfortable on a chair.”

The two ladies were now left to themselves, Betty Jacks
joyfully accompanying the smart young waiter to the regions .
below. ¢ And who may be your missus; my dear ?”* he said,.
giving her an encouraging chuck under the chin ; ¢ she can’t
have much to do, I'm thinking, with any of the county fami-
lies, for they bean’t much given to stage-coaches, and never
without their own gentlemen to guard 'em. ... Is she a rea
grand lady, or only a strutting make-believe?"

Betty, thinking it much more for her own credit to serve a.
real grand lady than a make-believe, readily answered,—

“ To be sure, she is a real grand lady, Mr. Imperdence. . . .
We comes up along from Silverton, and she’s one of the finest
ladies in the town.”

“ In the town,” repeated the knowing waiter digrificantiy

ee«o “I understand. . ... Wel], she shall have sowme e,
"

.
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« «+. And now my girl, you had better go and do what she
bid you.”

“yWellA now, if I hav'n’t downright forgot already !” smid
the unblushing Betty. ¢ Will you tell me what it was then ?”

“ How old are you, my dear?” was the unsatisfactory
reply. ‘

« And pray what's that to you? . . . But come now,.do tell
me, will y’, what was it missus told me to do? ”

“ To go see after her bed, my dear, and all that, and un-
pack her nightcap, I suppose.”

 Well, then, give me a candle,—that’s a good man. ...,
But where is her bed, though ?”*

¢ You bean’t quite hatched yet, my gay maypole, but you'll
do well enough some of these days.... Here, Susan ! show
this young waiting-maid a bed-room for two ladies—and one
for yourself too, I suppose, my dear. I shouldn’t wonder,
Susan, if it.was possible the grand lady up stairs. may pay less
than a duchess ; but, take my word for it she’ll hlow you sky
high, if you don’t serve her as if you thought she was one.”

“ How did she come ? ” snappishly inquired the chamber-
maid.

‘“ By the Royal Regulator,” answered the waiter. ¢ But
inside, Suean, inside, you know, and with her lady’s maid
here to wait upon her; so mind what you’re about, I tell
yo‘l'"

“ Come this way, young woman, if you please,” said the
experienced official, who was not to be bullied out of a fivst-

. floor room by the report of duchess-like airs, or the sight of a

lanky child- for a waiting-maid. - So Betty was made to mount
to a proper stage-coach elevation.

Mrs. Barnaby, however, got her tea, and her toast, and her
muffins, greatly to-her satisfaction, even though the master of
the establishiment knew nothing about it ; and though she did
make Agnes’s slender arm.pay for the second flight of stairs, in
order to prove how very little used she was to sach. fatigue,.she
was, on-the whale, well pleased with her room when she reached
it, well pleased with her bed, well pleased with her breakfast,
and ready to set off as soon. as- it was over to look omt for
bdgings and adventures,
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CHAPTER XFIV.

IOW TO CHOOSE LODOINGS.— REASONS FOR LAYING ASIDE WIBOw's
WEEDS. — LADY-LIKE ACCOMPLISHMENTS. — AFFECTIONATE PFPORE-
THOUGHT. — CHARMING SENSIBILITY. —GENEROUS INTENTIONS. — A
CLERVER LETTER, BUY ONB ¥PON WAICH DOUTORS MAY. DISAGREX.

Or lodgings Mprs. Barnaby saw enough to offer a most satis-
factory selection,. snd: heartily to weary. Agnes,. who followed
her up and doww innusnerable staivsy and: stoed. behind' her,
during what semmned endless colloguies with a multitude of
respectable-looking landladies;.long after she had: flattered her-
self that her aunt must have been suited to: her heart’s. desire
by what she. bad' alveady seen. Of adventures, the quiet
streets of Exeter were not likely to produce meny ; but the
widow had the satisfection.of: observing that: lounging gentle-
men were almandant, & eavalry. officef. still visible now and then,
and that hardly one man in ten of any-class passed her without
staring hey full in. the face. -

At length;. sfver having: wallted about till. she was sufficiently
tived: herself, and till poor Agmes looked extremely pale, she
entered a pustry-cook’si shop for the purpose of eating buns,
and of taking imto deliberate consideration. whether she should
secure apartments: i the: Crescent, whioki were particularly
comfortable, or some she hwd seen in: the High Staest, which
were particularly gay.

Ms, Barnaby often spoke atoud.to herself while appearing
to-adilrens: her' niuce, and. se* shs: did now. . .

“Fhut's @ monstrous pretty drawing.room,, certainly ;. and
if T was: sure that! I shisulds be: able: to. get: any company: to
eome-andi soe mo, F'd:stick te the €rescent.. ..... Bus. is likely
enough tite 1. shnll ind nobsdy to know, and in that. case it
would: be mest borxibly- dulk . ... Bt if we did-not- get a soul
from Monday moming to Saturdsy nighs, we could’ never. be
dall i the High Street. Such lets of country gentlemen!
+« - . And thuy always: look. abous them: more: than any other
wmen”  Awnd thes, suddenly sdiressing: hen nisce in good. ean-
nest, she added, —-

« Donlt: yow thinlt ;. Agnes .

" 2
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¢ I don’t know, ma'am,” replied Agnes, in an accent that
would have delighted her aunt Compton, and which might
have offended some sort of aunts; but it only amused her
aunt Barnaby, who laughed heartx]y, and said, for the benefit
of the young woman who presided at the counter, as well as
for that of her niece, —

“ Yes, my dear, that's quite right ; that’s the way we all
begin. . . . . And you will know all, how and about it, too,
long and long before you will own it.”’

Agnes suddenly thought of Empton parsonage, its pretty
lawn, its flowers its books, and its gentle intellectual inmates,
and involuntarily she closed her eyes for a moment and sighed
profoundly ; but the reverie was not permitted to last long,
for Mrs. Barnaby, having finished her laugh and her bun,
rose from her chair, saying, —

« Come along, child ! .. .. the High Street will suit us
best, wo'n’t it, Agnes?”

¢« You must best know what you best like, aunt,” replied
the poor girl almost in a Whisper ; ¢ but the Crescent seemed
to me very quiet and agreeable.’

“ Quiet!.... Yes, I should think so!....And if that's
your fancy, it is rather lucky that it's my business to choose,
and not yours. And it’s my business to pay too. .... It's just
sixpence,” she added with a laugh, and pulling out her purse.
¢ One bun for the young lady, and five for me. Come along,
Agnes....and do throw back that thick crape veil, child.

12

. «+ ¢+ Your bonnet will look as well again !
» » * » » »
Another half hour settled the situation of their lodgings in
Exeter. - Smart Mrs. Tompkins’s first-floor in the High Street,
with a bed in the garret for Jerningham, was secured for three
months ; at the end of which time Mrs. Barnaby was secretly
determined as nearly as possible to lay aside her mourning, and
come forth with the apple blossoms, dazzling in freshness, and
couleur de rose. The bargain for the lodgings, however, was
not concluded without some little difficulty, for Mrs. Tomp-
kins, who owned that she considered herself as the most re-
spectable lodging-house keeper in Exeter, did not receive this
second and conclusive visit from the elegant widow with as
muoch apparent satisfaction as was expected.
“ Here I am again, Mrs. Tompkins|” said the Yinely Wady
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in crape and bombasin. ‘I can see no lodgings I like as well
as yours, after all.”

“ Well .. . . I don’t know, ma’am, about that,” replied the
cautious Mrs. Tompkins ; ‘“ but, to say the truth, I’'m not over
and above fond of lady lodgers .. .. they give a deal more
trouble than gentlemen, and I've always been used to have
the officers as long as there were any to be had ; and even now,
with only three cavalry companies in the barracks, it’s 2 rare
chance to find me without them.”

““ But as you do happen to be without them now, Mrs.
Tompkins, and as your bill is up, I suppose your lodgings are
to let, and I am willing to take them.”

¢ And may I beg the favour of your name, ma'am ?” said
the respectable landlady, stiffly.

‘¢ Barnaby !” answered the widow, with an emphasis that
gave much dignity to thename. I am the widow of a gentle-
man of large fortune in the neighbourhood of Silverton, and,
finding the scene of my lost happiness too oppressive to my
spirits, I am come to Exeter with my niece, and only one
lady’s maid to wait upon us both, that I may quietly pass a
few months in comparative retirement before I join my family
and friends in the country, as their rank and fortune naturally
lead them into more gaiety than I should at present like to
share. I am not much accustomed to be called wpon thus to
give an account of myself; but this is my name, and this is
my station ; and if neither happens to satisfy you, I must seek
lodgings elsewhere.”

“ 1 beg your pardon, ma’am, I'm sure,” replied Mrs.
Tompkins, considerably awed by this imposing statement,
“but in our line it is quite necessary; and real ladies, as
I dare say you are, are always served the better for being
known. At what inn is your lady’s maid and your luggage
put up, me’am?”

« At Street’s Hotel, Mrs. Tompkins ; and if we agree about
the apartments, I shall go there, pay my bill, and return di-
rectly. You have flies here, I think, have you not? .... I
have no carriage with me,’’

¢ Yes, ma’am, we have flies, and none better ; but if it’s
only for the luggage, a porter would do better, and ’tis bat
step to walk.”

The bargsin was then concluded, the \adies xemekm A
nd
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hotel, and, after a shart struggle in the beart .of the widow
between economy and her rather particular love of :a .eomafont.
able dinner, she dscided mpon .an early krdiled chicken and
mushraoms befare her remoxal, in prefexence 4o a doxtbsfial aaxt
of mutton-chop after it. But at seven o’clock the two ladies
were seated at tea in the drawing-xoom, the lady’s maid have
ing been dnitiated by the factatum .of the house into -all the
mysteries of the neighbouring “shop for eveny thing,” and
performing her first act of confiflewtial service wery much to
the satisfaction .of her mistress, whe <euld not wonder ¢hat a
eity like Exeter should be dearer than such 3 little out~of-she-
way place as Silverton.

Mrs. Barnaby knew not a single soul in Exeter, and she lay
in bed on the following morning for .a full hour later then
weual, ruminating on the -possibilities of making acquaintance
with somebedy who might serve as 2 wedge by which she
might effect an entry imto the society to be found there. QGmee
seen and known, she felt confident that mo difficulty would
remain, but the first step was not an easy one.

*  She doubted not, indeed, that she might easily emough have
obtained some introduetions from ameng her acquaintance at
Silvertom, but it was ne part of her plans t0 mske her eninée
into the beaw monde, even of Exeter, a8 the widow of an apo-
thecary. “No!” thought she, as she turned herself by a
vigorous movement from one side of the bed to the other, « ¥
will carve out my own fortune without any 8ilverton imtre-
ductions whatever ! I know that I have a head of my omn, s
well as a faee, and when ence I have got rid of this nasty gown
and that hideous cap, ‘we shall see what can ‘be done.”

Walking up and down the High Street, however, which
formed nearly her only eccupation during ail the hoursof light,
was, she soon found, the only gaiety she could hope for, and it
proved a source of mingled joy and woe. To see so many
smart. people, and so many beautiful bonnets, was an en-
chantment that made her feel as if she had got 40 the gates of
Paradise ; but the impossibility of speaking to the smart peeple,
or wearing the beautiful bonnets, soon turned @ the pleasure
into bitterness, and she became immeasurably impatient to cure
#¢ Jeast one of these miseries, by throwing .aside her hated

weeds. To do this, soon became, as she sald, necessary 4n

ber existemee ; and her lendlady at last terned eet W W a
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_ perfect treasure, ‘from the sympatlry and assistance she afforded
her in the accomplishment of her wishes.

Mrs. Tompkins had speedily.discovered beth fhat her lodger
really had meney, ‘and that the gentleman .of lsrge fortune
whom she had lost was the apothecary :of Silverton. The re-
spect obtaired by the first quite oblitevated, in Mrs. Tompking’
eyes, any contempt ‘that might have beem generated by the
falsehoeds which the seeond breught to light, and en the whole
nothing -could be more friendly than their imtercomrse.

¢ There cen be no wse, Mys. Tompkins,” said the doleful
widow, “ de you think there cam . . . . in my gding-on ‘wearing
this dismal dress, that almest breake mry heart ewery time I
look at myself 2. . . .Itis wery nearky six momnths mow since my

~ dear Mr. Barnsby died, and T believe people of fashion never
‘wear first mourning longer

Mr. Barnaby, however, had been alive and well enctly
three months after the period named by his widow as that of
his death ; and that, too, Mrs. Tomkine knew us well a8 she
did; but Mrs. Tompkins’ sister was a milliner, and family af-
fection being stromger within her than amy ubstract iowe .of
propriety, she decidedly voted fer laying aside the weeds im-
mediately, there being °“no yearthly good,” as she wel ob-
served, ““in any ‘woman’s going on breaking her heart by look-
ing at herself in the glass.” 8o the sister was sent for, and after
a Tong comsultation in the widow’s bed-room, it was decided
that the following Sunday should send her to the cathedral in
2 black satin dress, with lavender-coloured bmmet, fichu,
gloves, reticule, and so forth.

Considering the complete dependence of Agnes, and the
grent aptitude of such a disposition as thatof Mrs. Barnaby to
keep this ever in her mind, she certainly felt a greater degree
of embarrassment at the idea of communicating this resclution
to her than might have been expected. Her friends might
fairly have drawn an inference considerably in her favour from
this, . . . . namely, that she was ashamed of it. But however
respectable its cause, the feeling was uot strong enough to effer
my effectual impediment to her purpose, and she came forth
from the council-chamber where this great measure had been
decided on, wishing, for the moment at least, that Agnes was
at the bottom of the sea, but firm m her determinabion wen-

B 4
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nounce to her the important resolution she had taken, without
a moment’s further delay.

« I don’t know how it is, my dear Agnes,” said she, after
seating herself, and looking steadfnst‘lg at her niece for a mi-
nute or two; “ but though I don’t dislike to see you in deep
mourning, the sight of it on myself makes me perfectly
wretched ! . . . . Why should I go on making my poor heart
ache, for no reason upon earth that I know of, but because,
when people happen to be where they are known by every body,
it is customary to wear a certain dress for a certain number of
days and weeks ; but, thank Heaven! Agnes, there is not a
single soul in all Exeter that knows me, and I really think
there is something very like a rebellion against Providence in
refusing to take advantage of this lucky circumstance, which
doubtless the mercy of Heaven has arranged on purpose, so as
to enable me to spare myself without impropriety. It is easy
enough, Agnes, for ordinary-minded women to wear, for a
whole year together, a dress that must remind them every in-
stant of the most dreadful loss 2 woman can sustain ! — it is
easy enough for others, but it will not do for me!..... And
in justice to myself, and indeed to you too, Agnes, I am deter~
mined to make the effort at once, and discard a garb that
breaks my poor heart every time I cast my eyes on any part o.
it. You must, of course, perceive that it is not for myself
alone, my dear child, that I make this effort to restore the
health and spirits with which nature has hitherto so bounti-
fully blessed me ;. ... it is indeed chiefly for you, Agnes!
« + » . it is for your sake, my dear, that I am determined, as far
as in me lies, to stop the sorrow that is eating into my very
vitals. . . . But never be unjust to me, Agnes!.... Whenever
you see me shaking off the gloom of my widowed condition,
remember it is solely owing to my love for you..... Re-
member this with gratitude, Agnes, and, for the sake of truth,
let others know it too, whenever you have an opportunity of
alluding to it.”

And now again did young Agnes doubt her power of an-
swering with propriety. The principle of truth was strong
within her, and to have expressed either sympathy or gratitude
would have been an outrage to this principle, which would have

made her hate herself . . . . she could not, ghe would not do
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it; and in reply to her aunt's harangue, who seemed to wait
for her answer, she only said, — ’

“ The dress of a widow is indeed very sad to look upon ;
no one can doubt that, aunt Barnaby.”

¢ Good Heaven! . ... then you also suffer from the sight
of it, my poor child!. ... Poor dear Agnes! I ought to
have thought of this before;....but I will wound your
young heart no longer, This week shall end a suffering so
heavy, and so unnecessary for us both, and I trust you will
never forget what you owe me. And yet, my dear, though I
hope and believe I shall be sustained, and find myself capable
of making this effort respecting my own dress, there is a tender
weakness still struggling at my heart, Agnes, which would
make it very painful to me were I immediately to see you
change yours. Do you feel any repugnance, my dear girl, to
wearing that deep mourning for your poor uncle for some
months longer ?

Agnes now felt no difficulty whatever in answering as she
was expected to do, and very eagerly replied, * Oh! dear no,
aunt . . . . none in the least.”

¢ I rejoice,” said the widow, solemnly, * to perceive in
you, young as you are, Agnes, feelings so perfectly what they
ought to be; . ... you would spare me suffering from sadness
too profound, yet would you, my child, in all things not inju-
rious to me, desire to testify your deep respect for the inva-
luable being we have lost. This is exactly what I would wish
to see, and I trust you will ever retain a disposition so calcu-
lated to make me love you. But look not so sad, mylove!....
T really must invent some occupation to cheer and amuse you,
Agnes. . . . Let me see. . . . what say you, dearest, to running
some edging for me on a tulle border for my four de bonnet 2"’

» » * * » *

The widow faithfully kept her kind promise to Agnes, and
never again (excepting for a short interval that will be men-
tioned hereafter) did she run the risk of grieving any heart by
the sight of deep mourning for her lost Barnaby, for though
she restrained herself for some time longer within the sober
dignity of black satins and silks as the material of her robes,
there was no colour of the rainbow that did not by degrees
find its way amidst her trimmings and decorations. Duseg
this period all the hours not devoted to the dispiaying, v
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recovered finery in church or street, were employed in converse
ing cheap muslin into rich embroidery, and labouring to xaaks
squares of Scotch cambric assume the gppearance -of genuine
batiste, rich with the delicate labeurs of Moravian needles.

It was a great happiness for Agnes that satin-stitch had
never xanked as a necessary branch of female education at
Empton Rectory ; had she been sble to embroider muslin,
her existence would have been dreadful, far, beyond all ‘quee-
tion, few of her waking hours wonld have been emiployed
upon any thing else ; one of Mrs. Barnaby’s faveurite axiems
being, that ¢ there is ¥ornmne which makes .80 prodigious &
difference in a lady’s dress, es her weering a great prefusien
of good work !” ... . So a great profusien.of good werk she
was quite determined to wear, and deep was her indignation
at the culpable negligence of Mrs. Wilmot, upon finding that
an accomplishment ‘80 particularly lady-like, and o wery
useful,” had been utterly neglected.

To invent an occupation for herself during the hours thus
employed by her aunt, soon became the subject of all Agnes's
meditations. She knew that it must be something that should
not annoy or inconvenience Mre. Barnaby in the slightest
degree, and it was this knowledge, perhaps, which made bar
too discreet to ask for the hire of a piano-forte, for which,
nevertheless, she longed, very much like a bart for the water
brook ; for the musical propensities of her father and mether
had descended to her, and of 2l the pleasures she had yet
tasted, that derived from her study and praetice of music had
been the greatest. But tbat her aunt should pay smoney far
no other purpose than for her to amuse herself by making =
noise in their only sitting-room, was quite eut of the question.
So the piano she mentally abandomed for ever ; but there weze
other studies that she had pursued at Empton, which, if per-
mitted to renew, even without the aid of amy master, would
greatly embellish an existence, which the poor girl often felt
to be as heavy a gift as could well have been bestowed upon &
mortal. Having at length decided what it was she would ask
for, she took .courage, hemmed twice, and then said,—

¢ Should yeu have any objection, auns, fo my endeaveuring
by myself to go on with say French and Italian, while yau

are st work ?....]1 em sometimes afraid Ahat 1 shall forget
&dl 1 have doarnod.,” i
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4 I awa -aure I hape mot, and it will be very stupid, and
very wicked of yom, Agues, if yem de. Wour teaching is all
we ever got out of that hunch-backed Jesakel of an aunt ; and
; youw must slways reaollest, you know, 4hat it is-wery pessible

you imay have to laok te this as yeur enly wmesns of suppert.
I.am suse I:am excessively fond of yeu, I amey ssy passion-
ately :attached to qom, it is quite inepessible you can ever deny
that ; but yet we mauat neither of us ever forget that it is likely
enough I mey mary again, and hawe a #amily ; and in that
case, my dear, much as I love you (and my disposition is
uncommenly affectionate), it will ‘he my beunden duty to
think of myy husband and children, which womld probably
make it necessary for you to go out .as 8 gowerness or teacher
at a schoel.”

« I nmderstand that very well, aunt,” replied Agnes, greatly
comforted by the grespect thus held ont, ““ and that is a great
additional reason far my endeavonring 'to render myrelf fit to
undertake such a situatien. I was gotting on xwery well at
Ewmpton. Will you be g9 vary kind as to let me try to get on
by myself here#”

 Certainlly, Agoes. ...d shall wish to egneourage your
laudable .endeemours ;... .hut d mwat say it was a most
sbominalile whame in that Mmss. Wilmat ot to teach yem
saitm-stitch, which, afiter oll, i¢ the enly really lady-like way
in which 3 young womsen can assist in maimtaiming herself.
Just look at this cellar, Agnes; . ... . the swslin did not cost
sixpence ...... certaisly not more than sixpence, and I'd ven-
ture to ¢ay tthat I eonld mat get the fellow of it in any shop
in Exeter for two guineas. ... It is long befare Fxench, or
Italian either, will bring such & per-wentage as that. . . . Now
listen to me, Agues, befare you @et-4o, upom your stupid
books again. . . . I'll tell you what I am willing to de for
you. I hate teaching 400 muok 4o .aktempt instructing you
myself, but I will pay s woman o .came here to give you
lessons, if yom will tell me truly and sineerely that you shall
be dble to learn it, and fo stick #o it. I am se fond of you,
Agnes, so particularly fond of you, thas I dhonld mot at all
mind keeping you om, even when I am marnied, if yeu will
take dairly and hepestly to this elagant and lady-like em-
ployment, . . . . for 1 should newer have sng AMewey, N Jse

6ay, in dispesing of what yeu did, boyeed Whel L TR W
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for myself and children—that is, provided you bring your-
self to work in this sort of perfectly elegant style. What
d’ye say to it, Agnes?”

“You are very kind, aunt,” replied the terrified girl,
blushing violently, * but indeed, indeed, I am afraid, that as
I have never begun yet, I should find it quite impossible to
bring my stubborn fingers to work as yours do. I never
was particularly clever in learning to work, I believe, and
what you do is so very nice that I could never hope to do any
thing like it.”

“ Perhaps you are right, my dear,....it is not every
woman whose fingers can move as mine do,” replied Mrs,
Barnaby, looking down complacently at the mincing paces of
her needle; . ... “but your hands are not clumsy, Agnes,
rather the contrary, I must say ; and I can’t but think, child,
that if you were to set-to with hearty good-will, and prac-
tise morning, noon, and night, it is very likely you might learn
enough, after a year or two of constant pains-taking, to enable
you to give up all your wearisome books at once and for ever.
That is worth thinking of twice, I promise you.”

‘¢ Indeed, indeed, dear aunt, I never should make any thing
of it!” . ... exclaimed Agnes eagerly; I am sure it is one
of the things that people must begin early, . . . . and I don’t at
all dislike books, . . . . and I would rather go out to teach, if
you please, than work muslin, . . . . for I am quite, quite sure
that I never should do it well, no, not even decently.”

80 much the worse for you, child!.... At any rate, I
have done my duty by offering to have you taught: please to
remember that.”

¢ And may I begin then, aunt, with my books?”

“ And where are you to get books, Miss Agnes? .... Itis
of no use to expect I can buy them, and that you will find
« « + + 1 see already that Silverton is no rule for the rest of the
world as to expense, and that I shall have quite enough to do
with my money without wasting it on trumpery;... . so,
pray, don’t look to my buying books for you, for most as-
suredly T shall do no such thing.”

¢ Oh no, aunt! ....I do no not think of it,—there is
ot the least occasion for such extravagance; you shall see

4ow well I am provided.” And so saying, she ran out of the
Toom, and in a few minutes returned with a small wnd very
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neat mahogany box, which in travelling had been carefully
covered by a leathern case, and which her aunt had suffered
to accompany her unchallenged, because she presumed it to
be the treasury of all “ her best things;” a species of female
property for which the widow had never-failing respect, even
when it did not belong to herself, which was perhaps more
than could be said respecting any other sort of property what-
ever.

Agnes brought this box in with difficulty, for though small,
it was heavy, and when opened displayed to the somewhat sur-
prised eyes of her aunt a collection of tiny volumes, so neatly
fitting their receptacle, as to prove that they must have been
made to suit each other.

“ This was Mr. Wilmot’s present to me, aunt,” said Agnes,
taking out a volume to exhibit its pretty binding.  Was it
not kind of him ?”

¢¢ It looks very extravagant, I think, for 8 man whose wife
keeps school. . . . He must have been sadly puzzled to know
what to do with his money.”

s No, aunt, that was not the reason, for Mr. Wilmot is not
extravagant st all ; but he told me that aunt Betsy, instead of
paying every half year, like other people, insisted upon giving
him the five years’ stipend for me, as well as the money for
my clothes, all at once; and that he had always determined
upon laying out the interest this sum had brought in a present
for me. I think it was very generous of him.”

“ And what in the world have you got there, child? All
grammars and spelling-books, I suppose; .. .. but it's the
most senseless quantity of school books that ever were got
together for one person, I think. ... I see no generosity in
any thing so very silly.”

‘¢ They are not school books, aunt, I assure you.”

““Then what are they, pray? Why do you make such a
mystery about it ?”

“Oh! it's no mystery;....but I did not know....I
will read you the titles, if you please, aunt. Here are Shak.
speare, Milton, Spenser, and Gray:.... these are all my
English books.”’

“ And what are these?”

““ Racine, Corneille, La Fontaine, and Bolesnl

“ What useless trash ! .. . . And these?”
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 Dante, Tasso, and Petrarch; . ... and these six larger
volumes are the € componimenti lirici * of various authers,”

* Oh goodness, child ! . . . . don’t jabber your stupid: schoel
jargon to me. ... There!.... take them all away again; I
can’t very well see how they are to help you make a governess
of yourself: grammars, I should think, and' dictionaries,
would be more to the purpose for that sort of profitable use-
fulness.”

“ And I have got them toe, aunt, in my clothes-trunk ; and
if you- will but be pleased to let me give my time to- it, I am
quite sure that I shall get on very well.”

“Geton! ....geton to what, childp”’

“To reading both French and Italian with- fadility, . .. .
and perhaps to writing both with tolerable correctness.”

“Well, . ... if it will enable you to get your bread one
of these days, I am sure that I don’t wish to hinder it,—so
go to work as soon as you will,—only pray don’t let me hear
any more about it, for I quite hate the sort of thing,—though
of course, my dear, if I was in your situation, I should kmow
it was my duty to think differently. But those whom Pro-
vidence has blessed withi wealth, have a right to-indulge their
taste, . . . . and my taste is altogether that of a lady.”

From this time the aching void in the heart, and almost in
the intellect of Agnes, seemed supplied. Her aunt, when she
did not want her as a walking companion, sufféred Her to go
on reading and scribbling to- her heart’s content, and the more
readily, perhaps, from' its- giving her the air of being still 2
¢hild learning lessons; which- was exactly the footing on
which she wished to keep her, if pessible, for another year or
two, as slie was by no means insensitle to the inconvenience
of having a grown-up niece, while still in the pride of beauty
herself.

In this manner the period allotted for their stay at Exeter
wore away; Mrs, Barnaby’s wardrobe, embroidéry, and all,
was quite ready for display; Betty Jacks, alias Jerningliam,
had learned to look exceedingly like- 2 disreputable yowng
woman, to- run- of errands, and to #on ouf tumbled dresses;
the bright sun of June had succeeded the lovely temperatave
of 2 Devonshire spring, and every thing seemed!to invite the

adventurous widow to a wider field of display. War wfore
&he made this onward movement from wiich. she Yoped w
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srochy. it was nessemavy to apprize her sisterwinelaw, Mrs .
Petars, of her affectionate. intention of passing a'few months
at Chfton, in order to become. acquainted. with hen and: her
family.. The lster by which. this intention was: anmounced
is: 00 charnctemistie of my heroine: to be omitted:.

“ My peamest SsvER;
¢ Undep the dreadful. ealamity that hes fallen upon me, no
idea. has. suggeste the slightest glimpse of comfort to my
widowed: heart but the hope of becoming acquainted with my
lost Barnaby’s sister! Beloved Margaret! . ... So:let me
call you, for so have I been used to hear you called by s !
. .. Beloved Margaret! Let me hope that from you, and
your charming family, I shall find the sympathy and affection
I so greatly need.
¢ Your admirable brother . ... my lost but never-to—be—
forgotten husband: . .. . was as successful as he deserved to
be- in the profession of which he was the bighest ornament,
and left an ample fortune,—the whole of which, as you
know, he bequeathed to me with a confidence and liberality
well befitting the perfect, the matchless love, which united
us. But, alas! my sister, Providence denied us a' pledge of
this tender love, and where then can I so naturally look for
the ultimate possessors of his neble fortane as amongst your
family ? 1 have one young niece; still almost a child, whom
I shall bring with.me to Clifton. " But though I am passion-
ately attached t her, my semse of justice is too strong to
permit my ever sufféiring her claims. to interfere with those
more justly founded.. When we besome better acquainted,
my dearest: Margaret, you will find: that this sense of what. is
right is the rede-and guide of all my astions, and. I trust you
will feel it to be-a.proef of this, that my style and.manner of
living are greatly within my mesns. In fwet, I never ceese
to remember, dear sister, that, thoagh: the widbw of my poor
Barnaby, I am the daughter of the well-born but most unfor.
tunate claegyman of Silverton, who was. obliged: to sell his
Iong-descended! estate: im. consequemce. of the treachery of a
friend who ruined him. Thus, while the high- blood which
flows:in my veins teaches me to. do.what & honoussble, e
srwxpected povertyr which: fell wpon sy own: faxeidy, un
me feel that there:iw mere peak Jigwity in Wving Wil SonuRey
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than in spending what my confiding husband left at my dis-
posal, and thus putting it out of my power to increase it for
the benefit of his natural heirs.

“ This will, I hope, explain to you satisfactorily my not
travelling with my own carriage, and my having no other
retinue than one lady’s maid. Alas!.... itis notin pomp
or parade that a truly widowed heart can find consolation !

“ Let me hear from you, my dear sister, and have the
kindness to tell me where you think I had ‘better drive, on
arriving at Clifton. With most affectionate love to Mr. Peters,
and the blessing of a fond aunt to all your dear children, I
remain, dearest Margaret,

“ Your ever devoted sister,
« MARTHA BARNABY.”

This letter was received by Mrs. Peters at the breakfast--
table, round which were assembled three daughters, one son,
and her husband. The lady read it through in silence, cast
her eyes rapidly over it a second time, and then handed it
over to her spouse with an air of some solemnity, though
something very like a smile passed across her features at the
same moment.

Mr. Peters also read the letter, but not like his lady, in silence.

“ Very kind of her indeed! . ... Poor dear lady! ....
a true mourner, that’s plain enough to be seen. ... . She
must be an excellent good woman, my dear, this widow of
poor Barnaby; and I'm heartily glad she is coming among
us. Your aunt Barnaby’s coming girls, and I hope you'll
all behave so as to make her love you. . ... Is there any
objection, Margaret, to the children’s seeing this letter?*’

¢ None at all,” replied the lady . ... “excepting . .. .”

¢« Excepting what, my dear? .... I am sure it is a letter
that would do her honour any where, and I should be proud
to read it on the exchange. . ... What do you mean by exe
cepting ?”

¢ It is no matter. . . . . The girls and I can talk about it
afterwards, . . . . and James, I think, will understand it very
clearly at once.”

“ Understand it? . .. . to be sure he will. .... I never

read a better letter, or one more easily understood, in Ty Wle..
~~Here, James, read it aloud to your sisters.”
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The young man obeyed, and read it very demurely to the
end, though, more than once, his Iaughing blue eye sent a glance
to lns mother that satisfied her she was right in her estimate
of his acuteness.

 That’s an aunt worth having, isn’t it?” .. . said old Pe-
ters, standing up, and taking his favourite station on the
hearth-rug, with his back to the grate, though no fire was in
it. ... “Now I hope we shall have no airs and graces, be-
cause she comes from a remote part of the country, but that
you will one and all do your best to make her see t.hat you are
worthy of her favour.”

“1 will do all I can to show myself a dutxful and ob-
servant nephew. . . . But don’t you think, sir, that ¢the lady
doth protest too much ? **”

“¢“Oh! but she'll keep her word,” . .. . replied his mother,
laughing.

¢ Keep her word? . ... to be sure she will, poor lady!
She is broken-hearted and broken-spirited, as it’s easy to see
by her letter,” observed the worthy Mr. Peters; “and I do
hope, wife, that you will be very kind to her.”

¢ And where shall I tell her to drive, Mr. Peters? ”

““ To the York Hotel, my dear, I should think.”

“ Do you know that I rather fancy she expects we should
ask her to come here? ”

“No!....Well, that did not strike me. Let me see the
letter again. . . . But it’s no matter ; whether she does or does
not, it may be quite as well to do it; ... and she says she
likes to save her money, poor thing.”

The father and son then set off to walk to Bristol, and Mrs.
Peters and her three daughters were left to sit in judgment
on the letter, and then to answer it.

1 see what you think, mamma,” said the eldest girl, as
the door closed after them ; ¢ you have no faith in this widowed
aunt’s lachrymals ?

““ Not so much, Mary, as I might have, perhaps, if she
said less about her sorrows.”

“ And her generous intentions in our favour, mamma,”
« + « - said the youngest, * perhaps you have no faith in t.hem,
either? ”

% Not so much, Lucy,” said the lady, repeating hex \m&,
“as I might Iuve, perhaps, if she 33id less shout i

1

.
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“«JI hepe you are deceived, sll of you,” said Elizebeth,
the second girl, very solemnly; “and I muat sey I think
it is very shocking to put such dreadful constructions mpon
the conduct of a person you know so little abous.”

T am sure I put no constructions,” replied Maxy; I
only ventured to guess at mammwa's.”

“And I beg to declare that my «ins againas this generens
new relative bave gone no farther,” said Lucy.

 Well, well, we shall see, girls,” said the lively mother.
 Let us all start fair for the loaves and fishes; . . . and now,
Elizabeth, ring the bell, let the breakfast be remeved, and you
will see that I shall reply in a very seber and proper way to
this pathetic communicstion.”

The letter Mrs. Peters composed and sesd to her daughters
was approved even by the sober-inimded and eonsciemtious
Elizabeth ; it contained an obliging offer of accommodation st
their house in Rodney Place, till Mrs. Baraaby sheuld have
found lodgings to suit her, and emded with kind regards from
all the family, and “J bog you to belicve me, your effectionate
sister, Margaret Peters.”

So far every thing prospered with our widow. This imvita-
tion was exactly what she wished, and having answered, ac-
cepted, end fixed the day and probable hour at which it was
to begin, Mrs. Barnaby once more enjoyed the delight of pre~
paring herself for & journey that was to lead her another step
towards the goal she had in view.

CHAPTER XV.

THE l“lli! OF MRS. BARNABY IN MRS. PETERS'S DRAWING-ROOM. —
FAMILY CONSULTATIONS. — ARRANGEMENTS FOR MISS WILLOUGHBY'S
DRESS FOR SOME TIME TO COME, .

Ix ome respect Mrs. Barnaby was considerably more fortunate
than she had ventured to hope, for the ‘clothier,” and the
clotliier's family, hekll a much bigher station in society than
phe hag anticipated. Mr. Peters had for nany years been an
active axl prosperous manufacturer, neither above his business,
zor: hplow-enjoying the ample fortune acquired by it ; Lis wife
was & lively, sgreeable, lady-like woman, formed to be wal
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received by any society that the chances of cemmreree might
have thrown #er into, being sufficiently well educated and suf-
ficiently gifted to do credit 1o the highest, and without any
pretensions which might have caused her either to give or re-
ceive pain, had the chances been sguinst her, she had
become the wife of a poor instead of a rich manufacturer.
The eldest son, who was excellently well calculated to follow
the steps of his lucky father, was already married and settled
at Frome, with a share of the business of which he was now
the most efficient support ; the younger son, who was intended
for the church, was at present at howe for a few months pre-
vious to his commencing term-keeping at Oxford; and the
three daughters, from appearance, education, and manmers,
were perfectly well qualified to £l the situation of first-rate
belles in the Clifton ball-room. Their heuse and its furniture,
their carriage and establishment, were all equally beyond the
widow’s expectations, so that, in shore, a very agreeable sarprisc
awaited her arrival at Clifton.

It was 2 lovely evening of the last weck in Jume, that a
Bristol hackney-coach deposited Mrs. Barnaby, her niece, her
Jerningham, and ker trunks, at No. 4. Rodney Place. The
ladies of the Peters’s family had just left the dinner-table, and
were awaiting their relative in the drawing-room. Let it not
be suppesed that the interesting widow made her enfrée among
them in the dress she had indulged in during her residence at
Exeter ; she was not so thoaghtless ; and so well had poor
Agnes alveady learned to know her, that she felt little surprise
when she saw her, the day before they left that city, draw
forth every melancholy article that she had discarded, and
heard her say, — -

¢ My life passes, Agnes, in a constant watchfulness of the
feelings of others. . ... It was for your sake, dear girl, that
I so early put off this sed attire, and the fear of wounding the
feelings of my dear sister-in-law now induces me to resume
it, for a few days at least, that she may feel I come to find my
first consolation from her !”

80 the next morning Mrs. Barnaby stepped into the stage-
coach that was to convey her to Bristol, with her lilacs, her
greys, and her pink whites all carefully shrouded from sight,
in band-boxes, and herself a perfect model of conjugal woe.

“ Show me to my sister !>’ 2id the widow, s soon e v

12
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had counted all her own packages ; and with a cambric hand-
kerchief, without an atom of embroidery, in her hand, her
voice ready to falter, her knees to tremble, and her tears to
flow, she followed the servant up stairs.

Mrs. Peters came very decorously forward to meet her, but
she was, perhaps, hardly prepared for the very long embrace
in which her unknown sister held her. Mrs. Peters was a
very little woman, and was almost lost to sight in the arms
and the draperies of the widow ; but when at last she was
vermitted to emerge, Agnes was cheered and greatly comforted
by the pleasing reception she gave her; while the young
ladies in their turn (with the exception of the grave and rea-
sonable Elizabeth, perhaps,) submitted rather impatiently to
the lingering and sobbing embraces of their new aunt, as they
had by no means gazed their fill on the lovely creature she
brought with her.

Though there was certainly no reason in the world why the
niece of Mrs. Barnaby should not be beautiful, both Mrs. Peters
and her daughters gazed on her with something like astonish-
ment. It seems as if it were strange that they had not
heard before of what was so very much out of the common
way ; and so great was the effect her appearance produced,
and so engrossing the attention she drew, that Mrs. Barnaby
passed almost uncriticised ; and when the ladies of the family
met afterwards, a female committee in Mrs. Peters’s dressing-
room, and asked each other what they thought of their new
relation, no one seemed prepared to say more of her than. ...
““Oh!....she has been handsome, certainly . ... only she
rouges, and is a great deal too tall. . .. But, did you ever see
80 beautiful, so elegant a creature as her niece ?” Such, with
a few variations, according to the temper of the speaker, was
the judgment of all.

Before this judgmeut was passed upon the new arrivals in
the dressing-room, the aunt and niece had also undergone the
scrutiny of both father and son, who had joined them at the
tea-table.

They, too, had held their secret comuittee, and freely
enough exchanged opinions on the subject.

“ Upon my word, James, she is an extremely fine woman 3
and 1 really never saw any person conduct herself better upon

such an occasion. All strangers, you kuow ; and e, pear

%——-——-
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soul!. ... with her heart breaking to think what she has
lost!. ... really caunot but admire her, and I flatter my-
self we shall all find means to make her like us too. I hope
you agree with me, James, in my notions about her!”

 Oh, dear! yes.... Y am sure I do....a very excellent
person, lndeed T have no doubt of it. . .. But did you ever,
sir, see such a creature as her niece? She scemed to me
something more like a vision —an emanation — than a
reality.”

“ A what, James ?”

¢ I beg your pardon, my dear sir, but 1 believe I have lost
my senses already. Don’t you think, father, I had better set
off for Oxford to-morrow morning ?”

 Good gracious ! no, James. . . . Why should you go away
just as your aunt Barnaby is come, and she having such kind
intentions towards you allp”

“ Very well, sir,” replied the gay-hearted youth ; *if such
be your pleasnre, I will brave the danger, and trust to Pro-
vidence. . . . But, good night, father!....I must say one
word to my sisters before they go to bed” . ... And the pri-
vileged intruder entered his mother’s dressing-room while the
party were still discussing the merits of the new comers.

«"Oh ! here comes James,” exclaimed Lucy, making room
for him on the sofa where she was seated. ¢ That’s delight-
ful! Come, mamma, sit down again . ... let us hear what
this accomplished squire of dames says of her. . . . Do you
think, now, James, that Kattie M‘Gee is the premest girl you
ever saw P’

¢ Prettiest ? —why, yes, pretuest, as contra-distinguished
from most beautiful, — perhaps I do,” replied the young
man, with an ex-cathedrd sort of air; . ... ‘but if you mean
to ask who I think the very loveliest creation ever permitted to
consecrate the earth hy setting her heaven-born feet upon it,
I reply, Miss Agnes Willoughby !”

“ Bravo! . ... That will do,” replied Lucy. ¢ I thought
how it would fare with the puir Scottish lassiec the moment I
beheld this new divinity.” .

“ Poor James! T am really sorry for you this time,” said
his mother, ““ for I cannot give you much hope of a cure from

the process that has hitherto proved a0 successtol. .. .. \ we
no chance whatever of a ¢ fairer ghe’ coming o cantedise, o
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a new flame, the wound inflicted by this marvelous Miss
Willoughby.”

¢ ¢ They jest at scars who never felt a wound !’ ”* exclaimed
the young man fervently . . . . «“ Mary !. . .. Elizabeth!. ...
have you none of you a feeling of pity for me? .. .. Oh!
how I envy you all!. ... for you can gaze and bask in safety
n the beams of this glorious brightness, while I, as my mother
says, am doomed to be scorched incurably !”

“1If you have any discretion, James, you will run away,”
said his eldest sister . . . . “ Her generous aunt, you know, has
declared that she shall never have any of uncle Barnaby's
money ; and if you stay, you may depend upon it that, while
you are making love to the niece I shall be winning the heart
of the aunt, and contrive by my amiable cajoleries to get your
share and my own too of all she so nobly means to bestow
upon us.”

¢ Nonsense, Mary ! . .. . Don’t believe her, James!” .. ..
cried the worthy matter-of-fact Elizabeth.  If you are really
in love with her already, I think it would be a very good
scheme indced for you to marry her, because then Mrs.
Barnaby could be doing her duty to you both at once.”

““Very true, Elizabeth,””. . . . said the mother: “ but you
none of you recollect that while you have been reguling your-
selves with the charms of the young lady, I have been worn

. to a thread by listening to the noble sentiments of theold . . . .
old? .... mercy on me! the elder one. Pray, offer to set
off with them, James, in quest of lodgings as soon as breakfast
is over to-morrow, for I foresee that 1 cannot stand it long.
- +. . And now go away all of you, for ¥ am tired to death.
Good night!. . .. Good night!”

And pow let us see the impression made on the aunt and:
niece by their reception, for, though separate rooms were pre-
pered for them, Mrs. Barnaby did met permit the weary Agnes
to enjoy the supreme luxury of this sofitary apartment till she
had indulged herself with a little gossip.

Mrs. Peters had herself shown Mrs. Barnaby to her room,

- at the door of which she was preparing to utter a final good
night, but was not permitted to escape without another sisterly
embrace, and being held by the hand for some minutes, while

the widow said, —
“ You know not how soothing it is to my feelings esxest

e ——
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Margavet! . . . . you 1hust allow me to eall yon Margaret . . . -
you know not how seothing, how delightfal itis to my feelings,
to lay my head and poor achiug hesrt to rest wnder the roof of
my dear Barnaby’'ssister? . . . . Alas ! notie but those who have
suffored as I have dome can fally understand this. . .. And
yet T so mueh wish yeu to untderstand me, dearest sister ! .. ..
1 »o long to have my heart appreciated by you!....Step in
for one moment, will you?’”. ... And the request was se-
conded by @ gentle pulling, which sufficed to bring the impri-
soned Mrs. Peters safely within the door. . . . . ““1 cansiot part
with you till I have explained a mevement . . . . & rush of sen-
timent, I may call it, —that has come tpon me sinee I estered
this dear dwelling. The time is eome, is fully come, yox know,
when fashion dictates the layimg aside this garb of woe; aud
as my exeellent mother breuglt me wp in all things respect-
fully to fellow the usages of sociesy, I have been struggling to
éo s in the present instance . . . . sad have actually already
furnished myself with a needful change of apparel . . . . never
yet, however, dearest Margaret!”’——and here she prewmsed her
hand&erehief 1o her eyes,—‘“nmever yet have I had tie conrage
to wear it. But, thank Heavert! I now feel strengthened, and
when we meet towmmorrow you shuil see she iwfluence the sigit
of you and your dear family has had wpon m&. Aod now,
goed might, vy sister !, . . . I wild detain you no Jenger. ...
but do explain to your eharming family, desr Margaret | ow
this sudden change i my sppessamce kas been wroughv . ...
Good night! .. . . But where iv Agres? .. .. Peoor love ! she
will not sleep, even in your elegamt mansions, till she has re-
ceived my ing kiss. She perfectly dotes aponme! . ...
‘Will you hawe the kindness to. et har be sent te me ?”
» * . L 3 » "
1a the happiest state of spirits from the conscions skill with
which she had managed thiz imstantsweous chamge of gar-
ments . .. . delighted with the umexpected eclegamer of the
house, and all within it .. .. with her reception, . . . . and,
above all else, with the recollection of the able maawer in which
she had propitiated the favoar of these important relsives by
her letter, the widew rany the beid for her Jermmgham, and
anxiously awaited her arrival smd that ef Wer niece, that she
might indulge a litthe in the happy, homitul veim foek swdled
her bosom,
x4
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¢ Well, my dear,” she broke out, the instant Agnes entered,
¢ T hope you like my brother and sister, and my nieces and my
nephew. . . . Upon my word, Agnes, you are the luckiest girl
in the world! What a family for you to be introduced to, on
a footing of the greatest intimacy too, and that on your very
first introduction into life! They must be exceedingly wealthy
« + « . there can be no doubt of it. I suppose you have seen
a great many servants, Jermngham? ”

- % Oh my !—sure enough, ma’am ! . ... There’s the foot-
man, and the boy, and the coachman.”

« A coachman!” interrupted Mrs. Barnaby ; ¢ they keep a
carriage, then? . ... I really had no idea of it Mydut
Barnaby never told me that ....I wonder at it!...
And well, Jerningham, how many maids are there?”’

« Oh lor ! ma’am, I hardly can tell, for I was tooked to sit in
one room, and there was one, and may be two maids, as bided in
another ; that was the kitchen, I sem, ma’am, and every thing
was 80 elegant, ma’am.”

¢ I dare say it was, Jerningham, . . .. and you must be very
careful to keep up your own consequence, and mine too, in
such a house as this. You understand me, Jerningham: I
have already, you remember, given you some hints. . . .-You
have not forgotten, I hope?” :

“ No, that I haven’t, ma am,” replied the girl ; “and....
I mean to tell 'em . ...” but looking at Agnes. she stopped
short, as it seemed, because she was there.

“ Very well . . .. that's quite right, . ... and I'll give you
these gloves of mine. Mend them neatly to-morrow morning,
and never be seen to go out without gloves, Jerningham. . . .
And now unpack my night-bag, . . . . and you had better just
open my trunk too. Remember to learn the hour of break-
fast, and come to me exactly an hour and a half before. T
shall put on my black satin to-morrow, and my lavender
trimmings. ... You know where to find them all, don’t
you?”

* Yes, ma’am.”

“ Very well, forget nothing, and I will give you that cap
with the lilac bows that I dirtied-out at Exeter. . . . Mercy on
me, Agnes, how you are yawning !”

“ I am very tired, aunt, and I will wish you good night

now, If you please.”
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¢ What! . ... without one word of all you have seen?
Well, you are a stupid girl, Agnes, and that’s the fact. . . .
You find nothing, I suppose, to like or admire in my sister’s
house, or in those delightful, fashionable-looking young
people ? ” .

“ Yes, indeed I do, aunt,...,only I think I am too
sleepy to do justice to them. They are very agreeable, and I
like them very much indeed.”

“ I am glad to hear it, child, . . . . and I hope you will do
your best to make yourself agreeable to them in return, If
you were not such a baby, that young man would make a
capital match for you, I dare say. But we must not think
about that, I suppose. ... And, now you may go;....but
stay one minute. Observe, Agnes, I have explained to my
sister all my feelings about my mourning, and you must take
care to let the young people understand that you keep on with
crape and bombasin some time longer, because you like it best.
* « + . And, by the by, I may as well tell you at once, my dear,
that as you look so particularly well in deep mourning, and
are so fond of wearing it, you had better not think of a change
for some time to come. I am sorry to tell you, my dear, that
I find every thing as I come up the country a vast deal indeed
dearer than I expected, and therefore it will be absolutely
necessary to save every penny I can. Now the fact is, that
my mourning has been taken so much care of, and altogether
8o little worn, that the best gown is very.nearly as good as
new, and the worst has still a deal of wear left in it. So, I
think the best thing we can do, Agnes, is to have both of them
made up to fit you, that is, when yeur own are quite worn
out; ....and my bonnets, too, if I can teach Jerningham to
wash the crape nicely in a little small beer, they will come out
looking quite like new, ....and they are so becoming to
you!....and in this way, you see, my dear, a great many
pounds may be saved.”

¢ Thank you, aunt,” meekly replied Agnes.

“ Well, there’s a good girl, go to bed now, and be sure to
make the young ladies understand that you go on with crape
and bombasin because you like it.”
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CHAPTER XVI.

MARS. PETERS BECOMES UNEASY, BUT CONTRIVES TO ATTAIN HER 0"”!-
~— A PLEASANT WALK BESCOVERED 70 B A GOOD MEANS OF JSAKING A
PARTY OF YOUNG PROPLE ACQUAINTED WITH RACH OTYHER. — MASL
PETERS SHOWS MUCH PROMPTITUDE AND EXPERIENCE IN TAKING
LOBGINGS. — SHE ALSO DISCOVERS THE BEST MODE OF LIONISING &
LADY WHO IS TOO BEAUTIFUL. — ANOTHER COUNTRY WALK IMPROVES

TIHE INTIMACY BETWEEN THE YOUNG LADIES,
\

Tax impressions mutually received over-night were not greatly
changed when the parties met again on the following smoraing,
excepting, indeed, that Mr. Peters was rather surprised at
seeing . the widow loeking so very smart, and so very much
handsomer.
~ The young people could hardly admire Agnes move than
" they had done before, though they confessed that they were
not fully aware of the particulaxr beauty of her hair, or of the
perfect symmetry of her person, till they hiad seen her by day-
light ; but Mrs, Peters pleaded guilty to dislih’ns her affec-
tionate sister quite s much on Tuesday mornimg as she had
done on Monday night ; end as the sun shome brightly she
tock advamtage of this to introdwee the sukject that was de-
cidedly next her heart.

“ You must take care to put this beawtiful day te profit,
Mrs. Barnaby,” said she. “ Of course you have heard of our
woeks and our downs, Miss Willoughby ? and yeu ceuld not
book at them through a more favoursble atmosphere. .. . We
shall have time to take you to oux famous windmill, and so
show you some lodgings too, Mrs. Barnaby, for we Bristel
people never sacrifice business to pleasare. I theught of yeu
Yesterday morning when I saw a bill up at Sion Row . ,..
some of the prettiest lodgings in Clifton, and it will be danger-
ous to put off looking at them, they are so very likely to be
“km-'l

‘Fhe good-natured Mr. Peters felt a greas inclination te say
that there could be no need of lwrry in loeking out fer lodg-
ings, as he should be so very glad to keep the ladies where
they were ; but, though the most perfect harmony (yeal har-

mony) and good feeling existed between Mr. Peters and s

e r—————
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wife, & very salutary understanding also existed, that whenever
she said any thing that he did mot quite comprehend, which
not untrequently bappened, he was neither to eontradict nor
observe upon it till the matter had been inquired into between
them when they were téte-d-téte, upon which cecasions he
always found her as ready to hear as to render reasons, and
it was rare indeed that the conference broke up without their
being of the same mind,

In conformity to this excellent nle the good man seffered
this lodging-hunting expedition to be arramged without offering
any objection, amd ses off on his daily walk to the Bristol ex-
change, with no other observation than that he should leave
James to escort them, 28 he did not think he should find him
a very gay companion if he took him away.

The ladies then. immediately dispersed to bonmes and cloak
themselves, and in & few minutes the whole party, amounting
to seven, all turmed out wpon the bread flagstomes of Rodney
Plaoe, and dividing into three couples, with James hanging on
upon that of which Agnes was one, proceeded, headed by Mre.
Barnaby and Mrs. Peters, towards Sion Row.

Before they reached ‘it, however, James called a cvancil
with his eldest sister and Miss Willoughby, upon the necessity
of 80 very lawge a party all going 1o Jook for lodgings.

“ Would it mot be better, Mary,” said the young man, * for
us to take Miss Willoughby to the down ? The others ean
follow ¥f they like it, you know, and we shall be sare ¢ meet -
them ceming back.”

“ Very well, then, tell mamma so, wilt yoa ?"* repled the
young lady, turning off in the direction indicated.

The message cmhved the elder ladies to stop; Mrs. Peters
Jooked very much as if she did not like ker share in the divi-
sion, but, after 8 moment’s hesitation, she goed-trameuredly
nodded amsent, and walked om, Elizabeth (who in her heart
believed Mru. Barnaby was the kindest person in the world,
because she said so) joiming the elder ladies, and the four
others striking off towards the beautiful rising grownd on the
right.

‘There is a sort of free-masoury among yowng people which
s mever wought into actien till the elders are out of the way,
and i was probsbly for this resson that Agpnes FON et

acquaimted with her eompsnioms, Yefore they Yed yuwesd



124 THE WIDOW BARNABY.

their walk for half an hour, than all the talk of the preceding
evening, or that of the breakfast-table, had enabled her to
become. ' Something, too, might have been effected in the way
of familiarity by an accident arising from the nature of the
scenery upon which they paused to gaze. On reaching the
windmill, and looking down upon the course of the Avon,
winding its snake-like path at their feet, with the woods ot
Leigh, rich in their mjdsummer foliage, feathering down on
one side, and rocks of limestone, bright in their veins of red
and grey, freshly opened by the quarrying, rising beautifully
bold on the other, Agnes stood wrapt in ecstasy. All she had
yeot seen of nature had been the flowery meads and blooming
apple orchards of the least romantic part of Devonshire; and
though there was beauty enough in this to awaken that love of
landscape which is always one of the strongest feelings in a
finely-organised mind, she was quite unprepared for the sort
of emotion the scene she now beheld occasioned her. B8he
pressed forward before her companions, and, utterly unmindfual
of danger, leaned over the verge of the giddy precipice till
young Peters, really alarmed, seized her by the arm and drew
her back again. Tears were in her eyes, and her face was as
pale as marble. :

“ My dear Miss Willoughby !” said Mary, kindly, ¢ the
precipice has made you giddy,. . . . I do believe, if James had
not seized you, that you would have fallen !”

“ Oh! no, no,” replied Agnes, shaking her head, while a
bright flush instantly chased the paleness, “ I do assure you I
was not in any danger at all . . . . only I never saw any thing
so beautiful before.”

“ Let us sit down,” said Lucy. ¢ There is no dampness
whatever, It is almost the first day of real summer, and the
air is delicious. Is it not beautiful here, Agnes?” -

A look of gratitude, and almost of affection, was the answer ;
and as the little party sat together, inhaling that most delicious
of essences which the sun draws forth when herbs and flowers
are what he shines upon, with a lovely landscape around, and
each other’s fair young faces and blithe voices beside them,
was it wonderful that the recent date of their acquaintance
should be forgotten, or that they laughed, and chatted, and

looked about, and enjoyed themselves, with as much gaiety and
&s little restraint as if they had known each ofher for yearat
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They were all very happy, and a full hour passed unheeded
as they amused themselves sometimes with idle talk, some-
times with listening to the reverberating thunder that arose
from the blasting of the rocks below them, and sometimes by
sitting silent for a whole minute together, pulling up handfuls
of the fragrant thyme with which their couch was strewed.
They were all very happy, but none of the party had any
notion of the happiness of Agnes. It was the first moment of
real positive enjoyment she had tasted since she left Empton,
and a feeling like renewed life seemed to seize upon her senses.
Without reasoning about it, she had felt, during the last few
months, as if it were her fate to be unhappy, and that all she
had to do was to submit; but, to her equal delight and
astonishment, she now found that nobody ever was so much
mistaken, for that she was one of the most particularly happy
people in the world, wanting nothing but sun, sweet air, and
a lovely landscape, to make her forget that such a thing as
sorrow existed; and the only thought that threw a shadow
upon the brightness of her spirit, was that which suggested
that she must have been very wicked to have doubted for a
moment the goodness of God, who had formed this beautiful
world on purpose to make people happy.

But though every moment of such an hour as this seems to
leave its own sweet and lasting impression on the memory the
whole is soon gone ; and when Mary, with the wisdom called
for by being the eldest of the party, jumped up, exclaiming that
they had quite forgotten their appointment to meet her mo-
ther on the down, Agnes roused herself with a sigh, as if she
had passed through a momentary trance.

They met the rest of their party, however, though the
order of the meeting was changed, for it was our young set
who encountered the others on their return, after a ramble of
half a mile or so towards the turnpike, which it is probable had
not been enlivened by any such raptures as those felt by Agnes.

The two parties now joined, and the conversation -was ge-
neral, not very lively perhaps, but by no means devoid of
interest to Agnes, who had fallen so heartily in love with St.
Vincent’s rocks, as to make her hear of being fixed for some
time in their neighbourhood with.the greatest delight.

 Well, ma’am, have you seen any lodgings that you liked 2"
said the eldest Miss Peters to Mrs. Barnaly.

~
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¢ Yes, my dear Mary, I have, indeed,” replied the widow ;
¢ thanks to your dear kind mamua, who has really been imde.
fatigable. Cliftcn seems exceedingly full, 1 think, and § am
not sorry for it, for my poor dear Agnes rselly wants a little
change to rousc her spirits. . . . That moeruing habit that she
%0 delights in is, I am sorry to say, but too just a type of
her disposition.”

The brother and sisters, who had so lately shared in the gay
hilarity of Agnes’s laughter, exchanged glances, but said no-
thing, while she hereelf blushing, and half laughing again at
the same recollection, changed the subject by saving, —

< And have you taken lodgings, aunt ? "’

“ Yes, my dear, 1 have....small but very delightfmd
lodgings in 8ion Row . ... the very Row, Agnes, that yeu
heard my dear sister mention this morning as so desireble !
« . . .and which we quite despaired of getting at first, for theve
appeared to be all sorts of difficulties. But,” turning to
Mrs. Peters, ¢ you seem to understand all these things, Mar.
garet, 80 admirably well! You made the good woman de
exactly what you pleued « « « So clever, . . . . and so like your
poor dear brother!....”

‘ My poor dear brother must have been wonderfully
changed if he ever showed himself half so self-willed!”
thought the conscious Mra. Peters, who had certainly used
something like bribery and corruption to remove all difficulties
in procuring for her sister-in-law spartments, which must by
agreement be entered upon the following day.

“ But you have got them, aunt, at last?. . . . I am 20 glad
of it! .. .. for I think Clifton the most beautiful place X ever
saw in my life.”

¢ Falling in love with the young men, that is qmte elear,”
thought the active-minded widow.

A fresh return of happiness awaited Agnes on ne-eltenng
the house. Lucy threw her wraps aside and sat down to the
piano-forte: she played prettily, and sang, too, well enough
to delight the thirsty ears of Agnes, who had mever heard a
note, excepting at the cathedral at Exeter, since she had left her
school. The evident pleasure which her performance gave to
her young auditor encouraged the good-natured Lucy to pre-
ceed, and, excepting during an interval occupied by eating

sandwiches for luncheon, she continued to play and sing Wk
three o'clock,
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Though by ne means one of those performsrs who iike to
keep the instrument whelly to themselves, it never occusred to
her to ask Agnes to play. There was something se childishly
eager in the delight with which she listened, that Lucy fancied
it was the wovelty of the thing that 30 captivated her astention ;
and with something of that feeling, perhaps, against which
her father had warned them all, and which leads young ladies
at Clifton to favey that young ladies in Devonshire must be
greatly behind-hand in all things, she somebaw or other took
it for granted that it was very unlikely Agunes Willoughby
should bave learmed to play or sing.

When the tisae.pisce on the chimney struck three, there
scemed t0 be a general mevement among the Peters family,
indicative of amother sonsie.

““ 1 suppeie you walk sgain, mother?” said the young
man. .
“ 1 suppase %0, James. I dare say Mrs. Barnaby will like
to go to the library and put ber namea dewa at the xoorus.”

“Oh yes!.,..[ shall, indeed, .. .. for poor Agnes’s
sake!....” :

. Very well ; that ia 3}l quite right. ... You and I are
smart enough, Mrs. Barnaby, but I suppose the girls will
choose to caange thair walking bonwets for honnets fer the
walk, and we must wait for thega. Here are all the annuals,
I believe, . . . . and I am deep. in this review.”

So saying, M. Peters threw aside her shawl, seated herself
in a low hee-hive that just fisted her littte person, and * hap-
pified ” hexself with a biting article in the Quarterly.

Mrs. Barnaby smilingly turned to the piles of pretty hooks
that deeerated the loo-table ; but hardly had the young ladies
disappeared, and Mrs. Peters occupied herself, than she rose,
and silently glided out of the roosa.

Agnes had no better bonnet to put on than the one she had
already displayed, but she ran up stairs with the other girls,
because one of them had put out a hand inviting her to do so,
and it was therefore to one of their ooms she went, instead of
her own: another step this, and a very considerable one too,
towards intimaey between young ladies; for few things pro-
duce a more genial flow of talk than the being surrounded by
a variety of objects in which all parties take a commwn in-
terest,
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Had Mrs, Barnaby been upon this occasion a little lem
humble-minded in her estimate of her own charms, it would
have been better for her; but, unfortunately, a restless spirit
within whispered to her that she was not quite beautiful
enough for the * walk,” and the ¢ library,” and the ¢ rooms,”
and it was to refresh her rouge a little, that she followed the
young ladies up stairs.

Now her rouge had been decidedly sufficient before, and,
moreover, after she had touched up her bloom to the point she
deemed to be the most advantageous, it struck her that her
lavender and black bonnet and plumes looked sombre, and
would be rendered infinitely more becoming by introducing
among the blonde beneath a few bright blossoms of various
colours ; so that, when she re-entered the drawing-room, she
looked precisely like a clever caricature of what she had been
when she left it, — the likeness not lost, but all that touched
upon the ridiculous or outré brought out and exaggerated.

Mrs. Peters looked up as she entered, and gave her ome
steady glance, then rose from her chair and rang the bell.

The young people were all seated in array, waiting for the
widow’s re-appearance as a signgl to depart, and all- rose
together as she entered ; but they had yet longer to wait, for
Mrs. Peters, after ringing the bell, quietly reseated herself,
and prepared to resume her book, saying, —

““ Upon second thoughts, dear friends, I think we shall do
better if we order the carriage, and take Mrs. Barnaby and
Miss Willoughby to Bristol. The library and all that will be
within five minutes’ walk of their lodgings, and as they leave
us to-morrow, it will be making better use of our time to go
to Bristol to-day.” At this moment a servant entered and
the determined little lady, without waiting to hear any
opinions on her proposal, desired to know if the coachman was
in the house.

“ Yes, ma’am,” was the reply.

¢ Then tell him to bring the carriage round as quickly as
he can.... You may give Miss Willoughby another song,
Lucy, in the interval. I want you, Mary, in my room for a
moment.” . ... And Mrs. Peters left the room followed by
her eldest daughter.

“ Have I puzzled you, Mary?” said she, laughing, and

closing the door of the dressing-room as soon ss toey Wwd
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entered it. . . . “ Don’t think me whimsical, child, but upon
my word I cannot undertake to parade that painted and
plumaged giantess through Clifton. I will sacrifice myself
for a two hours’ purgatory, and listen with the patience of a
martyr to the record of her graces, her virtues, and her dignity,
but it must be in the close carriage. I always prefer per-
forming my penances in private. Elizabeth evidently believes
in her, and I really think admires her beauty into the bargain ;
go she had better go with us, for I presume, Mary, you have
no wish to be of the party ?”

“Oh yes, I will eertamly go, if Agmes does. ... But,

mamma, I hope you wo’n’t take a fancy against our being a great
deal with Miss W:lloughby. I will agree in all you may
choose to say against this overwhelming aunt Barnaby, but it
would grieve me to be rude to her charming niece. She is, I
do assure you, the very sweetest creature I ever made ac-
quaintance with.”
' ¢« Tt is evident that you have taken a great fancy Jor her,
« « - - and, upon the whole, it is a fancy that does you honour,
for it clearly proves you to be exempt from the littleness of
fearing a rival. . . . There is not a single girl in the neigh-
bourhood that can be compared to her in beauty—I am quite
ready to acknowledge that;....but you must excuse me,
Mary, if I doubt the possibility of my sympathiting with you
in your general and unqualified admiration of a young ladr
brought up by my portentous sister Barnaby.”

“But Agnes Wﬂloughby was mnot brought up by her,
mamma .... quite the contrary. .. . You laugh, mamma,
butIdoassureyou....

“ 1 laugh at your ¢ quite the contrary,” which means, I sup-
pose, that she has been brought down by her ; and you will be
brought down too, my dear, if you suffer you.rself to be identi-
fied with her and her rouge in public.”

¢ Identified with Mrs. Barnaby ? . . . . I'am quite sure that
I do not like her at all better than you do; and I will make
myself into a porcupine, and set up my quills at her whenever
she comes near me, if you wish it ; but then, on your side, you
must promise” . ... and the young lady took her mother’s
hand very coaxingly . . . . “ you must promise to take the
trouble of talking'a little to Agnes . . .. will yout™

“Yes, I will, if I have an opportunityj....=d \ ==

X
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sure, if she is good for any thing, I pity her. . . . Now, then,
lat us go down again, and you shall see how well ] will
‘behave.”’

Before they reached the drawing-room, however, Mary
Peters had conceived a project of her own. S8he knew what
sort of a drive it would be when her mother was ““ behaving

well” to a person she disliked, and she instantly addressed.s
whispered request to Agnes that she would stay at home, and
chat, instead of going to Bristal.

«If I may!”. ... replied Agnes, colouring with plm
at the proposal ; but the yoke upon her young neck was far
fcom being as easy a ane as that by which Mrs. Peters guided
her daughters, and she felt 8o much doubt of obtaining per-
mission if ehe asked it herself, that she added, « Will yon ask
for me ?”

Mrs. Barnaby,” said her coursgeous fiend, * you must
d> without your niece during your drive, if you _Pplease, for she-
is goiug to look over my portfolios.”

“You are excessively kind, my dear Mary!” yeplied the
benign Mrs. Barnaby, too well satisfied at displaying herself in
her beloved sister’s carriage to care three straws what becamag of
her niece the while. “J am "sure Agnes.can newer be suf-
ciently grateful for all your kindness.”

The delighted Agnes mah.ndyd-embmauadhemdf of .ol
out-of-deor appurtenances, and Lucy, without saying a2 meoxd
about it, quietly did the same. The .carriage was announcag
the radiant widow stalked forth, Mrs. Peters took Elisaleth
by the arm, and followed her, shiking her head reproachfmlty
at Lucy as she passed her, and the young.man escorted ther
down stairs ; but having placed them in the carriage, he de- -
clined following them, saying, —

“ I dare say my father will be glad-of the drive home, for
it is quite hot to-day. — You will he sure to find him at the
Exchange Coffee-heuse if you get there by half-past four. . . .
A pleasaut ride ! . . . . Good morning ! ” and the next moment
he joined the bappy ftrio in the drawing-room.

“ And what shall we do with ourselves?” said he. “Wonld
Miss Willoughby like to promenade among the beaux and
helles? Or will she let us keep her all to ourselves, and take

another delightful country walk with us? Which do you vote
Zor, Miss Willoughby.”
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“¢ Eor the wountry walk, decidedly,” she replied.

4 iiven let us go down'by the zig.asg, and walk under the
rocks,” said Lucy ; and in.asother minute they were en reuts
for that simgular and (despite the vuile colour of the water)
.soost. beaetiful rivenspath,

llhagoy-cntofthxsuominmhlemmlesstodgnmA
than that of the firet ; for, if the newness of theacenery was.past, .
the newness of her companions - was past 100 ; and she -guffered
herself to talk, with all the open freedom of youth and inme-
eence, of her past life, upon which Mary, with very friendly
=kill, contrived &0 guestion her ; for she 'was greatly bent upon
disoovering. the source .and ocanse -of .the widely different tone
»f mind which her acuteness bad -discovered between Mrs. Bav-
naby and her protegée. This walk fully sufficed to-explain it ;
forthough Agmesweuld .have shrusk into impenetrable reserve
shad she been guestioned abowt her aunt Barnaby, she opened her-
heart joyfilly tomll inquiries rempecting Empton, and the beloved
Wilmots ; nor was-she avesse, when asked if Mrs. Bamaay
had placed her with these very delightful people, to expatiate-
upon the eccentric character of her half-known aunt Betsy.
On the contrary, this was a subject upon which she loved to-
dwell, because it puuled her. The.one single visit she had
made to Miss Compton in her bower, with the simple but de-

dicious ‘vepast which dollowed it.... . ..4he -old lady’s rearked.
Simdness to herself,  her ‘mystericusly rede- mamer %o her-sant
Martha, . . . . the ‘beauty of her bower, the prettiness o her-
Tittie patlour, had. all léft a sort of vague and romantic im-
pression upon her miud, which no subsequent interviews had.
#mimed. %0 ‘render more intelligible. And all this she told,.antl
mwias 1t “the ‘fact :that it was this.sanse dear, strange, varisble-
ssme Gompton, ‘'who had placed -her in :the care :of .Mrs.
Willmet.

4+ Niss -Gempton of Compton Basett,” repeated Mary;
“timtis 2 mighty pretty aristocratic designation. Your aunt
Se-yusmold:pmm of isrge fortune, I presume?’”

“ Why we, 1 don't believe she is ; mdeed my sunt Bar
asby seys she is very poor, but that she might have been &
.great.deal richer had she not given 0 much of her property to
the poer ;.. . ... bst'J wish I knew something more of her.. ..
I.cennot .help ghinking that, with il her oddities, 1 danld

Jike ir-rvery much., There is.one thing very sty SRR
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her,” she added musingly, “ she is quite deformed, quite
crooked, and yet I think she is one of the most agreeable-
looking persons I ever saw in my life.”

¢ She has a handsome face, perhaps? *’ said Lucy.

“ No, I believe not. She is very pale, and her face is small,
and there is nothing very particular in her features; but yet,
somehow or other, I love dearly to look at her.” .

¢ The force of contrast, perhaps ? ” whispered James to his
eldest sister.

“ No doubt of it,” she replied.

And thus they walked and talked, till it was quite time to
turn back ; and though their pace was somewhat accelerated, it
was as much as they could do to get home in time to dress
for their six o'clock dinmer.

But the walk was not only agreeable, but profitable to Agnes,
for at the end of it Miss Peters felt fully prepared to give s
reason for her confidence relative to the cause of the dissimi,
larity between Mrs. Barnaby and her niece.

CHAPTER XVII.

MRS, BARNABY TAKES POSSESSION OF HER LODGINGS, AND SETS ABOUT
MAKING HERSELF COMFORTABLE. — SHE OPENS HER PLANS A LITTLE
TO AGNES, AND GIVES HER SOME EXCELLENT ADVICE. — THE COMFORT
OF A MIDSUMMER FIRE. — THE APARTMENT OF AGNES SET IN ORDER.
—— A LECTURE ON USEFULNESS. — VIRTUOUS INDIGNATION.

Tax following morning Mrs. Peters took care, without being
particularly rude, that a movement of some activity ¢ to

the parting guest,” should be perceptible in her household.
Mr. Peters took a very kind leave of both ladies at breakfast,
and expressed a very friendly wish of being useful to them
as long as they should remain at Clifton ; but his judicious
lady, who generally knew, without any discourtesy, how to
make him perceive that his first impressions were somewhat
less acute than her 6wn, had pointed out to him a few pecu-
ligrities in Mrs. Barnaby, which he certainly did not approve.
‘The principal of these, perhaps, was that of her rouging
which for some time he steadfastly refused to believe, declaving

&bat her complexion was the most beautiful he ever saw ; Wt .
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when, his examination being sharpened, he could withhold his
belief no longer, he ingenuously confessed he did not like it,
and allowed that, though he thought it would be great folly to
lose the fine fortune she had promised them, on that account,
he certainly thought he should feel more comfortable when
the rouge pots were all gone into lodgings, because they were
articles he did not wish to put in the way of his girls.

As soon as Mr. Peters had taken his leave, the footman was
very audibly instructed to order a porter to come for Mrs.
Barnaby's luggage ; “ And let it be before the hall dinner,
Stephen, that William may be able to walk beside the things,
and see that none of them are dropped by the way.”

And then Mrs. Barnaby was very kindly asked if she would
not like to send her maid to see that a fire was lighted in the
drawing-room, and that any thing she wanted for dinner might
be ordered in? .... And then the thoughtful Mrs. Peters
proposed, after Betty Jacks had been gone about an hour, that
James should go to the lodgings, and that they should not set
off themselves till he came back and gave notice that every
thing was ready and comfortable. /

In short, Mrs. Barnaby, her niece, her mmd and all their
travelling baggage, were safely deposited at No. 1. Sion Row,
before the clock struck three.

The widow looked about her when she first got into her
own drawing-room very much as if she did not know how she
got there. She was puzzled and mystified by the tactics of
Mrs. Peters. Delighted beyond all bounds of moderation in
finding the family so infinitely higher in station than she had
anticipated, her first idea, on perceiving what 8 land of milk
and honey she had fallen into, was to exert all her fascinating
talents to enable her to stay there as long as possible. But the
conviction that this scheme would not take, came upon her, she
hardly knew how. She had not the slightest inclination to per-
suade herself that the ‘“dcar Margaret” was otherwise than civil
to her, yet she felt as if she was to be kept in order, and neither
g0, nor stay, except as she might receive permission ; but, finally,
she contrived to heal the wound her vanity had thus received
by believing that Mrs. Peters’s high fashion, and superior
knowledge of life, naturally rendered her manners unlike any
she had hitherto been acquainted with, and. consequently Wk
she might occasionally mistake her meaning,

x 3
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Upon the whole, however, she began her Clifton campaign
in very good spiritsi. The Peterses must be extremely usefal
acquaintance, and might be safely boasted of any where an desr:
and near relations. This was very different from arriving, as
she had done, at Exeter, without a chance of making a single
acquaintance besides her. dress-maker. Moreover, she had
got through the difficulty of throwing off her weeds admi-
rably; she had managed matters so that the dress of Agnes
should be perfectly respectable, and yet cost her nothing for
a twelvemonth ; she had just received a quarter’s incoma
without any dedaction, and, to.crown all,, “sh® never was.iw
“better looks in her life.”

Short, then, was the interval of discomfort that kept.her
inactive on first entering her lodgings. . “ It was not.quite
such a drawing-room as that of Mrs. Peters, to be sure, but. it
was the most fashionable part of Clifton ; and with her man.
agement, and admirable- ways of contriving things, she.should

- soon make it extremely lady-like.”’

¢ Well, now then we must set to work, Agnes,” . . ... she
said, drawing off her gloves.  Come, Jerningham, you mnst
not stand looking out of the window, child ; there is an im-
mense deal to do before-we can be:comfortable.. And the first
thing will be to get all the trunks.up, those:that came: by the
waggon, and those that came with us.”

“ Then I'm sure;,. mailam,” replied the waitingm-maid, * L
don’t know where you’ll find room to put 'em.”

¢ They must all. be brought in here, Jerningham, to beginy;:
.and.when I have got all. my own things unpacked, we must see
how we shall be.off abeut drawers, and closets, and pegs, and.
-all that; and then the empty trunks and boxes must be carried

“into your garret, Jerningham, or into that little room inside
mine, that I mean. to give up to-Agnes.”

“To me; aunt? .... How very kind!” exclaimed her
‘niece, delighted beyond measure:at the. idea-of. some place, no.
matter what, where she might be.alane. ’

“Yes, my dear. . ... You. have not seen the rooms yet ;.
-come with me Agnes, while Jerningham goes down about the.
trunks, and I will show you our apartments.”

¢ But what am 1 to do then, ma’am, about the trunks?”’

said Betty Jacks in a fit of despair ; ¢ Tm sure 1 can’t camry.
em up any how,”

b
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# Then ack the people of the house to help you.”

“ Why, there* a-only-the old lady and one maid, ma’ m, and
3'm sure they eaw’t and' they wo'n’e.”

Mys, Barnaby meditated for a moment, amd” then drew out
her purse. ** Here is sixpence, Jerningliam :* go to the next
‘pablic-house, and hire s'man to bring up my boxes. P is
immensely expemsive, Agnes, this' moving about; and we really
must be very earefal! . ... Of course, my dear, yow do not
want any dimmer after the Rodney Place lunclieon P ¥ took
-care to tuke'a couple of glasses of witee-ox purpose; and you
should remember, my dear, that I have every earthly thing' to
pay for you, and never neglect an opportunity of sparing me

. when yoa esm After we have done oumr unpacking we can
dress, and go out' to- the - pastry-ceok’s— there' is herdly any
'thmg I.like: better than cakes — and you' can lave'a blscu(t
‘you know, if you should want any thing before tea™

‘Bhe majestic lady then led the way to-their ‘ apartments,™
-which: consisted of 8 small bed-room behind tNe drawing-
room, and & very small eloset, with a little campebed’ behind
that. .

“ Here, nyy dear, is the room I intend for yow. Fris;, I
believe, generally used for a servant, but I have-been:at the
expense of hiring a garret for Jerningham on purpose: that you
might have the comfort of this. In fact, that bed of nrine is
not larger then I like for myself, and the bawu's‘ and alP that,
are: not. at all more thaw I shall want; so remember if* you
please, mot to let any single article of 'yours, great or small, be
«ever seen in my room : I shall be puagied encugli, F amy sure,
as it is, to find room for my own things. You Huve-a great
advantage over me, theve, Agnes; . ... that faney of yours
for keeping yourself in- deep mourning' makes it so’ easy for
you to find space enough for every thing.”

““ Oh yes!” replied Agnes joyfully, ‘*every thing shall be
put into the closet. What very pleasant lodgings these are,
aunt ... . ..sx much better than those at Exeter! ¥t is such a
niee closet this, and ¥ am so much obliged to you for giving-
it up to me!”

I shall be llwayl- ready to make sacrifices for you, Agnes,
sb long: as you.continue to behave well. Here come some of
the boxes. ...now then, yov. mrust kneel. down and- hetQ Uy
unpack them.”

K 4
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It was a long and a wearisome task that unpacking, and often
did Agues, as the sun shone in upon them while they per-
formed it, think of her pleasant walks with her new friends,
and long to breathe again the air that blew upon her as she
stood on the top of 8t. Vincent’s rocks.

Mrs, Barnaby, on the contrary, was wholly present to the
work before her ; and though she waxed weary and warm
before it was completed, her spirits never flagged, but ap-
peared to revive within her at every fresh deposit of
that she came upon, and again and again did she call upon
Agnes and Jerningham to admire the skill with which she
had stowed them.

At length the work was done, and every disposable corner
of her room filled ; under the bed, over the bed, in the drawers,
and upon the drawers, not an inch remained unoccupied by
some of the widow’s personalities.

It was by this time so late that the cake scheme was given

up, and the drawing-room being restored to order, the two
ladies sat down to tea, It was then that Mrs. Barnaby’s
genius displayed itself in sketching plans for the future: she
»ad learned from Mrs. Peters and the simple-minded Eliza-
beth, during their drive to and from Bristol, all particulars
respecting the Clifton balls, and, moreover, that the Peters
family seldom failed to attend them

¢ This will be qmte enough to set us going especubly.
people that come in their own carriage must have influence.
I trust that those stupid humdrums, the Wilmots, gave you
some dancing lessons, Agnes?”

¢ Yes, aunt.” .

“You are always so short in your answers, you never tell
me any thing. Do you think you could get through a quad-
rille without blundering ?

““Yes, I hope so, aunt.”

“ Remember, if you can’t, I shall be most dreadfully angry,
for it would destroy all my plans entirely.—1I mean, Agnes,
that you shall dance as much as possible ;—nothing extends
one’s acquaintance among young men so much. I am not quite
sure myself about dancing. I don’t think I shall do it here,
on account of dear Margaret . . . . perhaps she might think it
too soon, I shall probably take to cards; that's not a bad
way of making acquaintance either ; but in all things remem=
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ber thst’ you play into my hands; and whenever you have a
new partner, remember that you always say to him, ¢ You
must give me leave to introduce you to my aunt’ . . . . Do

you hear me, Agnes ? ”
“ Yes, aunt,” replied the poor girl with an involuntary
sigh. :

“ What a poor stupid creature you are, to be sure !*’ re-
turned Mrs. Barnaby in a tone of much displeasure. * What
in the world can you sigh for now, just at the very moment
that I am talking to you of balls and dancing? I wish to
Heaven you were a little more like what I was at your age,
Agnes! Be 50 good as to tell me what you are sighing for ? *

“ I don’t know, aunt ; I believe I am tired.” :

“ Tired? . . . . and of what, I ghould like to know? Come,
come, let us have no fine lady airs, if you please ; and don’t
look as if you were going to cry, whatever you do. There is
nothing on earth I dislike so much as gloom. I am of a very
cheerful, happy temper myself, and it’s perfect misery to me
to see any body look melancholy. . . . I declare, Agnes, I am
as hungry as a hound ! . ... I don’t like to ring for Jerning-. °
ham again, she looked so horridly cross ; and I wish, my dear,
you would just toast this round of bread for me. Mrs. Peters
was quite right about the fire . . . . it is such a comfort ! and
coals are so cheap here.... Let me stir it up a little.. ..
there, now it’s as bright as a furnace ; you can just kneel down
in the middle here upon the rug.”

Agnes obeyed, and after some minutes’ assiduous applica~
tion to the labour imposed, she presented the toasted bread, her
own fair face scarcely less changed in tint by the operation.

“ Gracious me, child! what a fright you have made of
yourself !. . . . you should have held the other hand up before
your face. You are but a clumsy person, I am afraid, at most
things, as well a8 at satin-stitch. Will you have some more tea,
my dear?” . ... draining, as was her habit, the last drop into
her own cup before she asked the question, and then extending
her hand to that genial source of hospitality, the tepid urn.

“ No more, thank you, aunt. . . . I will go now, if you
please, and take all my things out of your way.... and I
shall make my closet so comfortable ! .. ..”

* ¢ J dare say you will. But stay a moment, Agpes: ¥ Yo
find you have more room than you want, 30 put my twe bk
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‘bonnet-boxes somewhere or other among your things, so ths
1 can get at them . . . . so that Jerningham can get at them, I
mean, easily.”

« I will, if I can, aunt, but I am afraid there will lusdlybe
room for my chair. However, you shall come and ses; if you
please, yourself, and then you will be the best judge ; butk
will go first, and get every thing in order.”

“Very well, then, Agnes, you may tell Jerningham to s
parate every thing like mourning from my things, and.give it
all w you. Andyou must contrive, my dear, to cut and make
up every thing to fit yourself, for I really can be at me ex-
pense sbout it. It is perfectly incredible how money goes in
‘this part of the country, so different from our dear Silverton!
« « . . However, I will not grumble about it, for I consider it
quite my duty to bring you out into: the. world, and I knew. well
enough before I set out that it could not be done for nothing: .
But it is a sort of self-devetion I shall never complain.of,
if you do. but turn out. well.”

Agnes was standing while this affectionate speach wae
spoken, and haewing quietly waited for its conclusion, agsim
uttered her gentle-* thank you, auut,” and retired to. llll"
the longed-for paradise of her little closet.

Darkness. overtook her before she had fully completed her
task but, perhaps, she wilfully lingered over it, for it h’-
ber aloue, and permitted her bright and innocent uplnt to in-
‘dulge itself by recalling all the delight she hed felt in. leoldng
down upon the bold and beautiful scenery of the Avom, and
she. blessed Heaven for the fund of happiness she was now com-
scious existed within her, since the power of loeking out.upens
nature seemed sufficient to. produce a joy great. emeugh to
make her forget aunt Barnaby, and every thing else that guve-
her pain. A part, too, of her hours of light, was spemt in-:
opening more thau one of her dear little volumes to seek. for:-
some remembered description of scenery which she thought.
would be more intelligible to her now than heretofore ; snd as
Spenser happened to fall into her bands, it was no great won-
der if his flowery meads and forests drear tempted her onwards
till she *most lost herself among them.

At length, however, she had done all that she thought ﬂc
could do.towsrds giving a closet the appesrance of a roem ;

and having stowed her tiny looking-glass out of the wuy, andl.
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' pens, ink, and & book or two, on the rickety little table
#ts stead, she looked rownd in' the dusky twilight with infi.
alee satisfaction, and thought, that were she quite sure of
taking a long country-walk about three times a week with the
Reterses, she should be: very, very happy, let every thing-else
g0 on as it mright,

Having come to this satisfactory conclusion (for a walk
tiree times & week was an indulgence she might reasonably
hepe- for), she- east one: fond look roend upem her dark but
dear solitude, ared then went to rejoin her aunt ir the drawing.
room;, and ammounce its state of perfection-to her. She found
her- sented- a4 the open window.

“ 'What have you beep about, Agnes, all this time ? ” she
said.  “¢ It is lucky that my cheerful; happy temper, does not
mzke solitede as dreadful to me as it is to most people; or I
should' be badly off, living with you. You ave but a stwpid;
moping sort of a bedy, my dear; I must say, or you would
have guemsed that there was mere to see at the front of the
house than at the back of it. T declare-I never saw such a
delightfol window as this in mry life. You would never be-
lieve what a mall there hus beew here from the moment I took
my place till just now, that it's got almost dark; ... . and
even now, Agnes, if yow will come here,” . . . . she added.in a
whisper, . . . . “ but don't speak . . . . you may see one couplé
left, and lovers they are, I'll be bound for them .. .. Here,
stand here by me.”

¢ No, thank you, aunt,”” said: Agnes; retreating; “I don’t
want to see them, and 1 think it is more comfortable by the
h."

“ You dam’t choose to spoil sport, I suppose; . ... but
dorr't be such & fool, and pretend to be wiser than your betters,
Come here; I say ; you shall take one peep, I am deternvined.”

And as this determination was enforced by a tolerably strong
pull, Agnes vielded, and found herself, greatly against her in-
<clination, standing at tlte open window, with her head obligingly
thrust owt of it by her-resolute aunt.

The lamps were- by this time lighted, and at thut mement a
‘remurkably tall, gentleman-like-looking personage passed be-
neath one that stood almest immedintely below the window,
receiving its' full glare upon his features. Beside him was a
isdy; and a young one, slight, tall, and elegant-looking, who
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more than leaned upon his arm, for her head almost reclined
upon his shoulder ; and, as they passed, Agnes saw his hand
raised to her face, and he seemed to be playing with her
ringlets. '

Agnes forcibly withdrew her head, while Mrs. Barnaby
threw herself half out of the window for a minute, then drew
back, laughing heartily, and shut down the sash,

¢ That's capital!” . ... she cried; ““they fancied them-
selves so very snug. But wasn’t he a fine figure of a man,
Agnes? I never saw a finer fellow in my life. He’s taller
than Tate by half a head, I am sure. But you're right about
the fire too, for the wind comes over that down uncommonly
cold. I shall go to work for an hour, and then have a little
bread and cheese and a pint of beer.”

Mrs, Barnaby suited the action to the word, and unlocked
her work-box, in which she found ready to her hand good
store of work prepared for her beloved needle.

“ Now, only see, Agnes, what a thing it would have been
for you, if you had learned to work satin-stitch ! she said.
‘“ Here am I, happy and amused, and before I go to bed I
dare say I shall have done a good inch of this beautiful collar.
.+« . And only look at yourself ! What earthly use are you of
to any body ? . . . . I wonder you are not ashamed to sit idle in
that way, while you see me hard at work.”

“ May I get a book, aunt ?”

“ Books, books, books!....If there is one thing more
completely full of idleness than another, it is reading, — just
spelling along one line after another . . . . And what comes of
it? Now, here’s a leaf done already, and wait a minute and
you'll see a whole bunch of grapes done in spotting. There is
some sense in that: but poring over a lot of rubbishly words
is an abeolute sin, for it is wasting the time that Heaven gives
us, and doing no good to our fellow-creatures.”

¢ And the grapes !” thought Agnes, but she said nothing.

“ Why don’t you answer when I speak to you, child? ...,
Did that stupid Mrs. Wilmot never tell you to speak when
you were spoken to? .... What a different creature you
would have been if I had had the placing you, instead of that
crooxed, frumpish old maid! . . . . But I am sadly afraid it is
200 late now to hope that you will ever be good for much.”

“ I should be very glad to try to make mysf competent




THE WIDOW BARNABY. 141

for the situation of a governess, aunt, as you once mentioned
to me,” replied Agnes.

¢ Oh! by the by, I want to speak to you about that. You
are not to say one word on that subject here, remember, nor
indeed any where, till at such time as I shall give you leave.
It will be cruelly hard for me to have the monstrous expense
of maintaining you, exactly as if you were my own child, and
not have the credit of it. And, besides, I don’t feel quite sure
that I shall send you out as a governess . . . . it must depend
upon circumstances. Perhaps I shall get you married, and
that might suit me just as well. All you have to do is to keep
yourself always ready to go out at a minute’s warning, if I
say the word ; but you need mention it to nobody, and parti-
cularly not to my relations here.” :

“ Very well, aunt . . .. I will say nothing about it. But
in order to be ready when you say the word, I think I ought
to study a good deal, and I am willing to do it if you will
give me leave.”

“ How you do ‘plague me, child, about your learning!
Push the candles this way, can’t you, and snuff them, when
you see me straining my poor eyes with this fine work . ...
And do you know, miss, I think it’s very likely those books
you are so mighty fond of are nothing in the world but trum-
pery story-books, for I don’t believe you’d hanker after them
so, if they were really in the teaching line. For, after all,
Agnes, if I must speak the truth, I don’t believe you ever did
pay attention to any single thing that could be really useful in
the way of governessing. Now, music, for instance, nobody
ever heard you say a word about that; and you ought to sing
t0o, if you wer’n’t more stupid than any thing ever was, for
both your father and mother sang like angels.”

1 can sing a little, aunt,” said Agnes.

« There, now, . . .. isn’t it as plain as possible that you
take no pleasure in it ? . . . . though every body said your poor
dear mother could have made her fortune by singing. But
you care for nothing but books, books, books ! . . .. and what
profit, I should like to know, will ever come of that?”

““ But I do care very much indeed for music, aunt,” said
Agnes eagerly, “only I did not talk about it, because I
thought it might not be convenient for you to have an insta-
ment for me. But I believe I could learn to get oy oreed vy

music, if I had & piano-forte to study with.”
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¢ Grant me patience! . . .. And you really want me top
and get you a piano-forte, which is just the most expemsive
thing in the world? . ... And that, after I had so Jendly
openedmyheartw you about my fears of not having monsy
enough!.... 1 do think that passes any thing I ever el
in my life !>’

“¢ Indeed aunt, I never would have- sid s word abeut &
if...”

“IfP....if what, I chould like to kmow ? Fieann
Tknows it is seldom I lose my ‘temper about any thing, mtité
almost t0o much to hear you ask me to'my face 49 ruin mysdl
in that way, . . . . and you withsut a chance of vewer havisgs
peony ¢o repay me !

« Pray forget it, aunt!. . ...Indeed I.do not wishto hem
expense to you, and will- verygkdly try. to dabour for suy ows
living, if you will let me.”

 Mighty fine, to be sure ! .. . ~Much you're good for,-ar's}
you? . ... I wish you'd get along to bed. My tesaper is s
good to bear maliee, and I shall forget all about it te~merrow
perbaps ; but I can’t abide to look at-you to-night after-amt
a speech as that. . . . there’s the truth; .. . .00 gat 40 bad
thatls a good girl, as fast sa you can.. .. Theve ane sowe
_things teo much even for-an angel to beari”

Agues erept to ‘her litsle bed, .and .seon cried -hemself &0
sleep. .

CHAPTER XVIII.

CONBITIONS 'OF -AN AGELENENY BEIWEXN MES. FETERS AND NS
DAUGHTERS. — MSS. BARNAEY SEGINS HTR FASNIONANLE CARSER
UNDER THE PROTEQRION OF MISS ELIKABETH, — SHY RANEARSES Ao
BALL:JN NER HEART AS.SHE EXAMINKS THE ROOM. ~ THE LIBRARY.

‘Mns. BarNaBY was quite 1ight in thinking that the Peters
family would be very useful acquaintance ; for prodigiously as
"Mrs. Peters disliked her sister-in-law, .she no sooner ceased to
be galled by her unwelcome presence in her house, than she
recovered her good-humour, and félt as much aware as any
ressonable person could desire, of the claim het brother’s
widow really had upon her and her family. These exoilet

—————
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dispositions were assiduounsly fostered by her daughters, to-
whose wishes she mever turned a deaf ear. &he found the
eldest and the youngest very seriously intevested in Agnes, and
earnest in their desire te see more of her; while Elizabeth:
persevered in her belief that poor Mrs. Barnaby was one of the-
very best-hearted women in the workd, and very much to be:
pitied, because nobody seemed to like her.. . . . though she did"
mean to divide her fortune so generously amongst them.

4¢ I hope, memma,” said the eldest Miss Peters, when the-
ladies .of the family wese sitting remmd :the dmawing-roem
fire after dinmer, “ I hope that you will mveroome your terror-
of Mrs. Barsaby -and her ronge sufficiently -before Tuesday
night to permit ‘her joiwing our party in the ball-@eom, for I
would not forsake that sweet Agnes upen such:an ogcesion for-
more than 1 will say.”

¢ Why, I do fed my spirits revive, Mary, - considerably,
sinoe ‘I have felt quite certain thatmone of mxy desr sister's-
amiable feelings were likely 1o inwdive e in the necessity-of”
enduring her presence in my jemse for evarmore. You may
fancy. you exaggerate, perhaps, when you #alk of my terrors ;-
««..but no such thing, believe me. It was terror lhem-
qind, -and mothingshort of &t.” ’

“ And Agnes, mammaz? .. ... . what did she inspire ?” said
Mary. ) o

¢ Pity and admirstion,” replied-her mother.

“ Very well, then,” returned the petted girl, kinsing her,.
¢ we-ghall not quarvel this time; but I was helf afraid of it.
It would, in truth, have been very fodlish, and wery uniike-
you, ‘mamma, ‘who -anderstand the :sort of thing -better than
‘moat people, I .believe, .if we had lest the great plessure of
-being kind to Miss Willaughby, and bébaved extremely. ill to-
uncle Bamaby’s widow into the bargain, solely because yow
don’t like tall soassine ladies, with large black: eyes, who weas
rouge, and talk fine; . ... for you must condess, if you wilk
be quite honest and speak the truth, that Mrs. Peters is rather
400 well established & person at Clifton, ite fear lasing caste by
being seen with a Mra. Barnaby, ewen had the association not:
been redeemed by the matchless eleganoe-of her beautiful niece.”

“ Did any one ever hear a mamma heiter soolded ?” said
Mrs. Peters, tmrning 4o the yownger givls.

“ Mary is quite right, mawmma,” wid Loeg. Wm
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it we should have broken into open rebellion had you per
severed in threatening to cut the Barnaby connection.”

¢ Indeed I must say,” added Elizabeth, ““that I haw
thought you very severe upon our poor aunt, mamma, Think
of her kindness !”’

“ Our aunt!” sighed Mrs. Peters.  Is it abeolutely ne-
cessary, beloveds! that she should be addressed in public by
that tender title?”

“ Not absolutely, perhaps,” replied Mary, laughing ;  and
I dare say Elizabeth will make a bargain with you, mamma,
uever to call her aunt again, provided you promise never to
forget that shg is our aunt, though we may not call her so.”

¢ And what must I do, young ladies, to prove my eternal
recollection of this agreeable fact ?”

““ You must be very civil to Agnes, and let them both join
our party at tea, and at all the balls, and never object to our
calling upon the Barnaby, for the sake of getting at the Wil
loughby, and . ... now don’t start, and turn reshve, x'nnmm,
« + + . you must ask them whenever we have an even.mg
here with young people, that might be likely to give Agns
pleasure.”

¢ And must I embrace Mrs. Barnaby every time she comes
into my presence, and every time she leaves it ?*

“ No, . . . . unless 'you have done something so very ont-
rageously rude before, as to render such a penitentiary amends
!

« Come here, Mary,” said the gay mother, ““and let me
‘box your ears immediately.”

The young lady placed herself very obediently on the foot-
stool at Mrs. Peters’s feet, who having patted each pretty
cheek, said, “ Now tell me, Mary, if you can, what it is that
has thus fascinated your affections, hoodwinked your judg-
ment, perverted your taste, and extinguished your pride ? *’

“ If you will let me turn your questions my own way,
mother,” replied the daughter, « I will answer them all. My
affection is fascinated, or, I would rather say, won, by the
most remarkable combination of beauty, grace, talent, gentle-
ness, and utter unconsciousness of it all, that it has ever been
my hap to meet with. And, instead of being hoodwinked,
my judgment, my power of judging, seem mewly roused and

#wakened by having so very fine a subject on Which o exex-

1’
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cise themselves. I never before felt, as I did when listening
to Agnes as she innocently answered my prying questions
concerning her past life, the enormous difference there might
. be between one human mind and another. It was like opening
the pages of some holy book, and learning thence what truth,
innocence, and sweet temper could make of us. If admiring
the uncommon loveliness of this sweet girl with something of
the enthusiasm with which one contemplates a choice picture,
be perversion of taste, I plead guilty, for it is with difficulty
that I keep my eyes away from her; .. .. and for my pride,
mamma, . . . . if any feeling of the kind ever so poiconed my
heart as to make me turn from what was good, in the fear
that it might lead me into contact with what was ungentecl,
be thankful with me, that this sweet ¢ light from heaven’ has
crossed my path, and enabled me to see the error of my
ways.” :

lybhry spoke with great animation, and her mother listenea
to her till tears dimmed her laughing blue eyes.

“ You are not a missish miss, Mary, that is certain,” said
she, kissing her, “and assuredly I thank Heaven for that.
This pretty creature.does indeed seem by your account to be
a pearl of price; but, par malheur, she has got into the
shell of the very vilest, great, big, coarse, hateful oyster, that
ever was fished up ! . ... Fear nothing more, however, from
me. . . . You are dear good girls for feeling as you do about
this pretty Agnes, and I give you carte blanche to do what you
will with her and for her.”

The consequence of this was an early call made on the fol-
lowing morning at Mrs. Barnaby’s lodgings by the three
Misses Peters. There were not many subjects on which the
aint and niece thought or felt in common ; but it would be
- difficult to say which of the two was most pleased when their
visiters were announced.

“ We are come—that is, Lucy and I—to make you take a
prodigious long walk with us, Agnes,” said Miss Peters;
““ and Elizabeth, who is not quite o stout a pedestrian as we
are, is come with us, to offer her services to you, Mrs. Bex-
naby, for a home circuit, if you like to make one. And pray
do not forget that Tuesday is the ball night, and that we shall
expect you to go, and join our party in the room!*

“ Dearest Mary! ... dearest Elizabeth! . .. deumxsh
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Lucy! How good of youall! Agnes, put on your bermet,
my dear, instantly, and never forget the kindness: of these deaz
girls. . . . I shall, indeed, be: thankful to you, Klizabeth, if you.
will put me in the way of getting a few trifles thas. will be
necessary for Tuesday. . . . Are your balls large? . .....Aw
there plenty of gentlemen . ...” &e. &ec.

Antl where was Agnes’s heavy sense of sadnesa new? The
birds, whose cheerful songs seemed to call her out, wers mot
more light of heart than herself, as she followed her friends
-down the stairs, and sprung through the deor $o meet the fresh

-breeze from the down with & foot almost as elastic as their own
glad wings, We must lesve the youag ladies to- purswe theis
way, being joined at nagreat distance from the doow' by Janms:
Peters, through a long and delightful ramble that toelu them
-along ¢ thewall,” that forms the garde fou to the most beansifal.
point of Durdham Down, and so on amidst fields and villas-thas-
appeared to Agnes like 80 many palaces ia fairy-land; and. while
thus they charm away the mornming, we must follow. Mn.
.Barnaby and the good-natared Elizabeth  through theiz nuch
-more important progress among the.fashienable. resorts.of! the:
Clifton beau monde.
“ And about. tickets, my dear Elizabeth? ” said -the widow,.
- as she offered her substantial arm to her slight compamion.;;
“ what is it the fashion to:do? To subscribe for tise season,.
or pay at the door? ” .

“You may do either, Mrs..Barnaby ; but if you. wishs
your arrival to be known, I believe you had better put: yous.
name on the book.”

““ You are quite right, my dear. Where is the. place to do--
this? Cannot you take me at.once? *

“ Yes, I could take you, certainly, for it is almost. close.
by ; but perhaps papa had better. save you. the. trouble,. Mrs..
Barnaby ? ”

‘ By no means, my dear. His time is more valuable than
wmine. Let us go at once: I shall like it best.”

Elizabeth, though a little frightened, led the way ;. and as.
Mrs. Barnaby entered the establishment that at its very threshold
seemed to her redolent of wax-lights, fiddles, and fine clothes,
such a delightful flutter of spirits came upon her, as drove
from her memory the last fifteen or sixteen years of her life,

Bad made her feel as if she were still one of the Tightest, sl

]
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Joveliest nymphs in the world. 8he insisted upon seeing the
ball-room, and paced up andidown its ample extent with a
-step that seemed with difficulty restrained from daneing ;. she
-examined the arrangement for the music, looked up with ex-
ultstion at the chandeliers, amd trivmphed. in anticipation. at
their favourable influence upon: rouge, eyes, feathers, and
flowers. Had there been awy other man present beside the
waiter, she would hardly lrave restrained her desire to make
& tour dv waltz ; and, as is was, she could not: help turning to
‘the quiet young maw, and saying with a condescending smile;
“¢Fhe company must look very well in this room, sir?”

As they passed in their way out through the room-.in. which
the subscription-books were kept; they met & gentieman, whose
-apparent age wavered between thirty-five and forty, tall, stout,
guily dressed, fully moustached, and with aw eye thav looked
-as if accustomed to active service iir regonnvitring all things.
He took off his hat, and bowed profoumdly toc Miss: Peters,
Bestowing at the same time & very" satisfaetory stase on the
‘widow.

“ Who is that, my desr > said the well-pleased Indys.

“ That is Major Allen,” replied- Blisabeth.

¢ Upon ary word, he is a very flive, fashienable-looking 1wem.
Is he intimate with your family?

“ Oh no! ... We only know him frem meeting him some-
dimes at parties, and atways at'the balls.”

“ s he & mman of fortune?’”— “'I am-sure I don’t know.
He kas got a smart horse and greom; and’ gees & great deal
into company.”

Then of course Ke cannot be &’ paer maw, my dear. Is he
2 dancer? *

“No. .. I believe he always plays cards.”

“ And where shall we go now, dearest? ... . ¥ want you
to take me, Elizabeth, to all the smartest sitops. you know.”

“ Some of the best shops are at Bristol, but we have a very
good milliner here.””’

““ Then let us go there, dear:... And did not your marma
say something about a library? *

“ Yes, there's the library, and alinost every body goes there
almost every morning.”

“ Then there of course I shall go. T consider X * W come-

pletely a duty my dear Elizabeth, to do sl Uewe wnt ok
(2]

-
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things for the sake of my niece. My fortune is & very good
one, and the doing as other people of fortune do, must be an
advantage to poor dear Agnes as long as she is with me;....
but I don’t scruple to say to you, my dear, that the fortune
I received from your dear uncle will return to his family
in case I die without children....And a truly widowed
heart, my dear girl, does not easily match itself again. But
the more you know of me, Elizabeth, the more you will find
that I have many notions peculiar to myself. Many

if they were mistress of my fortune, would spend three times
as much as I do; but I always say to myself, < Poor dear
Mr. Barnaby, though he loved me better than any thing else
on earth, loved his own dear sister and her children next
best ; and therefore, as he left all to me . . .. and a very fine
fortunes he made, I assure you....I hold myself in duty
bound, as I spend a great deal of money with one hand

my own niece, to save a great deal with the other for his.’ ”

“I am sure you seem to be very kind and good to every
body,” replied the grateful young lady.

** That is what I would wish to be, my dear, for it is only
s0 that we can do ous duty. . . . Not that I would ever p!
myself never {0 marry again, my dear Elizabeth. I don’t at
all approve people making promises that it may be the will
of Heaven they should break afterwards; and those people
are not the most likely to keep a resolutxon, who vow and
swear about it. But I hope you will never think me stingy,
my dear, nor let any body else think me so, for not spending
above a third of my income, or perhaps not quite €0 much ;
for, now you know my motives, you must feel that it 'wonld
be very ungenerous, particularly in your family, to blame me
for it.”

It would, indeed, Mrs. Barnaby, and it is what I am sure
that I, for one, should never think of doing. ... But this is
the milliner’s. . . . Shall we goin?”

“Oh yes!....A very pretty shop indeed ; quite in good
stylee. What a sweet turban!....If it was not for the
reasons that I tell you, I should certainly be tempted, Eli-
zabeth. Pray, ma’am, what is the price of this scarlet tur-
ban ? »

“ Four guineas and a half, ma'am, with the bird, and two

guiness without it.”




THE WIDOW BARNABY. 149

" ¢ It is a perfect gem ! Pray, ma’am, do you ever make up
ladies’ own materials ?" :

¢ No, ma'am, never,” replied the decisive artiste.

“ Do you never fasten in feathers?.... I should not
mind paying for it, as I see your style is quite first-rate.”

¢ For our customers, ma’am, and whenever the.feathers
or the coiffare have been furnished in the first instance-by
ourselves.”

““ You are a customer, Elizabeth, are you not ?”*

¢ Mamma is,” replied the young lady. ° You know Mrs
Peters of Rodney Place, Mrs. Duval ?”

“Oh yes!....Ibeg your pardon, Miss Peters. Is this
lady a friend of yours?”

¢ Mrs. Peters is my sister-in-law, Mrs. Duval, and I hope
that will induce you to treat me as if I had.already been a
customer. I should like to have some feathers, that I mean
to wear at the ball on Tuesday, fastened into my toque, like
these in this blue one here. Will you do this for. me ?”

“ Yes, ma’am, oertainly, if you will favour us with your
name on our boo)

¢ That’s very obhgmg, and I will send my own maid with
it as soon as I get home.”

¢ Is there any thing else I-can have the pleasure of showing
you, ladies ?*

¢ T want some long white gloves, if you pleue, and some-
thing light and elegant in the way of a scarf.”

The modiste was instantly on the alert, and the counter
became as a sez of many-coloured waves.

“¢ Coloured scarves are sometimes worn in slight monrmng,
I believe, are they not ?”’— “ Oh yes ! ma’am, always.”

““ What do you say to this one, Elizabeth ?** said the widow,
selecting one of a brilliant geranium tint.

“ For yourself, Mrs. Barnaby ?” —  Yes, my dear. ...
My dress will be black satin, you know.”

« I should think white would look better,” said Elizabeth,
recollecting her mother’s aversion to fine colours, and recol-
lecting also the recent weeds of her widowed aunt.

“ Well, . . . . perhaps it might. Let me see some white,
if.you please.”

 Perhaps you would like blonde, ma’am??" wadd Yoe wh-

liner, opening 8 box, and displaying some temypling, wpedimen,
L3
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¢ Beautiful indeed ! . . . . very ! . ... What is the price of
this one ?”

“ A mere tifle, ma'am. . . . Give me Jeave o ~hegin -your
aecount with- this.” ]

 Well, T really think 1 must. . . .'I &pew they clean as
good as new.”

“"What is Agnes to wear ?* inquired Elinibeth.

¢ There is one of my troubles, my dear; she will wear
nothing but the deepest mousning. Between you and me,
Elizabeth, I suspect it is-some feeling abont her poar.masther,
or else for her father, who has never been head .ef ﬁ'm
but whom we all suppose to have died abroad, — I.suspect it
is some feeling of this sort that makes her-so very sbetinate
aboutit. But-she ean’t bear to have it talked of, 0 den’t say.
2 word to her-on the subject,.or she will be out.df -sonss.fer a
week, and will think it very cruel of me to -bave named it-ae
you. 7 perfectly dote upen that.girl, Elizabeth,.. . . . thaugh,
to be sure, T have my triaks with her! But-we have wil ser
trials, ®lizabeth ! . . . . and, thaik ‘Heaven ! Iheve o happy
temper, and bear mine, I believe, as well as:sncat paople. Bat
about that strange whim ‘that Agnes has, of always wearing
crape and bombasin, you may as well just mestion it to your
mamma and sisters, 4o prevent their taking -amy mofice of it:
to her; for if they did, you may depend upon it -she wounld
not go to the ball at all. .. ..Oh! you have no ides of the
obstinacy of that -darling girl! ... . . These gloves will do at
at last, I-think. . . . 'Kour gloves are all so reum'hliy mall,
Mrs. Duval ! . . . . And thafs all for-this morning.”

¢ Where shall T send them, ma’am, and 4o what name ?”

¢ To.Mrs. Barnaby, No. 1. Sion Row.”

“ Thank yeu, ma’am. . . . They shall be sent immedistely.”

¢ Now then, Elizabeth, for the library,” said the widow
with am expressive flourish .of the hand.

And to the library they went, which to Mrs. Barnaby's.
great satisfaction was full of smart people, and, amangst others,.
she had to make her way past the moustached Major Allen, im
order to reach the table on which the subscription-book was:
laid.

¢« 1 beg your pardon, madam, a thousand times !* lﬂd the

Major; *1am afreid I trod on your foor \”
“ Don't mention it!. ..it is of no consequence i ‘e
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~aro¥id1  The-shop is so full it is almest impossitile to avdid
% g . ‘
The Major in return for this civil speech again fimed “his.
broad, wide, open eyes wpon -the .widow, and she had again:
the satisfactian .of “believing ishat e thought her particularly:
hamdsome.

Miss Peters' foond mauy of her acquaintance ameng the-
crowd, with whom she conversed, :while ¥rs. Bamaby seated
‘herself at the table, and twrned over page after page of auto-
graphs with the air of a person deeply interested by the hepe
of finding the names. of friends and-acquaintance among them,
whereas it would have been -a:eciroumstanee little short of a
miracle had she found-there that of any individual whom she -
.had ever.seen in her life; but she performed her part ad-
mirably, -emiling from time <o ‘time, .@s if delighted at an
unexpeoted recognitian. Meanwhile many an eye, -as she well
- knew,-was fimed ‘upon her, for “her appearance was in truth
sufficiently steiking. ‘8he was fall, .considerably. -above -the -
-amerage height, and large, though met:to-cerpulency ; in-short,.
her figure was what many peeple, like iMr. Pegers, would call
shat of a fine -woman ; and -many others, like “Mrs. Peters,.
-would'declare to be large,-ungiinly, and vulgar, ‘Her features.
were decidedly handsome, her eyes amtl steeth fine, and her
‘mese high and well-formed ; but gll this:was. exaggerated into-
great coarseness: by ‘the -quantity of souge she'wore, and- the-
redundance of. harsh-leoking, «cosldblack ringlets whith de--
pended ‘heavily down each side of ‘her Jarge face,-s0 as stll to
-give a striking resemblance, s Agnes, it.may be remembered, .
discovered -severdl years before, to the: wex heads in a hair--
dresser’s shop. This sort of face and figwre, which were of
themselves ltkély enough to draw.attention, were vendered
still more :conspicuous by drer dvess, swhieh, though, like her-
welf really handsome, was rendered unpleasing by its glaring
purpose of producing effect. A bomnet -of :bright lavender
- satin, extravagantly large, and fesrfully ¢hrown back, displayed
& vast quantity of blende -quilling, fully planted with ‘Sowers
of every hue, while a prodigious-plwme of drooping feathers
topeed themselves to .and fro-with .every motion of her head,
and occasionally reposed themselves on ‘her shoulder. #Her
dress was .of black silk, but ingeniously relieved by e ino-
duction of as many settings off, of the same cdlour Widnex

’ L 4
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bonnet, as it was well possible to contrive; so that, although
in mourning, her general appearance was exceedingly showy

and gay.
““Who is your friend, Elizabeth?” said a young lady,

who seemed to have the prmlege of questioning freely.

“ It is Mrs. Bamaby," replied Miss Peters in & whisper.

¢ And who is Mrs. Bamby, my dear? .... She hs
quite the air of a personage.’

¢ 8he is the widow of mamma’s brother, Mr, Barn:by of
Silverton.”

¢ Silverton ? . . . . That's the name of her place, is it? cee
She is a lady of large fortune, I presume ?”’

“ Yes, she is, Miss Maddox,” replied Elizabeth, lomewln.t
scandalised by the freedom of these inquiries ;  but I really
wish you would not speak so loud, for she must hear you.”

“Oh no!....You see she is very busy looking for her
friends. Good morning, Major!” said the same fair lady,
turning to Major Allen, who stood close beside her, listening
to all her inquiries and to the answers they. received. “¢ Are
we to have a good ball on Tuesday?” .

¢ If all the world can be made to know that Miss Maddox
will be there, all the world will assuredly be there to meet
her,” replied the gentleman.

¢ Then I commission you to spread the tidings far and
near. I wonder if there will be many strangers?”’

¢ Some of the Stephenson and Hubert party, I hear—
that is, Colonel Hubert and young Frederick Stephenson —
they are the only ones left. The bridal party set off from the
Mall this morning at eleven o'clock. Lady Stephenson looked
aore beautiful than ever.” .

 Lady Stephenson? . ... Oh! Emily Hubert.... Yes,
she is very handsome ; and her brother is vastly like her.”

““ Do you think s0? . . . . He is so thin and weather-beaten
« + . . 50 very like an old soldier.”

« I don’t like him the worse for that,” replied the lady.
¢ He looks as if he had seen service, and were the better for it.
He is decidedly the handsomest man at Clifton.”

The major smiled, and turned on his heel, which brought
him exactly vis-d-vis to Miss Elizabeth Peters.

“ Your party mean to honour the ball on Tueseday, I hope,

Miss Peters?”’
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¢ I believe #o, Major Allen. It is seldom that we are ndt .
some of us there.” :

< Shall you bring us the accession of any strangers ?” in-
quired the major.

¢ Mrs. Barnaby and her niece will be with us, I think.”’

I flatter myself that altogether we shall muster strong.
Good morning !”’ and with another sidelong glance at the
widow, Major Allen walked out. of the shop.

Not a word of all this had been lost upon Mrs. Barnaby.
She had thought from the very first that Elizabeth Peters must
be selected as her particular friend, and now she was convinced
that she waould be invaluable in that capacity. It was quite
impostible that any one could have answered better to questions
than shehad done. It was impossible, too, that any thing could
be more fascinating than the general appearance of Major
Allen ; and if, upon farther inquiry, it sbould prove that he
was indeed, as he appeared to be, a man of fashion and fortune,
the whole world could not offer her a lover she should so pas-
sionately desire to captivate !

Such were the meditations of Mrs. Barnaby as she some-
what pensively sat at her drawing-room window, awaiting the
return of Agnes to dinner on that day; and such were very
frequently her meditations afterwards.

END OF TRE FIRST VOLUME.
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VOLUME THE SECOND.

CHAPTER 1.

BIFFICULTIES ATTENDING A YOUNG LADY'S APARARANCE AT A RALIve
A WET SUNDAY. — DIFFERENCE OF TASTE,

Taovern it was two minutes and a half past the -time-named
for dinner when Agnes made her appearance, she found ter
aunt’s temper very slightly acerbated by the delay, for the de-
lightful recollections of her morning expedition still emdured,
and she was more inclined to boast-than to acold.

« Well, Agna, I hope at last I have some news that will
please vou,” she said. ““ What think you of ‘my having sib-
scribed for us both for six weeks ?”

«¢ Subscribed for what, aunt? . . . to the library? ™

¢ Yes; I have subscribed there, too, for a month . . . . wnd
‘we must go every day, rain or shine, to make it answer. But
I have done a good deal more than that for you, my dear; I
have subscribed to the balls entirely for your sake, Agnes ; and
whatever becomes of you in future life, I trust you will never
forget all 1 have done for you now.”

“But I am afraid, aunt, it will cost you a great deal of
money to take me with you to the balls ; and as I have never
been yet, I cannot know any thing about it, you know ; .and X
do assure you that I shall not at all mind being left at home.”

“ And a pretty story that would make, wouldn't it? ....
" tell you, child, 1 Aave paid the money already . ... and here
are the cutlets; so sit down, and be thankful for all my kind-
ness to you. .. . Is my beer come, Jerningham ?”

Agnes sat down, and began eating her cutlet; but it was
thoughtfully, for there were cares that rested heavily upon her
heart ; and though they were certainly of a minor species, she
must be forgiven if at sixteen and a half they were sufficient to
perplex her sorely. She had neither shoes nor gloves fit to ap-

pear at a ball. She dared not ask for them, she daxed not g8
without them, and she dared not refuse to go at a\l.
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“ This certaindy is the  most beautiful place I ever sow in:
my life?” -ezid the widow, while senewing her attack upon-
the dish’of cutets ; ““such shops! . .. ..such amilliner ! -and,
as for the library, it's perfeetly like gaimg imto public ! ‘What.
an advantsge it is every morning of -one’s life %o be:able to go-
to such a-place as that ! ‘Elissbeth Peters seemed to kusw every
body ; amd 1 heard them ulking -of peeple wof ‘the highest
fashion, as ‘some of those we are sure to meet at the ball.
What an immense advantage it is-for you, Agnes, to be intro~
dneed in such a masner at sach 2 place as this !

¢ Itis indeed a most beautiful place, aunt, and the Peterses.
are most kind and charming people.”

“ Then for oncedn yourlife, child, you are pleased!.. ..
that’s a comfort . . . . Aai I have got something to show you,
Agnes; .sach a.scz?f" . . . real French blende: . . . it's mon
strous «expensive, I'm afmid ; but every body says that the
respectability of a girl depends entirely upen the style of her
-chaperon. I’'m sure I would no more let my poor dear sister’s.
child go-sut with me, if 1 was shabbily dressed, than I .would
fly. ‘I -wender Mrs. Duval -does not send home my things;
but perhaps-she waits for me ¢0.send my turban. -She's going-
to put my feathers in for me, Agnes,—quite a favemr, I assure-
you; . ... but she was 8o nespectfill in her mannerto Eliza-
beth Poters. ' 1 am sure, if 1 bad had amy notion what sort of
people shey were, 1 should have made Baraaby leaweihis busi-
ness to Mr. Dobbs for a little while, that e mighthame boought
me to see them long aga’*

It is indeed a pleasure to meet with such friends,” said
Agnes; “awd perhaps....”

““ Pethaps what, child ?*

“If either of the three girls stay away from the- ball per-
haps, sunt, -you would be-60 kind -aste let me :stay eway too,
and we should pass the evening so delightfully :together.*

““ God give me patience, Agnes, for 1'm sure yeu areenough
to drive one wild. ¥ ere have 1-been subscribing %0 the balls,
and actuslly payimg down reedy meney beforehand for your
tickets ; and now, ungrateful -creatare that you are, you tell
me you wo'n’tgo!.... I only wish the'Psterses could hear
you, and then they'd know what you ere.”

“ My only objection to gomgm Ane ball, eont)’ WA hgeen
with desperate courage, **is, the fm et Jou wodd e

obliged to get gloves and shoes for me.’
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¢ Gloves and shoes! . ... why, that's just the advantage
of mourning. You’ll have my black silk stockings, you
know, all except a pair or two of the best,—and with black
stockings I don’t suppose you would choose to put on white
shoes. That would be rather too much in the magpie style,
T suppose, wouldn’t it? .... And for gloves, I don e
how, in such very deep mourning, you would wear any thing
but black gloves too ; and there are two pair of mine that you
may have. I could lend you an old pair of my black satin
shoes too, only your feet and your hands are so frightfally
out of proportion to your height. . . . . I was always reckoned
to be most perfectly in proportion, every part of my figure;
but your hands and feet are absolutely ridiculous from their
smallness : you take after your father in that, and a grest
misfortune it is, for it will prevent your ever profiting by my
shoes or my gloves either, unless you are clever enough to
take them in, —and that I don’t believe you are—not fingers
and all. .... .

 May I wear long sleeves then, aunt?” said Agnes with
considerable animation, from having suddenly conceived a pro-
ject, by means of which she thought she might render herself
and her sables presentable.

‘¢ Because you have got no long gloves, I suppose? Why
yes, child, I see no objection, in such very deep mourning as
yours. It is a strange whim you have taken, Agnes; but it
is certainly very convenient.”

“ And will you give me leave, aunt, to use all the black
you have been so kind as to give me? ”

“Useit? ....useall ofit? .. .. Yes; I don’t want to
have any of it again: the great deswre of my life is to be
liberal and generous to you in all ways, Agnes. But I don’t
know what you mean about using it ali,—you can’t mean all
the things at once?”

“No, aunt,”’ replied Agnes, laughing, “I don’t mean
that ; but if I may use the crape that covers nearly the whole
of your best gown, I think I could make my own frock look
very well, for I would make it the same as one I saw last year
at Empton. May I?”

 Yes, if you will, child; but to say the truth, I have no great
faith in your mantua-meking talents. However, [ am glad

'll you have got such a notion in your head ; wmd it
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1t turns out well, I may set you to work for me perhaps one
of these diys. I have a great deal ,of taste in that way; but
with my fortune it would be ridiculous if I did much beside
ornamental work. .. .. There .... Take away, Jerning-
ham, and bring the two cheesecakes. . ... Agnes, do you®
wish for one ?*’

¢ No, thank you, aunt.”

¢ What an odd girl you are! . ... You never seem to care
about what you eat. . ... I must say that I am a little more
dainty, and know what is nice, and like it too. But poor
dear Barnaby spoilt me in that way; and if ever you should
be lucky enough to be the idol of a husband, as I was, you
will léarn to like nice eating too, Agnes . . . . for it is a thing -
that grows upon one, I believe. But I dare say at the out-
of-the-way place your aunt Betsy put you to, there was no
great chance of your being over-indulged that way. ....
That will do, Jerningham, give me that drop of beer; and
now eat up your own dinner as fast as you can, and ask
little Kitty to show you the way to Mrs. Duval’s, the milliner;
and take with you, very carefully mind,.the hat-box that you
-will find ready tied up on my bed, and bring back with'you
my new scarf and gloves. . ... I long to show you my
scarf, Agnes. . ... You shall not be ashamed.of your cha-
peron,— that’s & point I'm resolved upon.”

It was Saturday might, and the important ball was to be
on the following Tuesday; so Agnes, as soon as the dinner
was ended, hastened " to set about her work, a general idea of
which she had very clearly in her little head but felt some
misgivings about her skill in the detail.

Hardly, however, had she brought forth ‘ her needle and
her shears,” when her aunt exclaimed, —

““ Good gracious, child! .... you are not going to set to
work now? .... Why, itis the pleasantest part of the day, °
and I mean to take you out to walk with me under the win-
dows where we saw all the smart people last night,— Just
look out, and you will see they are beginning to come already.
Put on your things, my dear; and put your bonnet a little
back, and try to look as smart as you can. You are certainly
very pretty, but you are a terrible dowdy in your way of
putting on your things. You have nothing jaunty and taking
about you, as I used to have at your age, Agoes; " Yw
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sure I don’t know what to do to 1mprove you.. . . . I suspes
that your aunt will get more eyes upon her now than you wil
with all your youth, —-mddmsadumc. e Bas I almen
was famous for putting on my things w

Agnes retired to her little room ; but her quiet bennet ws
put on much as usual when she came out from. u, and M
Barnaby might have been discouraged at sceing the vey
undashing appearance of her companion, had she mot bem
-eonsgious that the manner in which she had repaired hen owmn
charms, and the general style of her dress and person, wen
such as might well atone for it.

Nor was she disappointed as to- the degree of attention she

“expected to draw; not s party passed them without giviag
her a decided stare, and many indulged theiz curicsity bya
‘very pertinacious look over the shoulder after them.

This was very delightful, but it was not all: ere they had
taken half & dozen tuxns, the widely-roaming eyes' of Mm
Barnaby descried two additional gentlemen, decidedly the
most distingnished-looking personages she had lan,w
mgfmmt.hefurthereudofthowalk. :

¢ That tall one is the man we watched last.night, Agnus:
I should know him amongst a thousend.”

Agnes looked up, and felt equally convinced of the fact.

The two gentlemen approached ; and Mrs. Bernaby herself
-could not have wished for a look of more:marked exsmination -
than the- tall individual bestowed upon her as he:weat by:
but satisfactory as this was, and greatly as- it eccupied her
Aattention, she was aware also that his companien.losked. with
-equal attention at Agnes.

“ For goodness’ sake, Agnes, throw back that abomimmble
veil ; it is getting quite dark already, and F'm sure yeu cam
not see.”

I can see very well, thank you, aunt,” replied Agnes.

““ Fool !” . . .. muttered Mrs, Barnaby ; but she would net
:spoil her features by a frown, and continued to enjey for three
turns more the repeated gaze of the tall gentleman. -

. L] L ] [ ] L 3 L ]

The following day being Sunday was one'of great impert~
ance to strangers about to be initiated into the society of the
Place; and Mrs. Barnaby had fondly flattered herself that

M. Peters or at least the young ladies, would upon wadh w
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occasion have extended their patrenage, both to help them to
a seat, and to tell them ““who was whe.” But.in this. she
was dissppointed: in faet, 2 compuct: bad been entered. into
between Mrs. Peters and her son and daughters, by which it
was agreed that, on condition of her permitting them to joim.
her party at the bafis, she was: always to be allowed to go to
<church in peace. This was: 30 reassnable, that even the: petted
Mary submitted to it without a murmur; and the

‘was, that Mrs. Barmaby found herself left to her own deviees
as to the manner in which she- should meke the most of the
Sabbath-day.

Fortamately- for the tranquility: of Mes. -Peters, the landlady
of the lodgings, on being questiomed, gawe. it.as her opimion
that the: chapel at the Hot Wells, which wawiwithin. a- very
pleasant walk, wmomld be more likely to offer: secommodistion
to strangers than the perish chureh, timt being always crewded
by the resident’ families ; se- to the chapel at the Het Wells
Mrs. Barmaby resolved to go, amd the- teavarn: was ezdered
half an hour emlier than wsuml; thae time ensmgh might be
allowed to * get resdy.”

“ Now do-malie fhe-best of yourself, Agnes; to-daw, will
you? I am: sure-those men:are not Baistol. people..... . . So
different they looked — didn’t they  — from all:the rest.  Of
-course, you will put om yeur best.crape bowmet, and.ome of my
afeest’ broxd-hemmed: white crape celias . . ... there is: one I
huve quite-clean . . . . I hawe no -doubt iw.the weshl we shall
see them.”

Having finisled her- brenltfint, amd weiterated. these orders,
Mrs; Barneby turned her attention to her own tuilet, and a
most elaberate ome it was; taking: so 1ong s time asito leave
scarcely sufficiert for the walk; bwt proving at length se per-
fectly satisfactory as vo make her indifferent to that, or aimost
any other contre- -temps.

On this occasion she came forth in. a new dress of light
grey gros-de-Naples, with a gay- bowmet of poille de riz,
decorated with poppy blossoms both within amd withent, a
“< ladylike” profusion of her ewn embroidery on cuffs, collar,
and pocket-handkerchief, her well-oiled ringlets half hiding her
hrge, coarse, handsome face, ver eyes set off by a suffasion of
<carmine, end her whole person redolent of musk.

This was the figure beside which Agnea was M‘{
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make her first appearance at the crowded chapel of the Hot
Wells. Had she thought about herself, the contrast its ex-
pansive splendour offered to her own slight. figure, her delicate
fair face seen but by stealth through her thick veil, and the
sad decorum of her sable robe, might have struck her as being
favourable ; instead of that, however, it was another contrast
that occurred to her ; for, as she Jooked at Mrs. Barnaby, she
suddenly recollected the general look and air of her aunt
Compton, just at the moment when the widow attacked her so
violently on the meanness of her apparel during their terrible
encounter at the village school, and she could not quite restrain
a sigh as she thought how greatly she should have preferred
entering a crowded and fashionable chapel with her.

But no sighing could effect the change, and they set forth
together, as strangely a matched pair in appearance as can
well be imagined. They entered the crowded building just as
the Psalms concluded, and were stared at and scrutinised with
quite as much attention as was consistent with the solemnity of
the place: moreover, seats were after some time offered %o
them, and there was no reason in the world to believe that
they were in any way overlooked. Nevertheless Mrs. Barnaby
was disappointed. Neither the tall gentleman nor his com.
panion were there ; nor did Major Allen, or any one like him,
appear to reward her labour and her skill.

Long and wearisome did the steep up-hill walk back to her
lodgings appear after this unpropitious act of devotion, and
sadly passed the remainder of the day, for it rained hard . ...
no strollers, not even an idle endimanché, came to awaken the
musical echo she loved to listen to from the pavement under
the windows, In short, it was a day of existence lost, save that
she found out one or two new defects in Agnes, and ended at
last by very necarly convincing herself that it was in some way
or other her fault that it rained.

But happily nothing lasts for ever in this world, and Agnes
found herself quietly in bed at last.

The next morning rose bright in sunshine, andgthe widow
rose too, and ¢ blessed the useful light,” which she determined
should see her exactly at the fashionable hour take her way to
the library, and the pastry-cook’s, or wherever else she was
most likely to be seen; but, fortunately for the refacimento

apon which Agnes desired to employ herself, this fasbionade
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hour was not early, and her sable draperies had made great
progress before her aunt gave notice that she must get ready to.
go out with her. To have a voice upon any question of this
kind had fortunately never yet occurred to Agnes as a thing
possible, and once more, like a bella donna beside a holy-
hock, she appeared, with all the effect of the strongest contrast,
in the gayest part of Clifton.

This day seemed sent by fate to make up for the misfor--
tunes of the last. On entering the library, Mrs. Barnaby
immediately placed herself before the autographic volume in
which she took such particular interest, and hardly had she
done so, when the tall and the short gentlemen entered the
shop. Again it was decidedly evident that the tall one fixed
his eyes on the widow, and the shorter one on her companion.
The widow’s heart beat. Never had she forgotten the evidenc
admiration her own face and manner produced on her fellow-
traveller from Silverton, or the chilling effect that followed the
display of the calm features of her delicate niece. She knew
that Agnes was younger, and perhaps even handsomer, than
herself; but this only ténded to confirm her conviction that .
an animated expression of countenance, and great vivacity of
manner, would do more towards turning a young man’s head
than all the mere beauty in the world.

What would she have given at that moment for some one
with whom she might have conversed with laughing gaiety
«...to whom she might have displayed her large white
teeth . . . . and on whom she might have turned the flashings
of her lustrous eyes !

It was in vain to look to Agnes at such a moment as this,
for she well knew that nothing she could utter would elicit
any better ercuse for laughter than might be found in ¢ Yes,
aunt,” or “No, aunt.” 8o nothing was to be done but to
raise a glase recently purchased to her eye, in order to recog-
gise the unknown passers-by; but in doing this she contrived
to make “le petit doigt’ show off her rings, and now and then
cast such a glance at the strangers as none but a Mrs. Barnaby
can give. :

After this dumb show had lasted for some minutes, the two
gentlemen each threw down the newspaper they had affected
to read, and departed, Mrs. Barnaby’s interest in Wne win-
scription-book departed likewise ; and after \odwing W% e

}
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backs of one or two volumes that lay scattered about the
counter, she, too, left the shop, and proceeded with a. dignified
and leisurely step along the pavement. The next mement ws
one of the happiest of her life, for on turning her head w
reconnoitre a richly-trimined mantilla that had passed bhex, she
perceived the same pair of gentlemen at the distance. of tws
paces behind them.

This indeed was an adventure, and to the widow’s unspesk-
able delight it was made more piquant still by what fellowed,
Near the end of the street was the well-frequented: shop of »
fashionable pastrycook,—an establishment, by the way, whics
Mrs. Barnaby bad not yet lived long enough to passe with
indifference, for the two-fold reason, that it ever recalled the
dear rvencoutres of her youth, when the dmbnmt.ofou
penny was sure to secure a whole half heur of
flirting, and also because her genuine love for cakes and tarts
was unextinguishablea There was now again: s douhle reasen
for entering this inviting museum ; for, in the fizet place, it
would prevent the necessity ¢f turning round as soon as th,
had walked up the street, in order to walk down it agsin,
thereby proving that they had no engagements st all ; and,
sccondly, it would give the two uncommonly bandnmn ™
an opportunity of following them in, if they liked it,

. Aud it so happened that they did like it. Happy Mirs.
Bamaby ! . ... No sooner had she seated herself beside the.
counter, with a plate of queencakes and Bath buns. beside her,
than the light from the door ceased to pour its unbroken s_pln-
dour upon her elegant dress, and on looking up, her eye agsis.
met the gaze first ‘of the one, and then of the other stranger. as
they entered the shop tegether. -

Agnes was standing behind her, with her face ratler un~
meaningly turned towards the couater, for when a plate with.
various specimens of pastry delicacies was offered to her by
one of the shopwomen, she declined to take anyfhmg by »
silent bow.

The two gentlemen passed her, and established them-elm
at a little table just beyond, desiring that ices mlght. be brought *
to them. . .

“ Yau have ices, have you?” nui Mn. Bu'mby, delighted.

at an_opportunity of speaking; .. .. “ bring me ane, if you.
p&_aae," And then, tristing te Der mms‘e“\m“&ln

o
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cretion, she turmed her chair, so as to front beth. Agnes. aidi
the twa gentlemen, and ssid with gveat kindmess of sccank
ee.s“dAgnes, lovel. .. .vul!you have- an ioe p”

¢ No, thank you, aunt,” .... the ntinyned venly; fok
lowed.

“Then sit down, dbavest, will yow?'.... while k take
mine.”

The younger of the two gentlemen instamtly spramg from
his chair, and presented it to. her. Agmes bewed: civilly, but
passed on. to a-bench which flanked the merrow shop om the
other side; but Mrs. Barnaby smiled wpon him. most gmnsbp,
and said, howing low as she sat, —

* Thank you, sir, very mmuch .... yom are emtremely
obliging.” .

The young man bowe< again, reseated himeelf; and: Sinished
his ice in silence, when his companion having done the same;
each laid a sixpence on the counter, and walked: off:

“ Whe are those gentlemen, pray? .... do you kmow
their names ? > said Mrs. Barnaby eagerly to: the shop.girt.

“ The tall gentleman is Colonel Hubert, me'am ; and the
other, young Mr. Stephenson.”

¢ Stephenson,” .. . . . musingly repeated the widow; —
¢ Stephenson and Hubert?....I am sure I have heard the
names before.”

“ 8ir Edward Stephenson was married on Satuxday to
Colonel Hubert’s sister, ma’am,” said the girl, <“ and it is most
likely that you heard of it.*” -

€< Oh, to be sure I did¥.... I remember now all about
it. . . « They said he was the handsomest man in the world
— Colonel Hubert I mean ....and so he certainlyis....
handsomer certainly than even MaJor Allen: dor't you think
so0, Agnes ?”

I don’t know Major Allen, aunt.”

“ Not know Major. Allen, child? ....Oh! I remember
+ +«. 00 more you do, my dear....come, get up; I have
done. . . . The young man, Agnes,” she said, turning to her
niece as they left the shop, *seemed; F thought, a good deal
struck by you. I wish to goodness, ‘child, you would net al-
ways keep that thick veil over your face so. . . . It is a-very
handsome veil I know, and certainly makes your weoureing
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look very elegant ; but it is only in some particular Lights that
one can see your face under it at all.”

¢ I don’t think that signifies much, aunt, and it makes me
feel 50 much more comfortable.”

¢ Comfortable! . . . . very well, child, poke along, and be
comfortable your own way. . . . but you certainly have a Little
spice of the mule in you.”

The widow was perhaps rather disappointed at seeing mo
more of the two strangers; they had turned off just beyond
the pastrycook’s shop, and were no Jonger visible ; but, while
ghe follows in gentle musings her walk home, we will purse
the two gentlemen who had so captivated her attention.

The only resemblance between them was in the decided air
of bon ton that distinguished both; in every other respect
they were perfectly dissimilar. Mr. Stephenson, the shorter
and younger of the two, had by far the more regular set of
features, and was indeed remarkably handsome. Colonel Hu-
bert, his companion, appeared to be at least ten years his
senior, and looked bronzed by the effect of various_ climates.
He had perhaps no peculiar beauty of feature except his fine
teeth, and the noble expression of his forehead, from which,
however, the hair had already somewhat retired, though it still
clustered in close brown curls round his well-turned head.
But his form and stature were magnificent, and his general
appearance so completely that of a soldier and a gentleman,
that it was impossible, let him appear where he would, that he
should pass unnoticed . ... which perhaps to the gentle-
minded may be considered as some excuse for Mrs. Barnaby's
enthusiastic admiration.

¢ For Heaven'’s sake, Hubert !” said the junior to the se-
nior, as they paced onwards, ¢ do give me leave to know a
pretty girl when I see one. . . . In my life I never beheld so
beautiful a creature! . ... Her form, her feet, her movement,
—and what a voice!”

© < Assuredly,” said Colonel Hubert in reply to this tirade,
¢ the sweet variety of tone, the charming change of her mu-
sical cadences, must naturally excite your admiration. ¢ No,
thank you, aunt,’ .... it was inimitable! You are quite
right, Frederick ; such words could not be listened to with in- .
difference.”
“ ¥You are an odious, carping, old fusty wmusty ‘bachder,
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and I hate you with all my heart and soul ! exclaimed the
young man. “ Upon my honour, Hubert, I shudder to think .
that some ten or a dozen years hence-I may be as hard, cold,
and insensible as you are now. . . . Tell me honestly, can you
at all recollect what your feelings were at two-and-twenty on
seeing such a being as that sable angel from whom you have
just dragged me ?”

 Perhaps not exactly ; and besides, black angels were
never the objects of my idolatry. But don’t stamp your foot
at me, and I will answer you seriously. 1 do not think that
from the blissful time when I was sixteen, up to my ptesént
golemn five-and-thirty, I could ever have been tempted to look
a second time at any miss under the chaperonship of such a
dame as that feather and furbelow lady.”

“ Then why, in the name of common sense, did you gaze
g0 earnestly at the furbelow lady herself ?”

¢ To answer that truly, Frederick, would involve the con-
fession of a peculiar family weakness.”

“ A family weakness!. ... Pray, be confidential ; I will
promise to be discreet; and indeed, as my brother has just
made, as the newspapers say, a ‘lovely bride’ of your sister,
I have some right to a participation in the family secrets,
Come, disclose! . . . . What family reason have you for choos-
ing to gaze upon a great vulgar woman, verging towards forty,
and refusing to look at a young creature, as beautiful as a
houri, who happens to bein her company ?”

¢ I suspect it is because I am near of kin to my mother's
sister. . . . Did you never hear of the peculiarity that attaches
to my respected aunt, Lady Elizabeth Norris? She scruples
not to avow that she prefers the society of people who amuse
her by their absurdities to every other.”

“Oh yes!....]I have heard all that from Edward, who
has, I can tell you, been occasionally somewhat horrified at
what the queer old lady calls her soirées antithestiques. But
you don’t mean to tell me, Hubert, that you ever take the fancy
of surrounding yourself with all the greatest quizzes you can
find, in compliment to your old aunt?”

“ Why, no . . . . I do not go so far as that yet, and perhaps
I sometimes wish that she did not either, for occasionally she
carries the whim rather too far ; yet I believe truly toet Y am
more likely to gaze with attention at a particdladly Yidiedsan.

x 38
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doeliing woman than at any yewng nymphwnder her:
o o « Or possessing the awful privilege of edlling hexr vwe!”
¢ A young mymph! ... . : ‘Whet « bateful phrase ! ;
delicate crestare! . . . . I swear to you, Celomel Hiuloars, that
you bave lowered yourself very materially in my -ewtimation by
your want of tact in not immediately percciving shat, -althengh
a nepotine connection unhappily exists between ¢ham, by e
riage probably, or by the half blood, there must stili fhe wome-
thing very peoulisr mthec:munmneu which have breught
80 incomgruous & pair together.”

“ Well, Frederick, you may be right . . . . and yweshaps,my
friend, my-eyes begin to fail me; for, t0 sell you he tuth,
yonradorsble crape veil was oo thmkformetouqhg
through it.” I

¢ To be sure it was!” cried Stephenson, qnm -deligfitted at
the amende ; 1 thought it was impomible youvﬂ*
rate such a face as that."”

““ It is a great blessing 40 hawe yeung-ewes,” rd-md&
oolonel, relapsing dnto his bolnermg teme.

“ What!....At it agein, thou crusty okl Msas® «.{<1
Then I leave you. -

 du revoér, my Corydon!” . . .. and-so.they pervted.

CHAPTER II.

'’HE BALL.

TaE evening of the ball, so much dreaded by the niece, -and
so much longed for by the annt, arrived at-last; and byas
chance not over common in the affairs of mortals, while the
hapes of the one lady were ‘more tham realised, the fears of
the other were proved to .be altogether groundless. Many fa~
vourable acoidents, indeed, concurred to essen the difficultiet
suticipated by Agnes. In the firet place, her almost funeral
robes (for which, if the truth be spoken, it must be avowed she
had not the slightest partiality) sssumed an appsarance, undex
her tasteful fancy, which surprised even derself ; for though,
when she set about it, she had e sort of beau idéal of a black
exgpe robe foating in her imagination, her hopes of giving it
form .and substance Ly her own ingenuity wWere not Ve¥y Wo-

.
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guine. 'Mre. Barnaby, either from -the ‘depth of "her- sotrow;
or the height of her elegance, had commanded, when she or-
dered her widow’s mourning, that one dress shenld touch the
heart of every beholder by having a fhasement of sable crapeé
one yard in breadth around it. This doleful .dvess vras costly,
and had been rarely wern at Silvertom, that it might come
forth in great splendour at Exeter. But at Exeter, as we have
seen, the widow’s feelings so completely overpowered her, that
she could not wear it at all, and thus it eame under.the fin
gers of Agnes in very respectable eendition. Of these circam<
ambulatory ells ef erape, the young artificer contrived’ to
fabricate a dress that was anything but unbecoming. . The
eiormous erape gigods (for those were ‘the .dsys of .gigots),
which made part of her black treasure, lning from her delicate
fair arms like transpavent -elouds upon the silvery brightness
of the moon. . ..so, at least, would Frederick" Suepb‘ neon have
described it . . . . while the simple corsage, drawn & ‘ln.vierge
rather higher than fashion demanded round her beaxtiful bust,
gave a delicate and sober dignity to her appearance, that even
those who would have -deemed it “a pity to be 50 eovered up”
themselves, -eould met but allow was-exoeedingly becoming. -

As soon as her labour was ended she prudently made an
experiment of its effect’; :andl then, in * trembling hope’’ of
her aunt’s approvdl, made her appearance before ther. Her
success here perfectly astonished her.

% Merey on me, citfld’) —What amdlegant.dress? --fWhere
on earth did you get it from ? ”

-% From yeur gown, awnt.”

« Gh, 0 be sure 1—q mmderstand. Ftis. not meny people
that would give away such a dvess as that, Agnes — perfectly
new, and so extremely elegant. T hope it won't turn your
brain, my dear, and that you will never forget who gave it ‘to
you. Certainly T never thought you so handsome before ; and
if you will but study nry mammer a litfle, and-smile, and show
your fine teeth, I do reilly thivk T may be able to get a hus.
band for you, which would -eertainly be mare creditable -than
going out as a governess.. . .'S8o0 'you oan work, Agnes, T see
««..and a good thing too, considering your poverty. It does
not look amiss upon the whdle, T must say ; though T don’t see
any reason for your covering -yourseHf up 03 ‘L am waxe yow
neck is white enough to be seen, ‘and it would e odd ¥

M 4
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wasn't, considering who your mother was ; for both she

ever hid myself up in that way....And what shoes,
have you got to wear with it ?”
¢ These, aunt,” said Agnes, putting out her little foot,
cased in leather, with a sole of very thickness,
¢ Well, upon my word, that’s & pity . ... it spoils all ..4 1f

thin pair of prunells pumps on purpose ?”’
¢ I should be very much obliged to you, sunt.” [0
¢ Well, then, for once I must be extravagant, I w
50, get on your other gown, child, as quick as you can, ¥
your bonnet and shawl, and let us go to the shop 1

the corner. I did not mean to stir out to-day . . . . there
wind enough to make one’s eyes perfectly bloodshot. . . . Hew
ever, the shop’s close by. . .. Only, if you do marry well, |
hope you will never forget what yon owe me,”

- - ™~

Agneslnd been toohnd atworktotakelnylm"llk .
though invited to do it; but her friend Mary called upon be
both Monday and Tuelday ; and having found her way inw
the closet, seemed to think, as she pulled over Agnes’s books,
and chatted with her concerning their contents, that they migit
often enjoy themselves téte-da-téte there.

¢ Shall you like it, Agnes ?”* she a.dded,aﬁeﬂketchmgwl
a scheme to her.

¢ I think, Mary, you could make me like anything ., ...
but can I really make you like sitting in this cupboard, instad
of your own elegant drawing-room ?”

¢ If you will sit with me here, my new friend,” answered
Miss Peters, with an air of great sincerity.

“ Then must I not be wicked if I ever think myself un-
happy again . . . . at least, as long as we stay at Clifton ?*

““ Dear girl!. . .. you should not be so, if I could help it.
«+..But I must go.... nine o’clock this evening, remember,
and wait for us in the outer room, if you do not find us already
‘Mre.”

These instructions Agnes repeated to her aunt; but that
lady’s ardent temper induced her to order a fly to be at her

door st half-past eight precisely ; and when it arrived, the
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'"w.s for at least the fourth time putting the last finishing touch

'y‘to her blonde, and her feathers, and her ringlets, and her
xouge, and therefore it took her not more than five minutes
for a last general survey, before she declared herself * ready:!"”
and Jerningham received orders to precede her down the stairs
with a candle.

If the former descriptions of the widow’s appearance have
not been wholly in vain, the reader will easily conceive the
increased splendour of her charms when elaborately attired for
a ball, without my entering into any minutie concerning them.
Suffice it to say, that if the corsage of the delicate Agnes might
have been deemed by some too high, that of Mrs. Barnaby
might have been thought by others too low ; and that, taken
altogether, she looked exceedingly like one of the supple-

* mentary dames brought forth to do honour to the banquet
scene in Macbeth.

Arriving half an hour before the time appointed, they, of
course, did not find the Peters family ; mor did this latter
party make their appearance before the patience of Mrs. Bar-
naby had given way, and she had insisted, much to the .
vexation of Agnes, upon going on to the ball-room withoat:
them.

There the atmosphere was already in some degree congenial
to her. The lustres were blazing, the orchestra tuning, and a .

- few individuals, as 1mpat1ent as herself, walking up and down ,
the room, and appearing greatly dellghted at having something .
‘new to stare at.

This parade was beginning to realise all the worst fears of
‘Agnes (for the room was filling fast, and Mrs. Barnaby would
not hear of sitting down), when she descried Mrs. Peters, her
son, her three daughters, and two other gentlemen, enter the
room.

Mrs. Barnaby saw them too, and instantly began to stride
towards them ; but timidity now made Agnes bold, and she
held back, still courageously retaining her aunt’s arm, and ex-
claiming eagerly —

¢ Oh, let them come to us, aunt!”

“ Nonsense, child! .... Don’t hold me so, Agnes; it will
be exceedingly rude if we do not join them immediately, ac
cording to our engagement.”

The pain of violently seizing upon Mrs. Ye.v:n wu, haw

o
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ever, spared her by the watchful kindness of Mary, who caught
sight of them immediatety, and, together with Elizsheth, has-
tened forward to meet ‘them.

Miss Peters gave a glance of approbation snd ploasure st
the appearance of Agnes, who did not look the lexs besutiful,
perhaps, from the deep blush that dyed her cheeks as she
marked the expression of Mrs. Peters’ countenance, as she

\ approached with her eyes fixed upon her aunt. That lady,
\however let her have felt what she might at sight of her
“remarkable-lookmg sister-in-law, very honourably performed
ther part of the compact entered into with her daughters, smiling
yery graciously in return for her affectionate relative’s raptures
ptseeing her, and showing no symptom of anything she felt on
the occasion, excepting immmediately retiring to the remotest
torder of the room, where she very nearly hid hevself behind a *
iillar,
{ Mrs. Barnaby of course followed her, with the young ladies,

‘the seat she had chosen ; but her active genius was i 3

to work to discover how she might escape from it, for
he feelings produced by such an eclipse were perfeotly in-
plerable.

. I must pretend that I see some person whom I knew,”
ought she, “and so make one of the girls walk aoross the
pom with 'me ; ” but at the instant she was about to put this
ject into execution, James Peters care up to theparty, and
civilly addressed her. This was something, for the young
an was handsome and well dressed; but better still was
at happened next, for she :mmedutely felt at ence that she
abeut to ‘become the heroine of an adventure. Misjor
en, whose appearance altogether, inclwding moustaches, fa-
Quris, collier grec, -embroidered waistcoat, ‘and all, was very
rly as remarkable as her own, entered the room, locked

pliments to the Peters’ party, distinguishing her'by:a bow

t spake the profoundest admiration and respect.

lizabeth was the last-of -the Tow, her mother (with Mrs.

aby next her) ‘being -at ‘the other end of it ; and ¢lose to

dbeth the dashing major placed *himself, immediately en-

ﬁng into 3 whispered conversation with her, which obliged
to turn herself round from ‘the rest, in sach 2 menner thet
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wot even Lucy, who came next in order, ocould -overhear much
of what passed. .. « . Nevertheless, the widow delt as certain as
if she could have followed every wond of it, thet this earnest
eonversation was about her.

Nor was ¢he mistaken, for thus it van: — _

“Good evening, Miss Elizabeth. . . . Youmre just arvived,
1 presume. . » . An excellent ball, is it not?..... I told yom it
would be. . . . 'What an exesedingly fine woman your aunt is,
Miss Peters ! .... It is your aunt, I think?”

“ Yes ....our aunt, certaimly . . ... the widow of my mo-
ther’s brother, Major Allen.”

““ Ay, . ... 1 understood she was your awmi. ... Sheisa
woman of large fortune, 1 hear? ”

“ Yes, very lnrge fortune.”

“ But she is in lodgings, is she not? . ... She does not
seem to ‘have tiken the whole house.” -

“Oh,m0... only quite small ledgings: butdaedoelmt
spend & third -of her income, nor near it.”

A ﬁeaﬂy‘? « «- - then, I suppose, hansdseme as she 1is, that
she #s'a little in the skin-flint line, €¢h? ... .. And here the
major showed his horse-like ‘teeth by .a laugh.

“ Not that at all, 1 sssure you,” replied the yonnghdy
smiably anxious to exonerate her eunt fram :s0 vile an as-
persion ; ““inleed, 1 should way quite the contary; for she
hes very genereus @rd noble ideas abowt momey, and the use
a widow ought to make of a fortune left by der Thusband,
inoase she does not happen ito marryagain. 1 am .sure.I hope
people won’t be vo ill-matwred .88 to sy she is stingy because
she -does ‘not -theose #o aspend -all ther dncome; —dt will be
abmmdb‘le if :they -do, because her ‘motives are 0 very
aoble.”

*J-am sure the'heas a 'mo<-channing advecate in'you. .
And-what, ‘then, may T :ask ... , .-for what iis moble lhould
never be concealed . ... what can be the reason of economy
0 urmecessary? * ’

* She ‘does not thivk it ureesessary, Major Allen; For she
has en orphan niece whe is left quite dependent upon -her, nml
what she:is saving will be For her.”

Amiable indeed 1. . . . Then her property is only ncome,

‘presume ? Realy'thatis'a pity, contidering how vemnedeakn
“well such 8 disposition would employ the cugieal :
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*“Oh: no, that is not so neither; my uncle Barnaby i
everything entirely at her own disposal ; only she thisk’§
« - - - and here the silly and loguacious Elizabeth stopped shet,
for the ides suddenly occurred to her that it was met righ
to talk so much of her aunt’s concerns to so - e
quaintance as Major Allen; and not exactly knowing how#
end her sentence, she permitted a sudden thought to stk
her, and exclaimed, ‘1 wonder when they will bega
dancing ? ~

But the major had heard encugh.

He resumed the conversation, however, but very discreet,
by saying, ““ That young lady in mourning is ber niece, I my-
pose > and a beantiful creature she is. ... Bat how cess
she to be in such deep mourning, when that of her sunti

ferred from the widow to her niece, she would doubtiess, frm
the talkative frankness of her nature, have disclosed it; but |
as her confidential conversation with her new relative had It
her ignorant of this, she answered, with rather a comfissed
recollection of Mrs. Barnaby's explanation, “ I believe it is
because she wears it out of romantic sorrow for her own paps,
though he has been dead for years and years.”

“ Will you ask your brother, Miss Peters, to introduce me
to Mrs. Barnaby ? ” :

““Certainly, Major Allen, if you wish it.. .. Jamnes,” addel
the young lady, stretchicg out her fan to draw his attentiea
from Agmes, with whom he was wlking, “James, step here.
- - - . Major Allen wishes you to introduce him to Mrs. Bar-
naby.”
The major rose at the moment, and strengthemed the
request by adding, ¢ Will you do me that honour, My. Pe-
ters >

The young man bowed shighdy, and, without answering,
moved to the front of the happy widow, followed by the ob-
sequious mzjor, and said, ¢ Major Allen wishes to be intro-
duced to you, Mrs. Barnaby. . . . Major Allen, Mrs. Barnaby.”

It was not without an effort that this consummation of her
dearest hopes was received with some tolerable appearsnce of
«Xternal composure by the lady ; bat she fax that She women)



THE WIDOW BARNABY, 178

was an important one, and called up all her energy to support
her under it. Perhaps she blushed, but that, for obvious
reasons, was not perceptible ; but she cast down her eyes upon
her fan, and then raised them again tq the face of the bending
major with a look that really said a great deal.

The established questions and answers in use on such occa-
sions were going on with great zeal and animation on both
sides, when a fresh source of gratification presented itself to
the widow in the approach of Mr. Frederick Stephenson to
Agnes, in a manner as flatteringly decided as that of the major
to herself ; but, being quite a stranger to the Peters family,
he was preceded by the master of the ceremonies, who whis-
pered his name and family to Mrs. Peters, asking her permis-
sion to present him to the young lady in mourning, who
appeared to be of her party.

This was of course readily accorded ; when the introduction
took place, and was followed by 8 petition from the young man
for the honour of dancing with her..

Agnes looked a vast deal more beauhful than he had ever
dared to believe possible through her veil, as she answered,
1 am engaged.”

“ Then the next? " said Mr. Stephenson eagerly.

Agnes bowed her blushing assent, and the young man eon-
tinued to stand before her, going through pretty nearly the
same process as the major.

This lasted till the quadrilles began to form, when James
Peters claimed her hand for the dance.

*Two of the Miss Peters soon followed, when Major Allen
said, ““ As the young ladies are forsaking you, madam, may you
not be induced to make a party at whist? *

1 should have no objection whatever, major,” replied
Mrs. Barnaby, ¢ provided there was room at a table where they
did not play high.”

- ¢ Of course, if I have the honour of making a table for you,
my dear madam, the stakes will be of your own naming. . ..
Will you permit me to go and see what can be done?”

“ You are excessively kind . . . . I shall be greatly obliged.”

The active Mars departed instantly, with a step, if. not as
light, at least as zealous in its speed, as that of Mercury when
bent upon one of his most roguish errands, and in a wonder-
fully short space of time he returned with the inteligence Sl
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a table was waiting for her. He then presented his amm,
which she took with condescending dignity, and led hew- off..

“ Ah! sure a pair was never seen,
So justly formed to meet by mature 1>

exclaimed Mrs. Peters to Lucy, as they walked away > and
gleatly relieved, she rose, and taking hew dasughter by the amm,
Jjoined a party of her friends in & more busy part of the yoom.

Meanwhile the quadrilles proceeded, and Agnes, metwith~ _
standing the heart-beating shyness inevitably attendimg s finst
appearance, did not lose her look of sweet composuze er hes
graceful ease. James Peters was an attentive and eneo; i
partner, and she would probably soon have forgetten that this
was the first time she had ever damced, except at schosl, hed
she not, when the dance was about half over, perorived: hevwelf
to be an object of more attention to one of the standers-by
than any girl, so very new, can be conscious of, ‘withowt em-
barrassment. The eyes which thus annoyed her were theee
of Colonel Hubert. His remarkable height made him eon-.
spicuous among the throng, whichk was rendered more dense
than usual by a wish, every moment increasing, to losk at the
*¢ beautiful girl in deep mourning;* and perhaps her hap.
pening to know who he was made her fancy that it was. more
embarrassing to be looked at by him than by any one else.
The annoyance, however, did not last long, for he di

Colonel Hubert left the place where he had stood, and the
study in which he had certainly found some intevest, for the
purpose of looking for his friend Stephenson. He found Mim
in the doorway.

¢ Frederick, I want you,” said the colonel. * Come with
me, my good fellow, and I will prove to you that, notwith-
standing my age and infirmities, I still retain my faculties saf-
ficiently to find out what is truly and really lovely as ably as
yourself. Come on, suffer yourself to be led, and I will show
you what I call 8 beautiful girl.”

Stephenson quietly suffered himself to be led captive, amd
'half a dozen paces placed him immediately opposite to Agnes
Willodghby.

¢¢ Look at that girl,” said Colonel Hubert in a whisper, * wd
tell me what Jyou think of her?™

' “ The angel in black ?*
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< ¥es, Fredexick.”’

* This is glodous, by Heawen % «wu o Why, Huben, it in
mry own black asgel!”"

“ You do-not meam. to telhme that the gitl we saw with thes
horribly vulgar woman,, and:this apitame of allelagance, are the,
same P "

“Bnt,upunynnl,ldo;nr... « And now what do yew
say to the advantage of beisg able t0 see through a thiek veil 2

«“ L cannot believe it, Stephenson,” .. .. replied Colone}
Hubert, again fixing his eyes in an earnest gaze upon Agnes.

¢¢ Then die in your unbelief, and nuch good may it do: yeu.
Why, I havé- been’ intsoduced to hev, man . ... hex neme is
Willoughby, and I am te dence the next quadrille with hex.”
. “ If tbi’ b 80, 60 00 W'” o 0w sﬂ ﬂ]e QOIM
turning abruptly away.

- <1 think so,” replied his friead, follomlg, and :elmqushmg
even the pleasure of loeking at Agna far that of enjoying his
triumph over Hubert. ¢ Won't this mmke a goed: story?
«... And dow’t you think, celonel, thet fox a few years
longer, at least, it may be as well to. postpone the adoptiom of
your lady aunt’s system, and when you see two females together,,
look at bothy, to- ascevtain. whether one of thema may not be the
loveliest ereature in the wniverse, before you give up yeour
whele soul to- the: amiable e¢cupation of quiazing the other2”

‘¢ You. think this is a very good jest, Frederick . . .. but to
‘me, I assure you, it seems very mweh. the com Aot

¢« Because it is so melancholy for a man ef five-and-thirty
to lose his eye-sight? '

¢ Because, Stephenson, it is so melancholy to know that such
a being as that fair girl is in the hands of a woman. whese ap-
pemmce speaks her te be so umdyvdgar, te nythe‘ery
least of it.”

“ Take care, my venerable philosopher, that you do not
blunder about the old lady as egregiously as you before did
about the young one. When I got the master af the cere-
monies te perform. for me the precious service of ax intro-
duction, I inquired about the party that she and:the furbelow:
sunt were with, gnd learned that. they we ameng the moss
respectable resident inhabitants of Clifton.

“ I am heartily glad of it,, Frederick . ., .Mlt\,\lm

paziy comsisted of the poblest in the M&,X&M\&ﬁ“



176 - THE WIDOW BARNABY, .

aunt to be a greater spot upon her beauty than any wart or
mole that ever disfigured a fair cheek . . . . at least, it would,
I think, be quite sufficient to keep my heart safe, if I

this uncommon-looking creature still more beautifal than I do
« « « « which, I confess, would not be easy.”

¢ I wish your heart joy of its security,” returned Stephen-
son. “ And now be off, and leave me to my happiness ; for
see, the set breaks up, and I may follow her to her place, and
again present myself. . . . Come, tell me honestly, do you not
envy me?” :

I never dance, you know.”

¢ 80 much the worse for you, mon cher,” and the gay young
man turned off, to follow the way that he saw Agnes
This was to the quarter where she had left her aunt and Mrs.
Peters, but they found neither.

“Don’t be frightened,” said her good—mtured partner ;
“we shall find my mother in a moment.”.... And when
they did find her, she received Agnes with a smiling welcome,
which contrasted pretty strongly with the stately and almost
forbidding aspect with which she ever regarded Mrs. Bar-
naby.

Young Stephenson saw this reception, and saw also the
empressement with which the pretty, elegant Mary Peters
seemed to cling to her. More than ever persuaded that he
was right, and his friend wrong, he suddenly determined on
a measure that he thought might ensure a more permanent
acquaintance than merely being a partner of a dance; and
before presenting himself to claim her hand, he again addressed
the master of the ceremonies with a request that he would
present him to Mrs. Peters.

That obliging functionary made not the least objection ;
indeed he knew that there was not a lady in the room, either
young or old, who would not thank him for an introduction
to Sir Edward Stephenson’s handsome brother, himself a
cornet in the Blues, and the inheritor of his mother’s noble
estate in Worcestershire, which made him considerably. a
richer man than his elder brother. All this was known
to everybody, for the beautiful Miss Hubert and her lover
Sir Edward had been for a week or two the lions of Clifton ; ,
and though they had mixed very little in ita wociety, there

was nobody who could be considered as anybody, who woddd
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not have been well pleased at making the acquaintance of
Frederick Stephenson. The young man, too, knew well
how to make the most of the ten minutes that preceded the
second dance; and Mrs, Peters smiled to think, as she watched -
him leading Agnes to join the set, how justly her keeping
faith had been rewarded by this introduction of the most
désiré partner in the room.
* . * » * »

Meanwhile Mrs. Barnaby was led to the card-room by
Major Allen; but he led her slowly, and more than once
found himself obliged to stop for a minute or two, that she
might not be incommoded by pressing too quickly through
the crowd. And thus it was they talked, as they gently won
their way.

¢ And what may be the stake Mrs. Barnaby permits her-
self ?”’ said the major, bending forward to look into the
widow’s eyes. .

“Very low, I assure you, major!” replied the lady, with
a wave of the head that sent her plumes to brush.the hirsute
magnificence of his face.

¢ Shorts and crown points, perhaps,” rejoined the majer,
agreeably refreshed by the delicate fanning he had received.

“Oh fie! major . ... how can you suspect me of .such .
extravagance? ... . No, believe me, I know too well how
to use the blessings of wealth, to abuse them by playing so
high as that . ... but I believe gentlemen think that no-
thing ?”

“ Why no, my dear madam, I cannot say that men .. ..
that is, men of a certain fashion and fortune, think much of
crown points. ... For my own part, I detest gambling, .
though I love whist, and never care how low I play . ...
though occasionally, when 1 get into a certain set, I am
obliged to give way a little .... but I never exceed five
pound points, and twenty on the rubber ; and that you know,
unless the cards run-extravagantly high, cannot amount to
anything very alarming . ... especially as I play tolerably
well, and, in fact, never play so high if I can help it....”

““ But, major,” said the lady, stopping short in their pro-
gress, “I really am afraid that T must decline playing at
your table ... . the amount of what I could lose voight nen
Pperhaps be a great object to me, any more than 0 JOu « <+«

' N
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-he commanded & full :view: of ‘that atsthich :Mzs. :Barokhywes_
engaged. His .recent - exsusinatian sof her wiece rgave him .8
decling of iaterest im this amnt, :that meatly superseded -the

.amusement he might-etherwise have derived -from her appesr.

ance andananner. That beth wene Jileely #0-beafeetod by:the

intense interest and pleamue she teok:in Rer. accupation,:as well

a3 in the pastner wrhe shared it with ihex, may . be -eesily .con-

oeived, when it){fis : stated that:mnt even fhe ientwanee .of .the

‘magnificent.Colonel weas penceived by der.

Her riwscity, ber ;enjomemant, beeame mare striking: every
:moment; ‘her' womls wene.full of piquans-aud sgreesble maan-
ing, whieh ber eyesmempled not:so meeond ; awhile :the major
.assumned -xsowe -and imowe the gir and .mamner .of. 2 man-en-
‘chanted :and -eosmeasned sbeyorid the power af concealment.
‘But it was.oet -the spirit of quizeing -that eat upon {iolonel

Hubert's hoow as Je:contemplated .this scene ; -on the cantrary,
-his fine eountenamoe .gpoke first. disgrst, amd them .a degree .¢f
-melanchely' that .might have seamed il -hefitting.the occasian,
-and-in a fewmimutas Re walked amayand we-emtered the ball-
moom.

Whether intentionally or .not may he.sonbieil ; ‘but hesoon
again.found ;himself opposite to the:place which Agnes ogou-
pied in the quadrile, and jbeing there, matched her with a de-

.gree of attemtion:that seemad :equally made up of auriesity and
.sdmination. . Jt is stuange,” thought he, “that themest re-
pulsive and .the most attusctive .wemen I ever wemensiber ‘to '
have seen, should be;so.clerely Jinked.tagether.”

Jn.a few mismtes the guadrille ended, when Mr. Stephewson,
who had.danced ;it ;mith : the eldest Miss Peters, said to his
‘friend ;a8 he :passed im, - We axe nowgoing:to #es, and if
-pent will enme:wish us:1 will.introderee you.’

. Colonel Hxdaert folowed alment maechanically, yet not .with-
rut 3 fecling samewhat allied to .selfrenraach ,at pexBRitting

Hhimself 1o jein; the panty:of- @ Mzs.iBsznaby.

This eheozieus .Andividual was, however, .zearly .or xather
-ahally forgatdan svithin & very . few amimutes \after the intno-
sduetian sodk place. . Murs. Peteraismanmers wese,.as welinow,
~partionlarly lady-dike mnd plassing, ber .daughters .l pretty-

lonking, aand .oneof :them, 2t Jeass, simgulanky ;enimated and
sagreeable ; her sansand ithe wther.gentlemen afcher oty wex-

afeetly eomme il,fut 5 and AZREs ... ... WHAL AL AFORBIWARS
N 2
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. had a right to expect. Unfortunately this wish had been too
evident: and the idea of being disposed of in marriage by his
brother and sisters had become a bugbear from which the
young man shrank with equal indignation and contempt. The
marriage of his elder brother with Miss Hubert had naturally
led to great intimacy between the families; and of all the
acquaintance he had ever made, Colonel Hubert was the one
for whom Frederick Stephenson felt the warmest admiration
and esteem; and certainly he was more proud of the affec-
tionate partiality that distinguished individual had shown him
than of any other advantage he possessed. 8ir Edward
Stephenson observed this, and had told his betrothed Emma
that he drew the best possible augury from it for his brother’s
safety.  He is so proud of Montague’s friendship,” said he,
“ that it must be a most outrageous love-fit which would make
him hazard it by forming a conuection unworthy in any way.
So jealously does he deprecate the interference of his own
family on this subject, that I have long determined never
more to let him see how near it is to my heart....and I
will not even mention the subject to your brother, lest, par
impossible, he might ever discover that I had done so; but I
wish you, love, would say a word to him before we leave
Clifton. . . . Tell him that Frederick has still a great pro-
pensity to fall in love at first sight, and that we shall all bless
him everlastingly, if he will prescribe change of air whenever
he may happen to see the fit seize him.”

« The fair Emma promised and kept her word ; and such was

the theme on which their discourse turned the night before
the wedding, when, Sir Edward being engaged with the
Jawyer, who had just arrived from London with the settle-
ments, the brother and sister took that stroll upon the pave-
ment of Sion Row, which had first exhibited the stately
figure of Colonel Hubert to Mrs. Barnaby’s admiration. Little
did Agnes think, when her head was made to obtrude itself
through the window upon that occasion, that her ears caught
sorae words of a conversation destined to prove so important
to her future happiness.

That the “ falling in love at first sight” had already taken
place, Colonel Hubert could not doubt, as he watched his
enthusiastic friend’s look and manner, while conversing W

x 3
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Agnes, and gravely aud. sesrowfully did: he ponder on: te
words: of hie sister in their last téte.d -téte.

« Save him, dearest: Montagne, if you can,” said she, * fiem |
any folly of thm sort ; furl'.nallythmk S Bwud  vould
never beh.pyyngan if Froderiek formed nydug-ﬂ .
marriage.”

¢« And a disgraceful marriage it- would and: xaamst: be,’
thought he; ‘“neither her surpsssing beswty .. .'. nes he
modest eleganee- either, can make it otherwise.”

As if sent by fate to confirm. hime in: this cemvietiom,, the
widow at this moment approached the. party; leaning on the
arm of the major. Havisg finished. her fifik rubber,, snd
pocketed her sixteenr half-crowns, Major Allen’s twa frieads
pleaded an engugement: elsewhere, and: Mrz. Barnsby accepted
his offered escort to the tou-table.

A look of happiness is very becoming te many.faces,.it will
often indeed lend a oharm to- featmres- that in sewrew caa
boast of none ; but.there are otherw:on which this: gemial and
expansive emotion produces a different effect,.and Mrs: Barnaby
was one of there. Her eyes did not cnly sparkle; they pes.
feetly glaved with triumph and delight. She shoek her curs
and her feathers with the vivacity of 2 Bacchante when tbes-
ing her cymbals in the air; and her. joyous laugh. and: her
conscious whisper, as each in.turn‘ attracted attention: from- gl
around, were exactly calculated to produce just sneh an efieot as
the luckless Agnes would- hawe lived in' silence and. solisude
for ever tb-avoid witnessing,.

The Aabile major descried: the party the instant he entered
the room, and led the Jady directly to:it. Biw the table was
fully occupred, and for a moment no ome stirred. but Agoes,
who, pate and positively trembiing with distress, stvod up,
thongh witheut saying a: word..
© Mbys: Peters' celoured, and for a2 secord locked doubtfal
what to' do'; but wher she saw Major Adlen address himaelf
with the mammer of am old acguaintance to: Elizabeth, slie
rose; and slightly saying; “ I am. serry you are toe late. for
tea, Mrs. Barnaby,” maved off, followed, of conrse; by her
danghters; and! the gemlemawmdmg on- them:
¢ ¢ ] dare say we shall find a cup that will do:... . . Dever

seeion] s, . .. Agnew, don’t yow gu,\muymmx,ﬂm
at the bottom of the table; thimis as dry as hay.’

T ———
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Tihe major-was immedisseky om. the alert; and seizing: an the
tea~pet seized: the hnd'nf:Agnes with it. Neck, cheeks, and
braw: were- crisnsen- ifi- an: instant; aed: as she withdrew her
hand. frem: his.endacios towsh,. her eye: caught: that ofs Colonel
Hubert fixed upon her. Shame;. vexatiom, and: semvething
akmest. approsching. tetenror,. breught tears inte that beautiful
eye; and.for a.nooment the gallant soldier foxgot everything in
. axdent- longing: to seilze. by the coller apd fling from the
chamber the; man. who had: thus dared: to, offend: har. But
FExederick: Stephensom, who also, saw. the actiom, quitted the
side of his: partnav, contrary te:all the laws;of etiquette, and
quinkly plscing himself ' heside Agnes, bestosved!such a glance
on: the major-as immediately: tnrnedithe agtention of that: judis
cipus persanage to: the tea=pot amd . Mxs. Bawnaby..

“ Yau demca with; me now, Miss:Willoughhy,” said: young
Stephensen, whieh; as he had. enjoyed that henour twice: be~
fove, he had been:toe discreet-to hint at: till the arrival of: the
widow: and. the: major had rendered her being immediately:
oequpied se paxticularly. desirahlé.. Agnea perfectly understood
his: motive; anc. though. her: cheeks again tingled:as she resaem-
bexed how impessible it was: foo her to. run. effectually: from. the
anpoyance that se cruelly beset. her; she felt touched and grate-
ful. for his kindness; and the smile with whieh she accepted
it, would have: sefficed to subdue the heart.of Fredesick had
“an. atom: of it been. unsubdued befare. .

S

CHAPTER IIL

MELANCHOLY, MEDIPATIONS. —— AN EVENTFUL WALK, ~ A, PLEASANT
BREAKBAST, —A COMFORTABLE CONVERSATION IN A, CLOSET,

TeE slumbera: of Agmes. thet- night ween: not: heavy, for she
waked while the: birds were: still. singing their- morning hymn
to- the smny, which poured. its beams full upen.her-face through
her uncurteined windoew: She:turned restlesalyr upon her little
bed), and tried tn sleep again ;. but it weuld not: do.; and: as
she listened: to thie twitiering witheus, so strang & desire seized
her tpleave the narrow boundary of ber little:claset, and: breathe

_tlite adn ofi Heaven,. that aften the:hesitation and struggle efa
fow monvents she yiclded ,and nojiselessly crexpirag Wt Atoe,wed.

N 4
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performing the business of her toilet with the greatest cantion,
ventured to open the door communicating with her aunfs
chamber, when she had the great satisfaction of hearing her
snore loud enough to mask any sound she might herself make
in passing through the room.

In like manner she successfully made her way down stain
and out of the house, and her heart beat with something like
pleasure as she felt the sweet morning breeze blow from the
dowus upon her cheek. She walked towards the beautiful
point on which the windmill stands; but alas! she was no
longer happy enough to feel that the landscape it commanded
could confer that sort of perfect felicity which she had before
thought belonged to it. She sat down again. on the same spot
where Mary, Lucy, James, and herself had sat before, but
with how different a feeling ! and yet it wanted one whole day
of a week since that time. What new sorrow was it that
weighed thus upon her spirits? .... The good-humoured
liking that her new acquaintance then testified towards her,
had since ripened into friendship . . .. at the ball of the pre-
ceding evening she had, in fashionable phrase, met with the
most brilliant success . . . . she had danced every dance, and
three of them with the partner that every lady in the room
would best have liked to dance with ; and yet there was a
feeling of depression at her heart greater than she had ever
been conscious of before. How was this? . ... Could
herself tell the cause of it ? . . . . Yes, if she had asked.herself,
she could have answered, and have answered truly, that it was
because she now knew that the better, the more estimable, the
more amiable the society around her might be, the more
earnestly she ought to endeavour to withdraw from it ...
This conviction was enough to make her feel sad, and there
was no need to seek farther in order to discover other sources
of sadness, if any such there were, within her bosom.

And thus she sat, again pulling thyme from the hill-side ;
but it was no longer so sweet as before, and she threw it from
her, like a child who has broken its toy, and just reached the
sage conviction that its gaudy colouring was good for nothing.
While indulging in this most unsatisfactory fit of musing, the
sound of a horse’s feet almost close behind startled her; bat
instead of turning her head to see whom it might be, she

started up, and walked onward. 'The horseman, however, waa
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perhaps more curious taan herself, for he immediately rode
past her, nor scrupled to turn his heul as he did so, to ascer-
tain who the early wanderer might be.

But even before he had done so Agnes knew, by a moment’s
glance at his figure as he passed her, that it was Colonel
Hubert.

‘He checked his horse, and touched his hat, and for half an
instant Agnes thought he was going to speak to her : perhaps
he thought so too,; but if he did, he changed his mind, for
looking about in the distance, as if reconnoitring his position,
he pressed the sides of his horse and galloved on, a groom
presently following.

Agnes breathed more freely. ¢ Thank God, he did not
speak to me!” she exclaimed. ¢ If he had, I should have
wanted power to answer him. ... Never, no, never can I
forget . . . . were I to see him every day to the end of my life,
I should never forget the expression of his face as my aunt
Barnaby . ... and that dreadful man.... walked up the
room towards the tea-table! . ... no, nor the glance he gave,
so full of vexation and regret, when his kind-hearted, sweet~
tempered friend, asked me again to dance with him!....
Proud, disdainful man! T hope and trust that I never may
behold him more ! . ... It is he who first taught me to know
and feel how miserable is the future that awaits me!” This
soliloquy, partly muttered and partly thought, was here inter-
rupted by her once more hearing the sound of a horse’s feet on
the turf close behind her.

¢ He has turned back !”” thought she, ¢ though I did not
see him pass me. Oh! if he speaks to me, how shall I answer
him !” ’

But again the horseman rode past, and another rapid glance
showed her that this time it was not Colonel Hubert, nor did
she trouble herself to think whom else it might be ; and if she
had, the labour would have been thrown away, for in this
case, as before, the rider looked back, and displayed to her
view the features of Major Allen.

He instantly stopped his horse, and jumped to the ground,
then skilfully wheeling the animal round, placed himself be-
:lween it and the terrified Agnes, and began walking beside

er.s

Her first impulse was to stand still, and sk Mim Wherelste
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he thus approached her ; but when she turned towards hima.te
speak, the expression of his broad audacious countenamsce-strusk
lier with dismay, and she suddenly turned round, and walked
rapidly aund in silence back towards the windmdll, amd; the
buildings beyond ‘it.

¢ Are you afraid of me, my charming young lady 2% msidt
tlie major with a chuckle, again wheeling his charger-se as:to
place himself beside Agnes. .. .  No reasow, upen-my.souk ...
How is your adorable aunt?. ... Tell her I inqmirest for
Her, and tell her, too, upon the honour of an ofkcer amdi s,
gentleman; that I' consider her as by far the finest women ¥
ever saw. . . . But why do you run on so swifthy, my: pressy
little fawn? Your charming eunt will thank me; T anesure,
for not letting you put-yourself in a fever;” and so:saying his
Huge hand grasped. the elbow of Agnes, and he held hen farcikly;
back.

A feeling of terror, greater than the oceasion caled fax per-
haps, induced Agnes to utter a-cry at again feaking this\Hatefl
gripe, which seemed as if by magic to bring her relief,. foxr an
the same moment Colonel Hubert was on the ather side of  hers
Agnes looked up in his face with an undisgnised.expression of
delight, and on his effering his arm she took: it instantly,, bws
without either of them having uttered a word.

There was something in the arrangement of the tria- tha
Major Allen did not. appear to eppreve, for having. takew adisus
three steps-in advarnce, he suddenly stopped, and sayingihua.aent
of blustering mutter, ““You will be pleased to give my best:aom=
pliments to-your aunt,” he sprang upon his horss:se« heedlessly
as to rendér it probable beth lady and gentlemas mightiget- a
kick from the animal, and making it bound forward darted. off
across the dowm

Agnes gently withdrew her arm, and said, bk in a-vaim
not ‘over steady, © Indeed, sir; I am: very much olliged, te
you ™ A

T am ghd to Liave been near you, Miss Willoughby, when
that very insolent person addressed yoss,'” said Calonel Hubary
But withewt making sny. second offer-of his am.. And a mo-
mens after he-added, “ Excuwe:me for telling-you. that you ans
impradent: in- walking thus early and: alane. Though. Cliftes .
on this side appears a rural sort of residence, it is not withent

#ome of the dissgreeshle features.of: 3 wakenig - ploead
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1 huve Hved always in the countty:......] had no idea:
there was any dunges,”” .. .. said. Agnes; shocked: to. think:
how much: her ows: childisk. impsadenes must: have strength..
emed Golonel! Hubert’s worst opinion. of hex and. her cons
nections.

“ Nor-is there; pethaps. awy: actusdi denger,” replied: the
colomel’; “but there ave muny things- thati | may' nok exactly
warrant' thas name, which. nevertheless ......

“ Would be very,improper for me:! ... ... Oh! it was greas
ignorance — great folly ! interrupted Agnes eagerly ;- ““ andt.
niever; never againwill I put myself imneed of such kindmess.! ™’

¢ Has youn semt always lived: with: you iw the counmtey?
was a: question which Cobesel Hubert: felt greatly disposed to:
agk ;- Mwt; instead of it; lve said, tursingudown:fromy the winds.
mill Hll, & Yow reside at: Ridmey: Place, L believe, and; if ¥
mistake pot; this is the wap”

“ Ney sir . . ... we lodge i Sion Rows.. ...kt is here don
by.... D&noc'letme delay your vide any: mreze ... .. I am
very el obkiged to-you';” . .. ..andiwithout waiting for am
answer, Agnes stepped rapidly down the steepside of the hill;
and: wae Half-way towa:.'s 3iom: Row: befire: the colonel. felb
quite sare of what he bai.intended to:any in retarn.

‘“Bat it i¥ no matter, ... . She i gene,”” thowght he, sndi
telfing his' reins f¥om. the and: of hie groom, le remosmted;
a#nd: resumed hnmamg ride.

™ - - *

Mis. Barnahy liad not quxmd her bed:when Agmes returne;
bt slie wae awake; and hearing some: ewe: enten the. drawing:
room, called out, *“ Who's there?

“ It is ¥, sumt,” said Aignes, opepiiig: the'door with. fiushed
clicelew and out: of breath, partly, peritapsy fioms the agitatiow
occasioned: by Her adventure; and: partly frem the speed with
which she-had’ wallied ffom the: windmill home..

 And where-on eurtlr have yow beew alseady, child? Merey
on me; what a- colour you have got! . .... The ball has. dove
you good as well as me, I thinkk There; get.in. and. take
your things off} and them ceme- back med talk: to: ine while. &
dress mysel,*”

Agnes went' imto Her Fttle: voorn. amd shut the deer. She
redly was'veryrrach afraid: of her aust; and.-in gesere) Juayedh

her commands with- the prampt-obediones . of wulls wWan faaxe
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to be scolded if he make a moment’s delay. But at this mo-
ment, a feeling stronger than fear kept her within the blessed
sanctuary of her solitary closet. She seemed gasping for want
of air....her aunt’s room felt close after coming from the
fresh breeze of the hill, and it was, therefore, as Agnes
thought, that the sitting down alone beside her own
window seemed a luxury for which it was worth while to risk
the sharpest reprimand that ever aunt gave.... But why,
while she enjoyed lt, did big tears chase each other down her
cheeks ?

Whatever the cause, the effect was salutary. She became
composed, she recovered her breath, and her complexion faded
to its usual delicate tint, or perhaps to a shade paler ; and
then she began to think that it was not wise to do anything
for which she knew she should be reproached....if she
could helpit. ... and now she could help it; so she smoothed
her chesnut tresses, bathed her eyes in water, and giving one
deep sigh at leavmg her own side of the door for that which
belonged to her aunt, she came forth determined to bear very
patiently whatever might be said to her. Fortunately for
Agnes, Mrs. Barnaby had just approached that critical mo-
ment of her toilet business, when it was her especial will and
pleasure to be alone ; so, merely saying in a snappish accent,
“ What in the world have you been about so long ? * she
added, “Now get along into the drawing-room, and take care
that the toast and my muffin are ready for me, and kept hot
before the fire ; —it's almost too hot for fire, but I must
have my breakfast warm and comfortable, and we can let it out
afterwards.”

Agnes most joyfully obeyed. It was a great relief, and she
was meekly thankful for it ; but she very nearly forgot the
muffins and the toast, for the windows of the room were open,
and looked out upon the windmill and the down, a view so
pleasant that it was several minutes before she recollected the
duties she had to perform. At last, however, she did recollect.
them, and made such good use of the time that remained,
that when her aunt entered, bright in carmine and lilgc ri.
bands, every thing was as it should be ; and she had only to
sit and listen to her ecstatic encomiums on the ball, warm each
successive piece of muffin at the end of a fork, and anewex

#roperly to the ten times reveated question, —
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“ Hav'n’t you got a good aunt, Agnes, to take you to such
a ball as that?”

At length, however, the tedious meal was ended, and Mrs.
Barnaby busied herself considerably more than usual in set-
ting the little apartment in order. She made Jerningham
carefully brush away the crumbs —a ceremony sometimes
neglected — set out her own best pink-lined work-box in state,
placed the table agreeably at one of the windows, with two or
three chairs round it, and then told Agnes, that if she had any
of her lesson-book work to do, she might sit in-her own room,
for she did not want her.

Gladly was the mandate obeyed and wxllmgly did she aid
Betty Jacks in putting her tiny premises in order, for she
was not,without hope that her friend Mary would pay her a
visit there to. talk over the events of the evening; an occupa-
tion for which, to say the truth, she felt considerably more in-
clined than for any ¢ lesson-book work * whatever.

Nor was she disappointed . . .. hardly did she feel ready to
receive her, before her friend arrived.

¢ And well, Carina, how fares it with you to-day? Do
you not ‘feel almost too big for your little room after all the
triumphs of last night? > was the gay address of Miss Peters
as she seated herself upon one of Agnes’s boxes. But it
was not answered in the same tone ; nay, there was much of
reproof as well as saduess in the accent with which Agnes
uttered, —

¢ Triumphs!.... Oh! Mary, what a werd ! ”

“You are the only one, I believe, who would quarrel with
it. Did ever a little country girl under seventeen make &
more successful début? ”

“ Did ever country girl of any age have more reason to feel
that she never ought to make any début at all P ”

“ My poor Agnes!” . ... said Miss Peters more gravely,
it will not do for you to feel so deeply the follies that
may, and, I fear, ever will be committed by your aunt and my
aunt Barnaby. ... It is a sad, vexing business, beyond all
doubt, that you should have to go into company with a woman
determined to make herself so outrageously absurd; but it is
not fair to remember that, and nothing else . . . . you should
at least recollect also that the most dlatmgmshed man in the
room paid you the compliment of joining your PR o \wal

““ Paid me the compliment! . ... Oh! Mary
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¢ And oh! Agnes, ean you pretend to dembtthet dtwwes: in
compliment to you? . ... And in compliment to mom wasit
that he danced with you?*’

* He never danced with me, M!ly said Agnes,

“ My dear child, what gre you:talking ebsut? Wby b
danced with you three'times.”

“Oh yes. . . . Mr. Stephenson.. . . . e isdndeed . the -kind-
est, most obhging >

* And the hanﬂmmest partner that “you iever : danoes] avith

. Is it not so I

« That may easily be, Mary, if by ‘partwer yom -memn s
gentleman partner, for I.never damoed with suy till.Jest-might ;
and it is only saying “that ‘he is hendsomer than yosr thuother
and ‘Mr. Osborne, anil I'think ke is.”’

“And T think so too, therefore em that: peintwe-shall mot
quarrel. But tell me, -how did ;youlike the bail altogether?

. Did it please you? .... Were you amused?...... ..shdll
you ! be longing to go o snother ? ¥
“ Let me answer your last question first. . . . J hope wswer,
never, ®ever again to go to a ball with my sant Barnaby. . . .
But had it not been for the pain, ‘the -shame, - the ageny:ahe
caused me, ‘I should bave liked it very smch indeed... ..
.particularly the tea-time, Mary. ... How plessant it - was
before she camewith that horrid, horrid man ! .Skall you ewer
forget the sight as they-canve up the'woom sowaw)s:ms? . ... .
Oh! how he looked at her !’
Agnes shudder®, -and- pressed "her hands to:herspes, as if
"to shut out an object: that she still saw.
It was tremendous;” replied her friend :  but don/tsvorry
yourself by thinking Mr. Stephenson looked at ‘ber just shen,
for he really didnot. 'Yeun know he was sitting.at-the corner
of the table by me, and his back was turned 40.ber, thaakk
Heaven!....But‘l will tell you who.did.losk :at her, if
*Stephenson did not. . . .that magnificent-deoking colonel.stared
~as if he had seen am apparition ; ‘but 1 did net:mind. that.half
g0 much, nor-you either, ‘I ‘suppose. .. . An.eld soldier dike
him must be used: to-suth ‘a-variety of quisses,.that-mobody, I
‘imagine, ‘can appear-so preposterous+to thim as they might .do
to his young friend. . . .'By theby, 1 think he.is® very fine-
‘locking man for ‘his-age ; dont-you?d "

% Who?"™ safd Agnes iinnocently.—* Why, Colsnel-Ha-
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bert. .. . . His-sster, who is.just married to Sir Edwaxd Ste_
phenson, is nearly twenty years youmger than he is, they say.”

“ Trwenty yesrs ?”said Agnes. — “ Yes. . . . Mustit not'be
strange -to 1see -themn tqgother as brother and sister? .. .. ‘be
moust, seem-s0+much.amore like her father.”

““Her Sather | ” .said Agnes. — Yes, ‘T ¥hould - thirk so.
But -you #lo imot telk half as much about the bdll-as I-ex-
pected, Agnes: I think you were disappointed, .and yet ‘I.4o

*not know how :that eould -be. You dance beantifilly, and
seem very $and af it; -you had the best partness’inthe room,
danced every -daneg, and were teclared.on all sides'to be the
belle par sxcslience,. . . . . andsyet you do not seem to have en-
: ed it", .

“Oh.! I did.epjoyit.all the time.that she was out of ‘the
room . playing eards ; I.enjoyed it very, very mnch indeed .
so much that'I am surprised.at myself to. feel how soon all my
painful -shyness -was: forgotten. . . . But . . . . after ail, 'Mary,
‘though-you -cell her your aunt:Barnaby, as if to comfort me by
:sharing my sufferings, she is not really your aunt, and still Jess
is she your sale protector. . ... still less is she the beingon

--whom you - depend for your daily bread. Alas! my dear
.Mary, is there not.more.cause for surprise in my having en-
joyed the ball go.much, than in my not having enjoyed it
.more?

“ My poor Agues, this .is sad indeed,” said Mary, all her
“gaiety vanishing at once,  for it:is true. Do .not think me in-
-different to your most just sorrow. . . . . Would to Heaven 'I
~could go any-thing effectually to alleviate it ! But while you
‘ave /here, .at least, endeavour to think more of us, and less of
-ber. ‘Wherever you are known, .you will. be respected for your
-owm-sake ;:and shat is.-worth all ether respect, depend upon it.
When you leave .us, indeed, T shall be very anxious for you.
Tell me, dear Agnes, something more about your aunt Comp-
ton. Is it quite impossible that you should be placed under
her protection ? ”

““Oh yes!....Shewould not hear of it. She paid for my
education, and all my other expenses, during five years; and
my aunt Barnaby says, that when she undertook to do this, she
expressly said that it was all she could ever do for me. They
say that she has ruined her little fortune by lavidh and inde-
criminate charity to the poor, and aunt Barnaby says Mok e
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believes that she has hardly enough left to keep herself alive.
But I sometimes think, Mary, that I could be very happy if
she would let me work for her, and help her, and perhaps give
lessons in Silverton. ... I know some things already well
enough, perhaps, to teach in such a remote place as that,
when better masters cannot be procured ; and I should be 20
happy in doing this. .. if aunt Compton would but let me
live with her.”

““ Then why do you not tell her so, Agnes?’ -

¢ Because the last—the only time I have secn her for years,
though she kissed and embraced me for a moment, she pushed
me from her afterwards, and said I was only more artful than
aunt Barnaby, and that I should never be either graced or dis-
graced by her . . . . those were her words, I shall never forget
them . . . . and she has the reputation of being immoveably
obstinate in her resolves.”

¢ That does not look very promising, I must confess. Bat
wisdom tells us that the possibility of future sorrow should
never prevent our egjoying presens happiness. Now, I do
think, dear Agnes, that just now you may enjoy yourself, if
you like us as well as we like you, . . . . for we are all deter-
mined to endure aunt Barnaby for your sake, and in return
you must resolve to be happy in spite of her for ours. And
now adieu! . ... I want to {ave some talk with mamma this
morning : but I dare say you will hear from me, or see me
again, before the end of the day. Farewell!”.... And
Miss Peters made a quiet exit from the closet and from the
house ; for she had heard voices in the drawing-room as she
came up the stairs, and now heard voices in the drawing-
room as she went down; and having business in her head
upon which she was exceedingly intent, she was anxious to
avoid being seen or heard by Mrs. Barnaby, lest she should
be detained.
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CHAPTER 1V.

4 TATE-A-TETE IN A DRAWING-ROOM. — AUTOBIOGRAPHY — A REMARKe
ABLE DISCOVERY CONCERNING THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON.

THe voices which alarmed Miss Peters were those of Mrs.
Barnaby and Major Allen. The acquaintance between them
had gone quite far enough on the preceding evening to justify
the gentleman’s aimable empressement to inquire for the lady’s
health ; besides, he was somewhat curious to know if the
pretty, skittish young creature he had encountered in his
morning’s ride bad recounted the adventure to her aunt. It
was his private opinion that she had not ; and if so, he should
know what to think of the sudden appearance and protecting
demeanour of her tall friend. It was thus he reasoned as he
walked towards Sion Row as soon as he had finished his
breakfast ; and yet, though he had lost so little time, he did
not arrive till at least three minutes after the widow had begun
to expect him.

“ 1 need not ask my charming Mrs. Barnaby how she
rested after her ball . . . . eyes do not sparkle thus, unless they
have been blessed with sleep; ....” and the lady’s hand was
taken, bowed upon, and the tips of her fingers kissed, before
she had quite recovered the soft embarrassment his entrance
had occasioned.

* You are very kind to call upon me, Major Allen. . . . Do
sit down. . . . I live-as yet comparatively in great retirement ;
for during Mr. Barnaby’s lifetime we saw an immense deal of
company, — that old-fashioned sort of country visiting, you
know, that never leaves one’s house empty. ... I could not
stand it when I was left alone . . . . and that was the reason 1
left my beautiful place.”

¢ Silverton or Silverton Park, was it not? , ... I think I
have heard of it.”

“ Yes, Silverton. ... Ard €o you know, major, that the
remembrance of all that racket and gaiety was so oppressive to
my nerves during the first months of my widowhood, that I
threw off every thing that reminded me of it ... . w\\my
carziages and horses, let my place, tarned off il Tay wexvanwy

(]
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and positively, when I set off for this place in order to s
my sister Peters and her family, I knew not if I should
ever have strength or spirits to enter into general society
again.”

gt‘ Thank God, dearest madam, that you have made the
effort ! .. . Though the hardened and war-worn nature of
man cannot melt with all the softness of yours, there is yet
within us a chord that may be made to vibrate in sympathy
when words of true feeling reach it! How well I understood
your feelings . . . . and how difficult it is not to envy, even in
death, the being who has left such a remembrance behind!
«...But we must not dwell on this. ... Tell me, dest
Mrs. Barnaby, tell,—as to a friend who understands and ap.
preciates you,—do you regret the having left your elegant
retirement ? . . . . or do you feel, as I trust you do, that Pro-
vidence has not gifted you so singularly for nothing? . ... de
you feel that your fellow-creatures have a claim upon

and that it ought not ta be in secret and in solitude that the
hours of such a being should be spent ? Tell me, do you fed
this?”

« Alas! Major Allen, there is so much weakness in the
beart of a woman, that she is hardly sure for many days to-
gether how she ought to feel. ... We are all impulse, all
soul, all sentiment, ....and our destiny must ever depend
upon the friends we meet in our passage through this thorny
world !”

“ Beautiful idea!.... Where is the poet that has more
sweetly painted the female heart? . ... And what a study it
offers when such a heart is thrown open to one! Good God!
to see a creature so formed for enjoyment, — so beaming with
innocent cheerfulness, — so rich in the power of conferring
happiness wherever she deigns to smile, ... .to see such a
being turn weeping and alone from her hospitable halls, and
from all the pomp and splendour that others eling to . ...
what a spectacle { Have you no lingering regret, dearest lady.
for having left your charming mansion ?”

¢ Perhaps there are moments . . . . or rather, I should say,
perhaps there have been moments, when something of the
kind has crossed me. But if I had not disposed of my plaes,
T should never have seen Clifton. . . . My spirits wanted thg

change, and I feel already better in thia delightfel sir, Thah
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1 confess I do regret having sold my beautlful greys ... L
shall never meet any I like so well aga.m.

“ A set, were they ?” —* Oh yes.”

* Four greys . .. .and all well matched ? ” — * Perfectly.-
<+« « Poor Mr. Barnaby took 0 much pains about it. ... It
was his delight to please me. ... I ought not to have sold
them.”

¢ It was a pity,”. . . . said the kind major with a sigh.

< Don't talk about it, Major Allen!” . .. . and here one of
the widow’s most curiously embroidered pocket-handkerchiefs,
delightfully scented with musk, was lightly and carefully ap-
plied to her eyes.

 Nay,” said the major, venturing gently to withdraw it,
¢ you must not yield to this dangerous softness. . . . I cannot
bear to bave those eyes concealed ! . . . . it produces the chill-
ing sensation of an eclipse at noon-day. . . . I shall run away
from you if you will not look at me.”

¢ No, do not,” ... said the widow, making an effort to
smile, which was rewarded by a look of gratitude; and a seem-
ingly involuntary kiss bestowed upon the hand that had with~
drawn the envious handkerchief.

¢ And that pretty little girl, your niece, Mrs. Barnaby,”
. « . « said the major, as if considerately changing the convers-
ation ; ““how is she this morning ?*

“ Oh! quite well, poor child, and in my dressing-room,
going over her Italian and French lessons before she does them
with me.”

« Good Heaven ! . . .. Is it possible that you devote your-
gelf thus? . . . . Take care, charming Mrs. Barnaby. . . . take
care that you do not permit your affectionate nature to form
an attachment to that young person which may destroy all.
your future prospectsin life! . . . . At your age, and with your
exquisite beauty, you ought to be looking forward to the re-
newal of the tender tie that has already made your happiness !,
++++And who is there.... pardon me if I speak boldlv
« « - « who is there who would venture to give his whole heart,A
his soul, hir entire existence to ane who has no heart to give
in return? Think you, Mrs, Barnaby, that it can be in tho
power of any niece in the world to atone to a woman of your
exquisite sensibility for the loss of that ardent affection which

ol o

~
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can only exist between a husband and wife? . . . . Tell me, do
you believe this ?*

“Jt is a question,” replied the widow, casting her eya [
wpon the ground, “that I have never asked myself.”

“ Then neglect it no longer. .... For God’s sake — for
the sake of your future happiness, which must be so inex-
pressibly dear to all who know you .. .. all who appreciate
you justly . ... for the sake of the young girl herself, do not
involve yourself by undertaking the duties of a mother towards
one who from her age could never have stood to you in the
relation of a child.”

“Alas! no,” . ... said Mrs. Barnaby; “I lost my only
babe a few weeks before its father. .... Had it lived, it
would this spring have been three years old! ... . You say
true .. .. the age of Agnes must ever prevent my feeling for
her as a child of my own. . ... My poor sister was indeed
so much older than myself, that I always rather looked upon
her as an aunt, or as a mother, than as my sister.”

¢ Of course you must have done so; and, interesting and
inexpressibly touching as it is to witness your beautiful ten-
derness.towards her child, it is impossible not to feel that this
tenderness carried too far will inevitably destroy the future
happiness of your life. Forgive, I implore you, a frankness
that can only proceed from my deep interest in your welfare.
« « . . Is this young person entirely dependent upon you ? >’

¢ At this moment she is; but she will be provided for at
the death of her great-aunt, Mrs. Elizabeth Compton of
Compton Basett; . ... and to say the truth, Major Allen, as
you so kindly interest yourself in what concerns me, I neither
do nor ever shall consider myself bound to retain Agnes Wil-
loughby in my family, under any circumstances that should
render her being so inconvenient.”

¢ 1 delight in receiving such an assurance . ... dear, ex-
cellent Mrs, Barnaby! .... What a heart! .... what an
understanding! .... what beanty! .... what unequalled
sweetness! No wonder the late Mr. Barnaby delighted, as
you say, to please you! ¢Lives there the man,” as the
immortal Byron says — € Lives there the man with soul so
dead,” as to be capable of doing otherwise? .... But to
return to the subject of this poor little girl . ... she might

be termed pretty, perhaps, in any society but yours. .
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Tell me, is this Mrs. Compton, of Compron Basett, wealthy?
« « . « Is she also a relation of yours?”

“ Yes, she is immensely wealthy. . ... 1t is a magnificent
estate. She is a maiden sister of my father’s.”

“ Then Miss Willoughby will eventually be a great for-
tune. . ... How old is your aunt?”’

“ My aunt is near sixty, I believe, . ... but the provision
intended for Agnes is only sufficient to maintain her like a
gentlewoman, The bulk of the property is settled on me and
my heirs.”

1 fear you will think me an unseasonable visiter,” said
the fully-satisfied major, rising, “and I will go now, lest
you should refuse to admit me again.”

““ Do not go yet,” . ... said the gentle widow, playfully
refusing the hand extended to take leave. ‘ What in the
world now have you got to do, that should prevent your be-
stowing a little more time on me ?”

It would be difficult, Mrs. Barnaby,” said the major
with an eloquent look, “to find any occupation sufficiently
attractive to take me from you, so long as I dared flatter my-
self that it was your wish I should remain.”

“ Well, then . ... sit down again, Major Allen . ... for
do you know, I want you to tell me all about yourself. . ...
Where have you served ? — what dangers have you passed
through? You have no idea how much interest I should
take in listening to the history of your past life.”

My sweet friend! .... Never should I have entered
upon such a subject unbidden .. .. yet with such an auditor,
how dear will the privilege become of talking of myself!. ...
But you must check me, if I push your gentle patience too
far. Tell me when you are weary of me . ... or of my little
narrative.”

“Iwill, I will .... depend upon it, . ... only do not
stop till I do, major.” :

“ Adorable sweetness! . ... Thus, then, I am to be my
awn biographer, and to a listener whose opinion would, in my
estimation, outweigh that of all the congregated world, if
placed in judgment on my actions. It is probable, my
charming friend, that my name as Ensign Allen may not be
totally unknown to you. . ... 1t was while 1 s\ e ek

humble rank, that I was first fortunate enough tw NsKngisn

c 3
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myself. In an affair of some importance in the Peninsuls,
turned what might have been a very disastrous defeat into a
most complete victory, and was immediately promoted to s
company. Shortly after this I chanced to show the same sort
of spirit, which was, I believe, born with me, in a transactin
nowise professional, but which, nevertheless, made me favour
ably mentioned, and certainly contributed to bring me int
the rather general notice with which Europe at present
honours me. . ... Yet it was merely an affair with a party
of brigands, in which I put seven fellows kors de combat, and
thereby enabled that celebrated grandee, the Duke d’Alma.
fonte d’Aragona d'Astrada, to escape, together with his beau:
tiful daughter, and all their jewels. The service might have
been, I own, of considerable importance to them, but the gra-
titude it produced in the minds of both father and daughter,
greatly exceeded what was called for .... he offered me
.+ .. 80 widely separate as we now are, there can be no
indelicacy in my confiding the circumstance to you, my dear
Mrs. Barnaby, but. . .. the fact is, he offered me his only
daughter in marriage, with an immense fortune. But, alas!
how capricious is the human will!. ... my hour, my desr
friend, was not yet come.... I felt, beautiful as Isabella
d’Almafonte was accounted by all the world, that I could not
give her my heart, and I performed the painful duty of
refusing her hand. Nothing, however, could be more noble
than the subsequent conduct of the duke, . . . . at thefirst pain-
ful moment he only said . . . . ¢ Captain Allen, we must sub-
mit’ . ... of course he said it in Spanish, but it would look
like affectation, in such a narrative as this, were I not to trans-
late it . . . . < Capitano Alleno, bisogno submittajo nos,’ were
his words . . . . I am sure I shall never forget them, for they
touched me to the very heart..... I could not speak, my
feelings choked me, and I left his palace in silence. Five
years had elapsed, and I had perhaps too nearly forgotten the
lovely but unfortunate Isabella d’Almafonte, when 1 received
a packet from a notary of Madrid, informing me that her
illustrious father was dead, and had gratefully bequeathed me
a legacy, amounting in English money to thirty thousand

pounds sterling. I was by that time already in possession or
the estates of my ancestors, and such a sum wight have
appesred a very useless bagatelle, had not an accident rendered.

1t at that time of really important convenience.”

3
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¢ Good Heaven ! how interesting !” exclaimed Mrs. Bar+
naby. “ And what, dear major, became of the unfortunate
Isabella ?” _
¢ She took the veil, Mrs. Barnaby, in the convent de Los
Ceurores Dolentes, within a few months of her noble father’s
death. . ... Before this évent she had not the power of dis-
posing of herself as she wished ; . . . . but her excellent father
never tortured her by the proposal of any other marriage. . . .”

¢ Admirable man !” cried Mrs. Barnaby, greatly touched.
« Dear Major Allen !” she added, in a voice that seemed to
deprecate opposition, “ you must, indeed you must, do me ar
immense favour. When Mrs. Peters took me to Bristol in
her coach the other day, I bought myself this album ; it has
got nothing in it as yet but my own name; now, if you do
not wish to break my heart, you must write the name’ of
Isabella d’Almafonte in this first page....it will be an
autograph inexpressibly interesting !” -

The major took the book and the pen that were offered by
the two hands of Mrs. Barnaby, and said with a profound
sigh, —

“ Break your heart! .. .. I should never have broken the
heart of any woman, if what she asked had been seconded by
such eyes as those !”

A silence of some moments followed, a part of which was
employed by the major in writing the name of Isabella d’Al-
mafonte, and a part in gazing on the downcast lids of the
admired eyes opposite to him ; but this too trying interval
ended at length by the lady’s recovering herself enough to say,
““ And that accident, Major Allen, that made the duke’s little
legacy convenient to you? . ... what was it?.... Do not
have any reserve with one whom you have honoured by the
name of friend !”

“ Reserve to you!....never!....While you continue
to admit me to your presence, all reserve on my part must be
impossible. The accident was this, my friend; and I am
not sorry to name it, as it gives me an opportunity of alluding
to a subject that I would rather you heard mentioned by me
than by any other. After the battle of Waterloo — (concern-
ing which, by the by, I should like to tell you an anecdote,)
— after the battle of Waterloo, I became in common with

nearly all the officers of the army, an idle wan ; WA W Wwo
0o 4
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many others, I was tempted to seek a substitute for the ex-
citement produced by the military ardour in which I had
lived, by indulging in the pernicious agitations of the gaming
table. It is very likely, that if you speak of me in general
society, you will be told that I have played high.... My
dear Mrs. Barnaby, this is true. My large fortune gave me,
as I foolishly imagined, a sort of right to play high if it
amused me, and for a little while, I confess it did amuse me;
.«+.but I soon found that a gentleman was no match for
those who made gambling a profession, and I lost largely, —
so largely, indeed, that I must have saddled my acres with
a mortgage, had not the legacy of the Duke d’Almafonte
d’Aragona d’Estrada reached me just in time to prevent the
necessity.”

« I rejoice to hear it,” replied the widow kindly ;  and you
have never hazarded so Jargely since, dear major, have you ?”

€ Oh! never....In fact, I never enter a room now
where any thing like high play is going on. . .. I cannot bear
even to see it, and I believe I have in this way offended many
who still permit themselves this hateful indulgence; offended
them, indeed, to such a degree, that they perfectly hate me,
and utter the most virulent abuse every time they hear my
name mentioned ; . ... but for this I care little; I know I
am right, Mrs. Barnaby, and that what loses their friendship
and esteem may be the means of gaining for me the regard
of those, perhaps, on whom my whole happiness may depend
during my future life.”

The same dangerous sort of silence as before seemed creep-
ing on them ; but again the widow had the courage to break
it, by recalling to the memory of her musing and greatly pre-
occupied companion the anecdote respecting Waterloo which
he had promised her.

“ Waterloo !” said he, rousing himself. . . . ““ Ay, dearest
Mrs. Barnaby, I will tell you that, though there are many
reasons which render me very averse to speak of it lightly.
In the first place, by those who know me not, it might be
thought to look like boasting ; and, moreover, if I alluded to
it in any society capable of the baseness of repeating what 1
said, it might bring upon me very active, and indeed fatal,
proofs of the dislike — I may say hatred — already felt against

me jn & certain quarter.”
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¢ Gracious Heaven, Major! ., . . be careful then, I implore -
you, before whom you speak! There appear to be many
strangers here, of whose characters it is impossible to know
any thing . ... If you have enemies, they may be spies ex-
pressly sent to watch you.”

“ 1 sometimes think so, I assure you.... I catch such
singular looks occasionally, as nothing else can account for ;
and the enemy I allude to is one who has power, as well as
will, to punish by evil reports, if he cannot positively crush
and ruin those who interfere with his ambition.”

¢ Is it possible? Thank Heaven ! at least you can have no
doubt of me . ... So, tell me, I beseech you to tell me, to
whom it is that your alarming words refer ?”

The major drew his chair close to Mrs. Barnaby, took one
of her hands between both of his, and having gazed for a
moment very earnestly in her face, whispered, — .

¢ The Duke of Wellington !”

“ Good God!”.... exclaimed the widow, quite in an
agony : “ the Duke of Wellington! Is the Duke of Wel-
lington your enemy, Major Allen ?”

“ To the teeth, my fairest! to the teeth!” replied the
major, firmly setting the instruments he mentioned, and mut-
tering through them with an appearance of concentrated rage,
the outward demonstration of which was increased by the firm-
ness of the grasp in which he continued to hold her hand.

““ But how can this be so?” faltered Mrs. Barnaby. ...
“ So brave a man as you!....one, too, who had distin-
guished himself so early! How can he be 8o base ?”

““How can he be otherwise, my friend ?” replied the major
with increasing agitation, “when” . ... and here he lowered
his voice still more, whispering almost in her very ear, * it is
I—1,—Ferdinand Alexander Allen, who ought by right to be
the Duke of Wellington, instead of him who now wears the
title !

“ You astonish me more than I am able to expressp”

“ Of course I do.... Such, however, is the fact. The
battle of Waterloo would have been lost,— was lost, positively
lost,—till I disdaining in such a moment to receive orders from
one whom I perceived to be incompetent, rushed forward,
almost knocking the Duke off his horse as I did so . . . . sent
back the French army like a flock of sheep before an advending
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lion . . . . seized with my own hand on the cocked hat of Na-
poleon . . . . drew it from his head, and actually flogged his
horse with it till horse and rider together seemed well enough
inclined to make the best of their way out of my reach....
God bless you, my dearest lady ! the Duke of Wellington had
no more to do in gaining the battle of Waterloo than you had
.+ .. I now leave you to judge what his feelings towards me
are likely to be.”

¢« Full of envy and hatred, beyond all doubt!” solemnly
replied Mrs. Barnaby ; ““and I will rot deny, Major Allen,
that T think there is great danger in your situation. A person
of such influence may do great injury, even to a man of you
well-known noble character. But how extraordinary it is that
no hint of this has ever transpired.”

¢ 1 beg your pardon, my dear madam ; this is very far from
being the case. At your peaceful residence beneath the shades
of Silverton Park, it is highly probable that you may have re-
mained ignorant of the fact ; but, in truth, the Duke’s reput-
ation among the people of England has suffered greatly;
though no one, indeed, has yet proposed that his sword should
be taken from him. The well-known circumstance of stones
having been thrown at his windows. . . . a fact which probably
has never reached you . ... is quite sufficient to prove that the
people must be aware that what the English army did at Wa-
terloo was not done under his generalship. . . . . No, no, Eng-
land knows too well what she owed to that victory so to treat
the general who achieved it ; and had they not felt doubts as
to who that general was, no stones would have been levelled
at Apsley House. Many of the common soldiers— fine fel-
lows ! —have been bold enough to name me, and it is this that
has so enraged the Duke, that there is nothing which he has
not taught his emissaries to say against me. .. . I have been
called swindler, black-leg, radical, horse-jockey, and I know
not what beside ; and I should not wonder, my charming
friend, if sooner or later your friendship were put to the proof,
by having to listen to similar calumnies against me ; but now,
you will be able to understand them aright, and know the
source from whence they come.”

“ Well, I never did hear any thing so abominable in my
Jife!” said Mrs. Barnaby warmly. . . .‘ Not content with

taking credit to himself for all that was gained by youx extra-
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ordinary bravery, he has the baseness to attack you character !
. o+« It is too detestable! . ... and I only hope, that when I
get among my own connections in town, I shall not have the
misfortune of meeting him often. .. . I am certain I should
not be able to resist saying something to show what I thought.
Oh'! if he were really the brave man that he has been fancied
to be, how he must have adored you for your undaunted cou-
rage! . ... And you really took Napoleon’s hat off his head ?
... How excessively brave! . ... I wish I could have seen
it, major! . . .. I am sure I should have worshipped you. . .
I do so doat upon bravery!”

“ Sweet creature! . . .. Thatdevoted love of courage is one
of the loveliest propensities of the female mind. Yes, I am
brave — I do not scruple to say so ; and the idea that this qua-
lity is dear to you, will strengthen it in me four-fold.. . . But,
my dear, my lovely friend ! I must bid you adieu. I expect
the steward of my property in Yorkshire to-day, and I rather
think he must be waiting for me now. . . . Soften, then, the
pain of this parting, by telling me that I may come again !

¢ I should be sorry indeed to think this was our last meet-
ing, Major Allen,” said the widow gently ; “ I am seldom out
in the morning before the hour at which you called to-day.”

¢ Farewell then!” said he, kissing her hand with an air of
mixed tenderness and respect, * farewell ! . . . . and remember
that all I have breathed into your friendly ear must be sacred ;
« «..but I know it would be so without this injunction ; Mrs.
Barnaby’s majestic beauty conceals not the paltry spirit of a
gossip !~

“ Indeed you are right!. ... indeed you areright!... .
To my feelings the communications of a friend are sweet, so-
lemn pledges of regard, that it would be sacrilege to violate.
Farewell, major !—faretvell !
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CHAPTER V.

A YOUNG LADY'S PLOT. — A CONSULTATION, AND THE HAPPY RESULY OF
IT. == A TERRIBLE INTERRUPTION, AND A DANGEROUS EXFEDITION, —
CONFIDENTIAL INTERCOURSE.

Mary Perers left Agnes considerably earlier than she had
intended, in order to communicate to her mother a project
which had entered her head during the short time they spent
together. Though the project,however, was formed during their
interview, the idea upon which it was founded had repeatedly
occurred to her before, short as the time had been that was
given for its ripening. This idea was suggested to her by the
evident admiration of Mr. Stephenson for her friend ; on
which she had meditated as they drove from the Mall to
Rodney Place, as she brushed and papilloted her nut-brown
curls before her glass, and as she strolled the next morning
from her own home to that of Agnes ; it might plainly have
been  expressed thus . ... Frederick Stephenson is over head
and ears in love with Agnes Willoughby.

Such was the idea : but the project was concerning a ‘much
more serious matter, — namely, that a marriage between the
parties might easily be brought about ; and, moreover, that the
effecting this would be one of the very best actions to which it
could be possible to dedicate her endeavours.

To do Miss Peters justice, she was in general neither a busy
body nor a match-maker ; but she was deeply touched by the
melancholy feeling Agnes had expressed respecting her own
Pposition ; she felt, too, both the justness of it, and the utter
helplessness of the poor girl herself either to change or
amend it.

¢ Nothing but her marrying can do it,” thought Mary ;
¢¢ and why should she not marry this young man, who is so
evidently smitten with her? .. .. Poor Agnes!....What a
change — what a contrast it would be!.... And if mamma
will help me, I am sure we may bring it about. He is per-
fectly independent, and violently in love already, ... . and
she is a creature that appears more beautiful and more faseci-

nating every time one sees her.”
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It was exactly when her meditations reached this point
that she discovered it to be necessary that she should go home
directly, and home she accordingly went, luckily finding her
mother alone in her dressing-room.

1 am delighted to find you by yourself, mamma,” began
Mary, I have a great deal to say to you,” and then followed
a rapid repetition of all Agnes had just said to her.

¢« Js it not a dreadful situation, mamma ?”* she added.

“8o dreadful, Mary,” replied Mrs. Peters, ‘“ that were not
the youngest of you abott three years older than herself, I
really think I s¥ould propose “taking her as a ﬁmshmg
governess. Poor little thing!.... what- can we do for
her?”

“ Now listen, mamma,” answered Mary, raising her hand
gravely, as if to bespeak both silence and attention, ““ and do
not, I implore you, mar the usefulness of what I am going to
say by turning it into jest,....it is no Jest, mother. Mr.
Stephenson, the young man we saw last night, is most certainly
captivated by the beauty of Agnes in no common degree. I
was near enough to her all the evening to see plainly how
things were going on; and were she less miserable in her
present condition, I might think it a fair subject for a jest,
or a bet perhaps on the chances for and against his proposing
to her. But as it is,—thinking of her as I do, feeling
for her as I do,—I think, mamma, that it is my duty to en-
deavour, by every means in my power, to turn these chances
in her favour. Dearest mother, will you help me? "

¢ But what means have you, my dear girl?” replied Mrs.
Peters gravely. I believe I share both your admiration
and your pity for Agnes as fully as you could desire; but I
really see not what there is that we can with propriety do to
obtain the object you propose . . . . though I am quite aware
of its value.”

“I will ask you to do nothing, my dearest mother, in
which you shall find a shadow of impropriety, Would there
be any in inviting this young man to your house, should you
chance to become better acquainted with him ?”

““No; but I think we must take some strangely forward
steps to lead to this better acquaintance.”

. “That will depend altogetber upon his degree of inclin-
ation forit. Should he prove ritroso, 1 conment to dxuw o wy
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forces instantly ; but if, as I anticipate, he should push him.
self upon us as an acquaintance, I want you to promise tha
you will not on your part defeat his wishes,— nay, a little
more perhaps . ... I would wish you, dear mother, to fed
with me, that it would be right and righteous to promote
them.”

¢ 1 rather think it would, Mary, as you put the case. Agney
Willoughby is by no means lowly born: her father was s
gentleman decidedly ; and I understood from my brother that
the Comptons, though for some centuries, I believe, rather an
impoverished race, derive their small property from ancestors
of very great antiquity ; so there is nothing objectionable on
that tender point. ... And for herself, pretty creature, she
would certainly be an ornament and a grace as head and
chieftainess of the most aristocratic establishment in the
world ; so, as a matter of conscience, I have really no scruples
at all; but, as matter of convenance, I can only promise not
to check, by any want of civility on my part, whatever ad~
vances the gentleman may choose to make. Will this content
you, my little plotter?”

“Yes....pretty well; for I am not without hope that
you will warm in the cause, if it goes on at all, and then,
perhaps, I shall squeeze an invitation out of you, and so on.
And, by the way, mamma, when are we to have our little
musical soirde # I believe young De Lacy is not going to
stay much longer, and if he goes, what are we to do for our
bass?”

¢ We shall be puzzled, certainly. Youmay write the cards
directly, Mary, if you will.”

Mary rose at once to set about it ; but on opening a certain
drawer in the commode, and examining its contents, she said,
“ We must send to the library, mamma ; there are not half
enough cards here, . ... besides....I want you to walk
with us, and I want Agnes to join the party. May I send
her a note desiring her to come to take her luncheon
here?”

¢ I comprehend your tactics, my dear.... Agnes is to
walk with us just about three o’clock, when all the world are
out and about, . . . We want invitation cards, and may just as
well, when we are out, go to the library for them ourselves

00+ There we shall be sure of seeing Mr. Stephenwn o« .o
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he will be very likely to join us . ... &c. &ec. &e. .., Isnot
that your plan?”

“ And if it is, mamma,” replied Mary, laughing, “ 1 see
not that it contains any thing beyond what has been agreed to
by our compact.”

“ Very well, Mademoiselle Talleyrand .., . write your
note.”

This was promptly done,-and promptly despatched, and
reached Agnes about two minutes after Major Allen had taken
his departure. She was aware of his visit; for Betty Jacks
had obligingly opened her closet-door to inform her of it ; and
she now stood with the welcome note in her hand, meditating
on the best manner of forwarding the petition to her aunt,
not quite liking to send in the note itself, doubtful of Betty's
delivering a message on the subject so as to avoid giving
offence, but dreading, beyond all else, the idea of presenting
herself before the major.

¢ Major Allen is still there, Jerningham, is he not? .. ..
T have seen nothing of my aunt.”

¢ No, miss, he is this moment gone. ... and a beautiful,
sweet man he is, too.”

Agnes hesitated no longer, but, with Mary’s note in her
hand, entered the drawing-room to ask leave to obey the sum-
mons it contained. She found Mrs. Barnaby in a state of
considerable, but very delightful agitation, The album was
open before her, her two elbows rested on the table, and her-
hands shaded her eyes, which were fixed on the interesting
name of Isabella d’ Almafonte, in a fit of deep abstraction.

Agnes uttered her request, but was obliged to repeat it
twice before the faculties of the widow were sufficiently re~
called to things present for her to be able to return a coherent
answer. When at length, however, she understood what wag
asked, she granted her permission with quite as much pleasure
as Agnes received it. At that moment she could endure no-
thing but solitude, or Major Allen, and eagerly answered . . . .
¢ Oh yes, my dear! go, go; I do not want you at all.”

A liberated bird is not more quick in reaching the shelter of
the desired wood, than was Agnes in making her way from
Sion Row to Rodney Place ; and so great was her joy at find-
ing herself there, that for the moment she forgot all her sor+
rows, and talked of the ball as if she had not felt mﬁmxg\\
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more pain than pleasure there. As soon as the luncheon was
ended, Mrs. Peters and Elizabeth, Mary and Agnes, set off upon
their walk, not “over the hills, and far away,’’ as heretofore,
but along the well-paved ways that led most certainly to the
recorts of their fellow mortals. Lucy and James, having
heard that the evening for their music party was fixed at the
distance only of one fortnight, declared that it was absolutely
necessary to devote the interval to “ practice,” and therefore
they remained at home.

If the plan of Mary Peters was such as her mother had de-
scribed it, nothing could have been more successful ; for even
before they reached the library, they met Mr. Stephenson and
Colonel Hubert. The moment the former perceived them, he
stepped forward, quitting the arm of his friend, who certainly
rather relaxed than accelerated his pace, and having paid his
compliments with the cordial air of an old acquaintance to
Mrs. Peters and Elizabeth, passed them and took his station
beside Agnes. Both she and her friend received his eager
salutation with smiles: Mary, as we know, had her own mo-
tives for this ; and Agnes had by no means forgotten how sea-
sonably he had led her off on the preceding evening from her
aunt, Major Allen, and the forsaken tea-table. Her bright
smile, however, soon faded as she marked the stiff bow by
which Colonel Hubert returned Mrs. Peters’s civil recognition
of him. He too passed the first pair of ladies, and joined
himself to the second ; but though he bowed to both of them,
it seemed that he turned and again took the arm of Stephen-
son, solely for the purpose of saying to him, *“ Are you going
to give up your walk to the Wells, Frederick ?”

“ Most decidedly, mon cher,” was the cavalier reply.

“ Then I must wish you good morning, I believe,” said
Colonel Hubert, attempting to withdraw his arm.

¢ No, don’t,” cried the gay young man good-humouredly,
and retaining his arm with some show of violence; * I will
not let you go without me: you will find nothing there, de.
pend upon it, to reward you on this occasion for your perti-
nacity of purpose.”
~ Colonel Hubert yielded himself to this wilfulness, and pas-
sively, as it seemed, accompanied the party into the library.
Nothing could be moze agreeable than the animated conversa~

fon of young Stephenson : he talked to all the ladies in turu,
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contrived to discover a multitude of articles of so interesting a
kind, that it was necessary they should examine and talk about
them ; and finally, bringing forward the book of names, fairly
beguiled Mrs. Peters and her daughters into something very
like a little gossip concerning some among them.

It was while they were thus employed that Colonel Hubert
approached Agnes, who, of course, could take no part in it,
and said, .. .. “ Are you going to remain long at Clifton,
Miss Willoughby ?”*

Agnes blushed deeply as he drew near, and his simple ques-
tion was answered in a voice so tremulous,’that he pitied the
agitation (resulting, as he supposed, from their meeting in the
morning) which she evinced ; and feeling perhaps that she
was not to blame because his headstrong friend was detérmined
to fall in love with her, he spoke again, and in a gentler voice
said, T hope you have forgiven me for the blunt advice I
ventured to give you this morning.”

¢ Forgiven !” repeated Agnes, looking up at him, and be-
fore her glance fell again it was dimmed by a tear. I can
never forget your kindness!” she-added, but so nearly in a
whisper, that he instantly became aware that her friends had
not been made acquainted with the adventure, and that it was
not her wish they should be. He therefore said no more on
the subject ; but, led by some impulse that seemed not, cer-
tainly, to proceed from either unkindness or contempt, he con-
tinued to converse with her for several minutes, and long
enough indeed to make her very nearly forget the party of
friends whose heads continued to be congregated round the
librarian’s register of the Clifton beau monde.

Frederick Stephenson meanwhile was very ably prosecuting
the object he had in view, namely, to establish himself de-
cidedly as an acquaintance of Mrs. Peters; and so perfectly
comme il faut in all respects was the tone of herself and her
daughters, that he was rapidly forgetting such a being as Mrs.
Barnaby existed, and solacing his spirit by the persuasion that
the only girl he had ever seen whom he could really love was
surrounded by connections as elegant and agreeable as his exi-
geante family could possibly require. Nor, to say truth, was
his friend greatly behind-hand in the degree of oblivion which
he permitted to fall upon his faculties respecting Jis SSjeet ok
his horror and detestation. It was Mot very easy, Wwdesd, \

r
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remember Mrs. Barnaby, while Agnes, awakened by a question
as to what part of England it was in which she had enjoyed
the rural liberty of which he had heard her speak, poured forth
all her ardent praise on the tranquil beauty of Empton.

¢ It is not,” said she, beguiled, by the attention with which
he listened to her, into forgetfulness of the awe he had hitherto
inspired,— “ it is not so majestic in its beauty as Clifton;
we have no mighty rocks at Empton—no winding river that
quietly as it flows, seems to have cut its own path ameongst
them ; but the parsonage is the very perfection of a soft, tran-
quil, flowery retreat, where neither sorrow nor sin have any
business whatever.”

¢“ And was Empton parsonage your home, Miss Wil
loughby ?”

“Yes . ... for five dear happy years,” replied Agnes, in an
accent from which all gaiety had fled.

““You were not born at Empton, then?” —“ No; I was
only educated there; but it was there at least that my heart
and mind were born, and I do not believe that I shall ever feel
quite at home any where else.”

It is rather early for you to say that, is it not?” said
Colonel Hubert with a smile more calculated to increase ber
confidence than to renew her awe. . .. ‘* May I ask how old
you are?”

¢ I shall be seventecn in August,” replied Agnes, blushing
at being obliged to confess herself so very young.

¢ She might be my daughter,” thought Colonel Hubert,
while a shade of melancholy passed over his countenance
which it puzzled Agnes to interpret. But he asked her no
more questions; and the conversation seemed languishing,
when Frederick Stepheunson, beginning to think that it was
his. turn now to talk to Agnes, and pretty well satisfied, perhaps,
that he had made a favourable imnpression upon the Peters
family, left the counter and the subscription book, and crossed
to the place. where she had seated herself. Colonel Hubert was
still standing by her side, but he instantly made way for his
friend ; and had he at that moment spoken aloud the thoughts
of his heart, he might have been hcard to say,—¢ There is
nothing here to justify the rejection of any family . . . . she is

perfect alike in person and in mind ... . things must take their
course : I will urge his departure no further.”
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Scarcely, however, had these thoughts made their rapid way
across his brain, before his ears were assailed by the sound of
a laugh, which he recognised in an instant to be that of
Mrs, Barnaby. A flugh of heightened colour mounted to his
very eyes, and he felt conscience-struck, as if whatever might
hereafter happen to Stephenson, he should hold himself respon-
sible for it, because he had mentally given his consent to his re-
maining where the danger lay. And well might the sound and
sight of Mrs. Barnaby overturn all such yielding thoughts.
She came more rouged, more ringleted, more bedizened with
feathers and flowers, and more loud in voice than ever. ...
She came, too, accompanied by Major Allen.

No thunder-cloud, sending forth its flashings before it, ever
threw a more destructive shadow over the tranquil brightness
of a smiling landscape, than did this entrée of the facetious pair
over the happy vivacity of the party already in possession of
the shop. Mrs. Peters turned very red; Miss Willoughby
turned very pale ; Mary stopped short in the middle of a sen-
tence, and remained as mute as if she had been shot ; even the
good-natured Elizabeth looked prim ; and the two gentlemen,
though in different ways, betrayed an equally strong conscious-
ness of the change that had come over them. Mr. Stephenson
put on the hat which he had laid beside him on the counter ;
and though he drew still nearer to Agnes than before, it was
without addressing a word to her. Colonel Hubert immedi-
ately passed by them, and left the shop.

This last circumstance was the only one which could at that
moment have afforded any relief to Agnes ; it at once restored
her composure and presence of mind, though it did not quite
bring back the happy smiles with which she had been convers-
ing five short minutes before.

“Ah! my sister Peters and the children here!” cried
Mrs. Barnaby, flouncing gaily towards them. . ... ¢ I thought
we should meet you.... What beautiful weather, isn’t it?
How d’ye do, sir? (to Mr. Stephenson.) I think you were
among our young ladies’ partners last night ... .. Charming
ball, wasn't it? ....Dear Major Allen, do look at these
Bristol stones ! ain’t they as bright as diamonds? ... Well,
Agnes, you have had your luncheon, I suppose, with the dear
girls, and now you will be ready to go shopping with we. We
are going into Bristol, and I will take you with s’

P2
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Agnes listened to her doom in silence, and no more thought
of appealing from it than the poor criminal who listens to his
sentence from the bencii; but Mr. Stephenson turned an im-
ploring look on Mrs, Peters, which spoke so well what he
wished to express, that she exerted herself so far as to say,
¢ We had hoped, Mrs. Barnaby, that you meant to have
spared Agnes to us for the rest of the day, and we shall be
much obliged if you will leave her with us.”

““You are always very kind, dear Margaret,” returned the
widow, “but I really want Agnes just now. ... She shall
come to you, however, some other time. . .., Good-by! good-
by ! —we have no time to lose.. ... Come, Agnes, let's be
oﬂ‘.l’

A silent look was all the leava-taking that passed between
Agnes and her greatly annoyed friends. Mrs. Barnaby took
her arm under her own, and as soon as they quitted the shop
bestowed the other on Major Allen ; she was in high. spirits,
which found vent in a loud laugh as soon as they had turned
the corner.

““ What a stuck-up fellow that great tall colonel is, Major
Allen,” said she. ¢ Do you know any thing of him? ... .If
I am not greatly mistaken, he is as proud as Lucifer.”

I assure you, if he is proud, my dear madam, it must be
a pride of the very lowest and vilest kind, merely derived from
the paltry considerations of family and fortune; for, entre nous,
he is very far from having been a distinguished officer. The
Duke of Wellington, indeed, has always been most ridiculously
partial to him ; but you,” lowering his voice, “ you are a pretty
tolerable judge of what his good opinion is worth.”

“Yes, yes, major....I shall never be taken in there
again . ... Why, Agnes, how you drag, child! I shall be
tired to death before I get to Bristol, if you walk so.”

“Will the young lady take my other arm?” said the
major.

¢ Thank you, dear major!.... You are very kind. Go
round, Agnes, and take the major’'s arm.”

 No, I thank you, aunt; I do not want any arm. I will
walk beside you, if you please, without taking hold of you at
.ll ”

“Nameme, child!....That will loock too particular,

magjor,” ., . . ssid the widow, turning to him ; upon wWoida,
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without waiting further parley, Major Allen dropped the arm
he held, and gaily placed himself between the two ladies, say-
ing, ¢ Now then, fair ladies, I have an arm for each.”

Agnes felt the greatest possible longing to run away ; but
whether it would have strengthened into a positive resolution
to do so, upon once more feeling the touch of the major’s
hand, which upon her retreating he very vigorously extended
towards her, it is impossible to say, for at that moment the
sound of a rapidly advancing pair of boots was heard on the
pavement behind them, and in the next Mr. Stephenson was at
her side. He touched his hat to Mrs. Barnaby, and then
addressing Agnes, said, “ If you are going to walk to Bristol,
I hope you will permit me to accompany you, . . . . for I am
going there too.”

Agnes very frankly replied, * Thank you !” and without a
moment’s hesitation accepted the arm he offered.

“J] am sure you are very obliging, Mr. Stephenson,” said
Mrs. Barnaby, “and we shall certainly be able to walk with
much greater convenience. I think you two had better go
before, and then we can see that you don’t run off, you know.”

This lively sally was followed by a gay little tittering on the
part both of the major and the lady, as they stood still for Mr.
Stephenson and the suffering Agnes to pass them.

The young man seemed to have lost all his vivacity: he
spoke very little, and even that little had the air of being
uttered because he felt gbliged to say something. Poor Agnes
was certainly in no humour for conversation, and would have
rejoiced in his silence, had it not made her feel that what-
ever might be the motive for his thus befriending her, he
derived no pleasure from it. Ere they had walked a mile,
however, an accident occurred which effectually roused him
from the dejection that appeared to have fallen upon his
spirits. A herd of bullocks met them on the road, one of
which, over-driven and irritated by a cur that worried him,
darted suddenly from the road up to the path, and made
towards them with its horns down, and its tail in the air.
On seeing this, the young man seized Agnes in his arms,
and sprang with her down the bank into the road. The ani-
mal, whose object was rather to leave an euciny behind him,
than to do battle with any other, passed on towarda the
major and his fair companion, who weie st » consexadde

2]
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distance behind, leaving Agnes trembling indeed, and some-
what confused, but quite unhurt, and full of gratitude for the
prompt activity that had probably saved her. As soon as
she had in some degree recovered her composure, she turned
back to ascertain how her aunt had fared, Mr. Stephenson
assiduously attending her, and they presently came within
sight of a spectacle that, had any mirth been in them, must
have drawn it forth.

Major Allen, by no means approving the style in which the
animal appeared inclined to charge them, had instantly per-
ceived, as Mr. Stephenson had done before, that the only means
of getting effectually out of its way was by jumping down the
bank, which at that point was considerably higher than it was
a few hundred yards farther on; nevertheless, though neither
very light nor very active, he might have achieved the descent
well enough had he been alone. But what was he to do with
Mrs. Barnaby ? She uttered a piercing cry, and threw herself
directly upon his bosom, exclaiming, ‘ Save me, major ! —
save me! "

In this dilemma the major proved himself an old soldier
To shake off the lady, he felt (in every sense of the word)
was quite impossible; but there was no reason that she should
stifle him ; and therefore grasping her with great ardour, he
half carried, half pushed her towards the little precipice, and
skilfully placing himself so that, if they fell, she should fall
first, he cried out manfully, “ Now spring!” And spring
they did, but in such a sort, that the lady measured her length
in the dust, a circumstance that greatly broke the major's fall ;
for, although he made a considerable effort to roll beyond her,
he finally pitched with his knees full upon her, thus lessening
his descent very materially.

When the young people reached them, they had both reco.
vered their equilibrium, but not their composure. Major
Allen was placed with one knee in the dust, and on the other
supporting Mrs. Barnaby, who, with her head reclining on his
shoulder, seemed to have a very strong inclination to indulge
herself with a fainting fit. Her gay dress was lamentably
covered with dust, her feathers broken and hanging distress-
ingly over her eyes, and her whole appearance, as well as that

of the hero who supported her, forlom and dejected in the
extreme
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¢ Are you hurt, aunt? ” said Agnes, approaching her.

“Hurt!”....amIhurt?.... Gracious Heaven! what
a question! If my life be spared, I shall consider it little
short of a miracle. . . . Oh! Major Allen,” she continued with
a burst of sobbing, ‘“ where should I have now been ... . but
for you?....”

¢ Trampled or tossed, Mrs. Barnaby . .. . trampled or tossed
to death decidedly,” replied the major, not wishing to lessen
her sense of obligation, yet restrained by the presence of wit-
nesses from expressing his feelings with all the ardour he
might otherwise have shown.

“ Most true ! — most true!” she replied. * Never shall I
be able to express the gratitude I feel!”

“ Can you not stand up, aunt? " said Agnes, whose cheeks
were crimsoned at the absurdity of the scene. ¢ How will
you be able to get home if you cannot stand ? ”

“ God knows, child!” .. .. God only knows what is yet
to become of me.... Oh! major, I trust myself wholly to
you.”

Poor Agnes uttered a sound not much unlike a groan, upon
which Mr. Stephenson, on whom it fell like a spur, urging him
to save her from an exhibition so painfully ridiculous (for
it was quite evident that Mrs. Barnaby was not really hurt),
proposed that he should escort Miss Willoughby with all pos-
sible speed back to Clifton, and despatch thence a carriage to
bring Mrs. Barnaby home.

Major Allen, who desired nething more ardently than to
get rid of him, seconded the proposal vehemently.

““ You are quite right, sir ; it is the only thing to be done,”
he said; ““and if you will hasten to perform this, I will en-
deavour so to place Mrs. Barnaby as to prevent her suffering
any great inconvenience while waiting till the carriage shall
arrive.”

“Ought I not to remain with my aunt?’ said Agnes to
Mr. Stephenson, but in a whisper that was heard only by
himself.

“In my opinion you certainly ought not,” he replied in
the same tone. ¢ Believe me,” he added ¢ I have many rea-
sons for saying so.”

Nothing but her earnest desire to do that, whatever i gk
be, which was the least improper, ({ot fhat, as foe traly AN,

P 4
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was all that was left her,) could have induced Agnes to pro
pose inflicting so terrible a penance on herself; but strangely
as she was obliged to choose her counsellor, there was a graw
seriousness in his manner which convinced her he had not
answered her lightly ; and therefore, as her aunt said nota
word to detain her, she set off on her return with as much
speed as she could use, saying as she departed, “ Depend upen
it, aunt, there shall be no delay.”

Mr. Stephenson again offered her his arm ; but she now
declined it, and the young man for some time walked eilently
by her side, wishing to speak to her, yet honestly doubting his
own power of doing so with the composure he desired.

At length, however, the silence became embarrassing, and
he broke it by saying, with something of abruptness,—

“ Will you forgive me, Miss Willoughby, if I venture to
forget for a moment, how short a time it is since I have had
the happiness of knowing you, .... will you forgive me if I
speak to you like a friend ? ”

¢ Indeed I will, and be very thankful too,” replied Agnes
composedly, . . . . for his manner had taught her to feel assured
that she had no cause to fear him.

““ You are very kind,” he resumed, with some little embar-
rassment ; “but I feel that it is taking an almost unwarrantable
liberty ; and were it not that this walk offers an opportunity
which I think I ought not to lose, I might perhaps endeavour
to say what I wish to Mrs. Peters, ... I allude to Major Allen,
Miss Willoughby ! I wish you could lead your aunt to under-
stand that he is not a person fit for your society. Though
he is probably a stranger here, he is well known elsewhere as
a needy gambler, and, in short, a most unprincipled character
in every way.”

“ Good Heaven!” exclaimed Agnes, * what shall X do ? ”

¢ Can you not venture to hint this to your aunt ? ”’ said he.

““ She would probably be very angry,” replied Agnes with
spontaneous frankness; “ but what is worse than that, she
would, I know, insist upon my telling her where I heard it.”

“ Say that you heard it from me, Miss Willoughby,” re-
plied the young man.

New as Agnes was to the world and its ways, she felt that
there was something very honourable and frank in this pro-

ceeding, and it produced so great a degree of confidence Im
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return, that she answered in a tone of the most unembarrassed
friendliness.

« Will you give me leave, Mr. Stephenson, to repeat this to
Mrs. Peters and Mary ? . ... They will know so much better
than I do what use to make of it.”

“ Indeed 1 think you are right,” he replied eagerly, « ar.d
then the anger that you speak of, will not fall on you.”

¢¢ It will not in that case, I think, fall on any one,” said
Agnes, ‘ My aunt has fortunately a great respect for Mrs.
Peters ; and if anybody can have influence over her mind, she
may.”

Can it be wondered at if, after this, the conversation went
on improving in its tone of ease and confidence? It had be-
gun, on the side of the young man, with a very sincere resolu-
tion not to suffer his admiration for his lovely companion to
betray him into a serious attachment to one so unfortunately
connected ; but, before they reached Sion Row, he had arrived
at so perfect a conviction that he could nowhere find so pure-
minded and right-thinking a being to share his fortune, and to
bless his future life, that he only refrained from telling her so,
from a genuine feeling of respect, which perhaps the proudest
peeress in the land might have failed to inspire.

“ No,” thought he, it is not now, while she is compelled
by accident to walk beside me, that I will pour out my heart
and all its love before her, but the time shall come. ...” -

Agnes, ere they parted again, appealed to him for his
opinion whether she ought to go in the carriage sent to meet
her annt.

¢ No, indeed, I think not,” hereplied. ¢ Has she no maid,
Miss Willoughby, who could go for her? *

“Oh yes!” exclaimed Agnes, greatly relieved ; “ I can
send Jerningham,”

¢ Sweet creature ! ”’ whispered the enamoured Frederick to
his heart, ““ what a delicious task to advise, to guide, to cherish
such a being as that!”

His respectful bow at parting, the earnest, silent, lingering
lock he fixed upon her fair face ere he turned from the door
that was opened to receive her, might have said much to a
heart on the qui vive to meet his half way ; but Agnes did not
observe it; she was looking up towards the windwmill, and
thinking of her early morning walk, and ita termination.
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CHAPTER VI.

THE READER IS LET INTO A SECRET, AND THE YOUNG LADY'S ruo?
PROVED TO BE OF NO AVAIL. — A JUDICIOUS MODE OF OBTAINING I¥-
FORMATION. — A HAPPY AND VERY WELL-TIMED MEETING.

“WeLL, Mary! .... I suppose you are wishing yourself
joy on the success of your plottings and plannings,” said M
Peters to her daughter about ten days after this memorable
walk on the Bristol road, for during that interval much had
occurred that seemed to promise success to her wishes, In
fact, Frederick Stephenson had quietly become a regular
visiter at Rodney Place, and the power of Agnes to accept the
constant invitations which brought her there likewise in-
creased in exact proportion to the widow’s growing’ delight
in the téte-a-téte visits of the major. The friendly hint of
Mr. Stephenson had produced no effect whatever, excepting
indeed that it tended greatly to increase the tone of friendly
intcrcourse between the Peters family and himself. He had
released Agnes from the task of mentioning the matter at all,
and took an early opportunity of confiding to Mrs. Peters his
ideas on the subject. She received the communication with
the gratitude it really deserved, but confessed that Mrs. Bar-
naby was a person 80 every way disagreeable to her, that the
task of attempting to guide her would be extremely repugnant
to her feelings.

¢ But Miss Willoughby !” . . . . said Frederick; it is for
her sake that one would wish to keep this odious woman
from exposing herself to ruin and disgrace, if possible,”

‘“ And for her sake I will do it,” answered Mrs. Peters.
‘“Bhe is as deserving of all care as her aunt is unworthy
of it.”

This reply convinced Mr. Stephenson that Mrs. Peters was
one of the most discerning as well a8 most amiable women in
the world, but no other advantage arose from the praiseworthy
determination of the * dear Margaret ;” for when that lady
aid to her gravely, at the very first opportunity she could

And, —
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“ Pray, Mrs. Barnaby, do you know any thing of that
Major Allen’s private character ?”” The answer she received
was, —‘“ Yes, Mrs. Peters, a great deal, . . . . and more, pro-
bably, than any other person whatever at Clifton; .... and
I know, too, that there are agenta—paid, hired agents
—employed in circulating the most atrocious lies against
him.”

1 am not one of them, I assure you, madam,” seid Mrs.
Peters, abruptly leaving her seat, and determined never again
to recur to the subject; a comfortable resolution, to which
she reconciled her conscience by remembering the evident
devotion of Mr, Stephenson to Agnes, the symptoms of which
were daily becoming less and less equivocal.

It was within a few hours after this short colloquy with
the widow, that Mrs. Peters thus addressed her daughter,
“Well, Mary ! . ... I suppose you are wishing yourself joy
on the success of your plottings and plannings.”

¢ Why, yes,” . . . . replied Mary ; ““ I think we are getting
on pretty well, and unless I greatly mistake, it will be the
fault of Agnes, and of no onme else, if she suffers much
more from being under the protection of our precious aunt
Barnaby,”

Mrs. Peters and Mary were perfectly right in their pre-
mises, but utterly wrong in their conclusion. Mr. Stephenson
was indeed passionately in love with Agnes, and had already
fully made up his mind to propose to her, so soon as their
acquaintance had lasted long enough to render such a step
decently permissible, which, according to his calculations,
would be in about a fortnight after he had first danced with
her. In short, he was determined to find a favourable op-
portunity, on the evening of Mrs. Peters's promised music
party, to declare his passion to her; for he had already
learned to know that few occasions offer, in the ordinary
intercourse of society, more favourable for a ¢éfe-a-téte than a
crowded concert-room.

Thus far, therefore, the observations and reasonings of
Agnes’s watchful friends were perfectly correct. But, alas !
they saw only the surface of things. There was an under
current running the other way of which they never dreamed,
and of which, even had it been laid open to their view, they
would neither have been able to comprehend or believe toe
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power. As to the heart of Agnes, by some strange fatality
they had never taken it into their consideration at all, or at
any rate had conceived it so beyond all doubt inclined the way
they wished, that no single word or thought amidst all their
deliberations was ever bestowed upon it. . . . But the heart of
Agnes was fixedly, devotedly, and for ever given to another.

No wonder, indeed, that such an idea had never suggested
itself to her friends, . . . . for who could that other be? ....
Could it be James, her first partner, her first walking com-
panion, and very nearly the first young man she had ever
spoken to in her life? . . . . Assuredly not; for had she been
asked, she could not have told whether his eyes were blue
or black, hardly whether he were short or tall, and certainly
not whether she had seen him twenty times, or only twelve,
since their first meeting.

Who, then, could it be? There was but one other perssn
whom the accidents of the last important fortnight had thrown
constantly in her way; and Mrs. Peters and Mary would a
soon have thought that the young Agnes had .conceived a
passion for the pope, as for the stately, proud, reserved Colonel
Hubert.

Yet < she could an if she would” have told her how far
above all other mortals his noble head rose proudly, ....
she could have told that on his lofty brow her soul reed
volumes, . ... she could have told that in the colour of his
thoughtful eye, the hue of heaven seemed deepened into black
by the rich lash that shaded it. . . . . All this she could have
told ; and, moreover, could have counted, with most faithfal
arithmetic, not only how many times she had seen him, but
how many times his eyes had turned towards her, how many
times he had addressed a word to her, how many smiles had
been permitted to cheer her heart, how many frowns had
chilled her spirit as they passed over his countenance, . ...
Little could any one have guessed all this, but so it was ; and
Frederick Stephenson, with all his wealth, his comeliness, and
kind heart to boot, had no more chance of being accepted as a
husband by the poor, dependant Agnes Willoughby, than the
lowest hind that ploughs the soil by the proudest lady that
owns it,

» » » * * »

Mesnwhile my real heroine, the Widow Barnaby, thougm
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little of Agnes, or any other lady but herself, and less still
perhaps of Mr. Stephenson, or any other gentleman but the
major. The affair on the Bristol road, though injurious to
her dress, and rather dusty, and in some degree disagreeable
at the time, had wonderfully forced on the tender intimacy
between them. Yet Mrs. Barnaby was not altogether so
short-sighted as by-standers might suppose; and though she
freely permitted herself the pleasure of being made love to,
she determined to be very sure of the major’s rent-roll before
she bestowed herself and her fortune upon him ; for, notwith-
standing her flirting propensities, the tender passion had ever
been secondary in her heart to a passion for wealth ‘and finery;
and not the best-behaved and most discreet dowager that ever
lived, was more firmly determined to take care of herself, and
make a good bargain, ¢ if ever she married again,” than was
our flighty, flirting Widow Barnaby.

She was fully aware that many difficulties lay in the way
of her getting the information she wanted. In the first place,
she had no acquaintance except the Peterses, who were his
declared enemies; and she loved both justice and the major
tco well to let his happiness (which was now avowedly
dependant upon her accepting his hand) rest on such doubtful
testimony. . . . . And, secondly, there was considerable caution
required in the manner of asking questions so special as those
she wished to propose, lest they might reach the ears of her
lover ; and it was necessary, if the tender affair finally ter-
minated in wedlock, that it should be brought about without
any appearance on her side of such sordid views, lest a sus-
picion might arise on his that her own wealth was not quite
s0 great as she wished him to believe. Respecting settlements,
she had already decided upon what she should propose. ...
she would inake over the whole of her fortune unconditionally
to him, provided he would make her a setulement of one poor
thousand a year for life in return.

Some days passed away after the major had actually pro-
posed and been conditionally accepted . ... in case a few
weeks’ longer acquaintance confirmed their affection ...,
before Mrs. Barnaby had discovered any method by which she
might satisfy her anxious curiosity respecting the actual state
of Major Allen’s affairs. During this time she was willing
to allow, even to herself, that her affections were very deey
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engaged, but yet she steadfastly adhered to her resolution of
not bestowing upon him the blessing of her hand, il she
learned from some omne besides himself that he was a man o
large fortune.

At length, when almost in despair of meeting with any o
whom she could trust on such a subject, it occurred te he
that Betty Jacks, who had not only continued to grow i
she was nearly as tall as her mistress, but had made such
proficiency in the ways of the world since she left Silvertes,
as rendered her exceedingly acute, might make acquaintane
with Major Allen’s groom, and learn from him what wa
generally considered to be the amount of his master’s income.
The idea had hardly struck her before she determined to put
it in execution; and having rung the bell, Betty, after the
usual interval that it took her to ¢iimb from the kitchen, stosd
before her.

¢ Come in, Jerningham,” said Mrs. Barnaby, ¢ and shut
the door. I have something particular that I wish to say to
you.

Betty anticipated a scolding, and looked sulky.

1 am very well satisfied with you, Jerningham,” resumed
the lady, “and I called you up chiefly to say that you may
have the cap with the pink ribands that I put off yesterdsy
morning.”

¢ Thank you, ma’am,” said Betty, turning to go.

‘¢ Stay a moment, Jerningham : I have something I want
to talk to you about.”

Betiy advanced, and took hold of the back of the chair to
support her lengthy person, a habit which she had fallen into
from the frequent long confidential communications her lady
was accustomed to hold with her.

¢ Pray, Jerningham, do you know Major Allen’s groom ?”
inquired Mrs. Barnaby in a gentle voice.

“Lor! no, ma’am; how should I come for to know his
groom ?

“ Nay, my good girl, there would be no harm in it if you
did. I have remarked that he is a particularly smart,
respectable-looking servant, and I must say I think it would
be quite as well if such a good-looking girl as you did make
scquaintance with the servant of a gentlemamn Wke Wajer

Allen ; it would give you a proper protector and compuioa,




THE WIDOW BARNABY. 223

Jerningham, in a Sunday evening walk, or any thing of that
kind ; and really it looks as if he did not think you worth
noticing, considering how intimate the two families are be-
come.

¢ Oh! for that, ma’am, I don’t believe the young man
would have any objection ; and I don’t mean to say as how
I never spoke to him,” replied Betty.

 Very well, Jerningham, that is just what I wanted to
know; because, if you are sufficiently acquainted to speak,
such a sharp clever girl as you are, would find it easy enough
to improve the intimacy, and that’s what I want you to do,
Jerningham. And then I want you, some fine evening, per-
haps, after I have had my tea, to let him take a walk with you ;
and when you are talking of one thing and the other, I want
you to find out whether his master is reckoned a rich gentle-
man or a poor one. . .. . Do you understand, Jerningham ?”

Betty Jack’s black eyes kindled into very keen intelligence
at this question, and she answered with very satisfactory vi-
vacity, ¢ Yes, ma’am, I understands.”

" ¢ Well, then, set about it as soon as you can ; and remem-
ber, Jerningham, if he asks any questions about me, that you
make him understand my fortune is a great deal larger than
it appears to be, which it really is, you know,—only just now
I am travelling quietly by way of a change. If you do all
this cleverly and well, I will give you my old parasol, which
only wants a stitch or two to make it quite fit to use.”

¢ Thankee, ma’am. . . . I could find him in a minute at the
beer-shop, if you like it.”

““ Well, then, do 80, my good girl, and you may say, if you
will, that you could take a walk with him this evening.”

The arrangement was probably made without great diffi-
culty, for on the following morning Betty was ready with her
report. Any detailed account of the interview between the
major’s man and the widow’s woman would be unnecessary,
as the girl’s account of it was what principally affected the in-
terests of our widow, and that shall be faithfully given.

Betty Jacks made her appearance in the drawing-room as
soon as Agnes had left it after breakfast, with that look of
smirking confidence which usually enlivens the countenance of
a soubrette when she knows she has something to say wordn
listening to,
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Her anxious mistress instantly saw that the commission hai |
not been in vain.

¢ Well, Jerningham !” she cried with a deep respiratin
that wac .ncre like panting than sighing, ‘what news do yu
bring me ?” :

¢ All that is best and honourablest for the major, ma'am
His man William says that heis a noble gentleman every way,
with plenty of money to spend and plenty of spirit to spend it
with ; and that happy will the lady be who wins his hear,
and comes to the glory and honour of being his wife.”

¢ That is enough, Jerningham,” said the happy Mrs. Bar.
naby. ... “ You seem to have behaved extremely well, and
with a great deal of cleverness; and as I see I may trust to
your good sense and prudent behaviour, I will give you leave
to go to the play at Bristol, and will give you a gallery ticket
any evening that the major’s worthy and faithful servant may
like to take you. . . . Indeed, I should not mind giving hima
gallery ticket too, and so you may tell him.”

Beity Jacks turned her head to look out of the window
and a furtive sort of smile kindled in her eye for a moment;
but she thanked her mistress for her kindness, and then made
her exit with great decorum. °

It was just two days after this that Mrs. Barnaby yielded to
Major Allen’s request that she would taste the air of a de-
licious morning by taking a little turn with him in the Mall.
Twice had they enjoyed the sunny length of the pavement,
indulging in that sort of tender conversation which their now
fully avowed mutual attachment rendered natural, when, in
making their third progress, they were met by a gentleman
somewhat younger than the major, but with much his style of
dress and whiskered fashion, who, the instant he saw Major
Allen, uttered a cry of joy, ran towards him, and caught his
hand, which he not only shook affectionately, but even pressed
to his heart with an air of the most touching friendship.

¢ My dearest Maintry !” exclaimed the major, ‘what an
unexpected pleasure is this!. ... When did you reach Eng-
land? . ... What brings you here? . . .. Then, suddenly re-
collecting himself, he turned to Mrs. Barnaby, and entreated
her forgiveness for the liberty he had taken in thus stopping
ber.

“ But I well know,” he added, « that your generous heaxy
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will ind an excuse for me in its own -‘warm feelings, when 1
tell you that Captain Maintry is the oldest friend 1 have in the
world —the oldest and the dearest.... We have served to.
gether, Mrs. Barnaby .... we have fought side by side
through many a well-contested field . . . . and since universal
peace has sheathed our swords, we have shared each otheris
hospitality, hunted on each-other’s grounds, studied nature and
mankind together, and, .in.a werd, have lived and loved as
brothers, . . . . and yet we have now been parted for two years.
(A large property has devolved to him from.his mother'’s family
in Westphalia, and the necessity of attending to his farms and
his signioral privileges, has separated him thus long from his
friend. You will forgive me, then, my beloved Martha!. ...
.Maintry . ... from thee I can hide nothing!. ... you have
told me a thousand times that I should never be brought to
resign my freedom to mortal woman. ... Look here!...
and tell me if you can wonder that such vaunting indepen-
‘dence can attach to me no longer P”

Nothing could be more kind than Mrs. Barnaby’s reply to
this, nothing more gracious than Captain Maintry’s flattering
answer ; and the next minute they were all walking on to-
gether as if already united by the tenderest ties. Many in-
teresting questions and answers passed between the two gen-
tlemen concerning absent friends -of high rank and great dis-
tinction, as well as :some good-natured friendly -questions on
the part of Captain.Maintry relative to many of the Major’s
principal tenants in Yorkshire, as honourable to the kind feel-
ings of the inquirer as to the good conduct and respectability
of the worthy individuals inquired for.

After all this bad lasted most agreeably for some time,
Captain Maintry suddenly paused, and said to his friend, —

¢ My dear Allen, the pleasure of seeing you, and the un-
expected introduction to this honoured lady, have together
turned my brain, I believe, or I should have told you at once
that I have brought letters from Prince Hursteinberg for
you which require an immediate answer. I mever heard one
man speak of another as he does of you, Allen; he declares
you are the most noble character he ever met with in any
country, and that is no light thing for such a man as the
prince to say. ‘His. letter is to ask whether you can spare him

- a hunting mare of your own breeding, and fliree couple of thowe
Q
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famous pointers for which your principal estate is so ol
brated. He made me promise that I would see that you sest
off an answer by the first post, for if you cannot oblige him
in this he must apply elsewhere. You know his passion for
la chasse, and he must not be disappointed. Come, my derr
fellow . . . . tear yourself away from this attractive lady for e
short hour, and then the business will be done.”

¢ Certainly not till I have seen Mrs. Barnaby safely home,’
replied the major gravely. .

¢ Then you will be too late for the post. . . . We have told
Mrs. Barnaby that we are brothers. .. .let her see you trest
me as such . . .. Trust her to my care; I will escort herts
her own home while you go for an hour or so to yours. 1
have left the packet with your faithful William . . . . By the
by, I am glad to see that you still retain that capital good
fellow about you . ... An honest servant is worth his weight
in gold, Mrs. Barnaby. . . . There, Allen, you see, I am in
possession of the lady’s arm ; so you may be off, and I wil
join you as soon as I have escorted her to her quarters.”

*¢ Most cordially do I congratulate my friend, madam,” ssid
Captain Maintry, as soon as Major Allen had taken his leave,
““on the happy prospects that have opened before him, ...
To see you, and not appreciate his felicity, is impossible.
Friendship may conquer envy, but it cannot render us blind!
« « « . Nor is it Major Allen alone whom I must congratulate;

+ . « permit me to indulge my feelings towards that long-tried
ad dearly-valued friend, by telling you, Mrs. Barnaby, thit
you are a very happy woman indeed ! . ... Such worth, such
honour, are rarely —alas! too rarely— met with in man.
And then he has such a multitude of minor good qualities, s
I may call them, such an absence of all ostentation . . . . no-
body would believe from his manner of living that he possessed
one of the finest estates in Yorkshire . . . . yet such is the fact.
. . . His courage, too, is transcendently great, and his temper
the sweetest in the world ! . . . . Yet this man, Mrs. Barnaby,
great and good as he is, has not been able’to escape enemies.
.« «« You have no idea of the lies that have been put in cir-
culation concerning him by those who envy his reputation, and
hate his noble qualities.” :
¢ I know it, Captain Maintry, but too well,” replied Mrs.
Barpaby; ... “but a woman who could be influenced by
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_such idle and malevolent reports would be unworthy to become
‘his wife ; and for myself, I can assure you that, far from its
_producmg the desired effect upon me, such mahgmty only
binds me to him more closely.”

¢ There spoke a heart worthy of him !” fervently exclaimed
the captain. . . . *““And I doubt not, my dearest madam, that
these generous feelings will be put to the proof, for.... I
blush for my species as I say iv . ... there are many who,
when they hear of his approaching happiness, will put every
sort of wickedness in action to prevent it.”

This conversation, with a few little amiable sentiments in
addition from both parties, brought them to the door of the
widow’s home, when Captain Maintry resisted  her invitation
to enter upon the plea that he must devote every moment he
could command to his friend, as unhappily he was obliged to
return to Bath, on business of the greatest importance, with as
little delay as possible.

* » > » .

After this it was quite in vain that even the amiable, soft-
hearted Elizabeth,—who had grown exceedingly ashamed, by -
the by, of her speaking acquaintance with Major Allen,—it
was in vain that even she ventured to hint that she believed
Major Allen was no longer invited any where . . . . Mrs. Bar-
naby knew all about it, on better anthority than any one else,
and she quietly made up her mind to leave Clifton, and pro-
ceed to Cheltenham as speedily as possible, in order that her
marriage, within seven months of her husband’s death, might
not take place under the immediate observation of his nearest
relations.

CHAPTER VIL

TRANSIENT HAPPINESS, — AN ACCIDENT, LEADING TO THE DISCOVERY OF
AN UNKNOWN TALENT IN MISS WILLOUGHBY, AND UNEXPECTED APPRE-
CIATION OF IT IN COLONEL HUBERT, — SOME REFLECTION3 ON THE
PECULIARITIES OF THE FEMALE MIND,

I7 must be remembered that ail these interesting particulars

respecting the affairs of Mrs. Barnaby’s heart were perfectly

unknown both to Agness and her friends. It bad, indeed;

been quite as much as the posthumous affection ot Wi Pewry
’ 2
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for her brother could achieve, to endiire with ‘some ‘appestine
of civility the a vances of his widow towards intiniacy; bat
to pursue her with attentions when she séemed dvairits o
escaping them, was quite beyond her strength and ‘courag;
80, rejoicing in the effect without investigating the caiiie, she
pérmitted her to keep herself within thé rétirexhént of her
own drawing-room without ever seeking the reascn ‘of bér'n
doing.

Tgeacherous as was this interval of éalm, it Was } 104
of most exquisite happiness to poor Agnes while it lasted.
Delightful walks, abundance of books, lively conveérsition, and
a thousand flattering marks of kindness from ‘eveéry, body ‘whe
‘came near her, formed a wondérful contrast to the vulgir trow-
beating of her selfish aunt, and even to the beat joys of her
solitary closet. N

But it was an interval delsive in évery way. M¥s. Peien
had no suspicion that her brother’s widow, within seven ‘indith
after his death, was on the eve of marriage with a penniles
swindler. . .

Agnes had no suspicion that she Was herself désperiitely i
Tove with Colonel Hubert, or that Mr. Stephenson was despe-
rately in love with her. ) : -

Colonel Hubert began to think, that, as he saw Aghiés eon-
stantly with the Peters family, and no longer saw Mva. Bir-
naby at all, the connection between them was heither %
permanent nor so injurious as he had supposed, and thérefote
that he would act more prudently by letting mattérs tidke thefr
course, than by any further interference ; convinved that, if
Frederick did choose a wife for himself, instead of péFiiittinig
his friends to choose for him, he would never find a woman
more likely to do him honour than Miss Willoughby. ‘There
were, moreover, some other delusions under which he laboured,
both as to his own feelings and those of others; but for the
present he was destined, like the rest of the party ‘amoig
whom he lived, to remain enveloped in a mist of error and
misconception.

Poor Stephenson, more fatally deluded than all of them,
‘guessed not that he was standing on a pinnacle of hojpe ¥rdh
Whence he was soon to be dashed a thousand fathom deep fiith
the whirlpool of despair. . . . In short, prepatations ‘for ‘thb

music party went on very prosperously, while

2 diece
|
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. Mnlignant Fate sat by and smiled ™
at all that was to happen before that music pn.rty was over.

< Mrs. Peuers confessed after a httle battling the point with
her family, ‘that it \yould be 1mposs1b1e to avaid sendmg a
card of invitation to Mrs. Barnaby, and sent it was ; when, as
she said herself, belj virtue was rewarded by receiving through
Agnes a message in return, expregsing much regret that a
Previous engagement must prevent its being accept.ed.

On the morning of the day fixed for this party Agnes
remained in her closet at least one hour beyond the time at
which it was now her dally custom to set off for Rodney
Place, some ‘little preparation for her evening appearance
requiring her attention. When at length she arrived there
she found 2 note, desiring her to sit down, and wait for the
return of the ladies, who, after remaining at home till beyond
her usual time of comlng, had all driven to Bristol to execute
sundry errands of importance.

On reading this note, Agnes walked up stairs to the drawing-
room, which she found uncarpetted, in preparation for the
music of the evening, and a grand piano-forte standing in the
middle of it. Now it so happened that, notwithstanding the
constant vigits of Agnes in Rodney Place, and the general love
of music which reigned there, she had never been asked if she
could play or sing, and had never by any chance done either.
There are some houses, and very pleasant ones, too, in their
way, in which music is considered by the family as a sort of
property belongmg of right tq them, en portage with professors
indeed, but with which no one else can interfere, — at least
within  their precincts, without manifest impertinence. The
house of Mrs. Peters was one of these. James, who, as we
have seen, was an exceedmgly amiable young man, never did
any thing from morning to night, if he could help it, but
practise on the violoncello, and sing duets with his sister Lucy.
Miss Peters was the only one who shared not in the talent or
the monopoly, for Elizabeth played the harp, and Lucy sang
and accompanied herself on the piano during by far the greater
part of every day. Agnes was delighted by their performance ;
and though she longed once more to touch the keys herself,
and perhaps to hear her own sweet voice agmn, she had never

e 8
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found courage sufficient to enable her to ask permission to
do so.

When, therefore, she found herself perfectly alone, with
the eempnng instrument before her, and a large eol]echu of
music placed beside it, she eagerly applied her hand to try if it
were open: it yielded to her touch, and in a moment ber
hands were running over the keys with that species of ecstasy
which a young enthusiast in the science always feels after
having been long deprived of the use of an instrament.

Agnes played correctly, and with great taste and feeling,
but she could by no means compete with Lucy Peters as an
accomplished pianiste ; she had enjoyed neither equal
nor equal instruction. But there was one branch of the * gay
science” in which she excelled her far beyond the reach of
comparison, for Agnes had a voice but rarely equalled in any
country. Of the pre-eminence of her power she was herself
profoundly ignorant, and if she preferred hearing her own
glorious notes to those of any other voice which had yet
reached her, she truly believed it was because there was sach
a very great pleasure in hearing one’s self sing, — an opinion
that had been considerably strengthened by her observations
on Lucy.

It was with very great delight, unquestionably, that Agnes
now listened to the sounds she made. The size of the room,
the absence of the carpet, the excellence and the isolation of
the instrument, were all advamtages she had not enjoyed
before, and her pleasure was almost childish ir its ecstasy.
She let her rich voice run, like the lark’s, into wanton play-
fulness of ornament, and felt her own power with equal joy
and surprise.

But when this first outpouring of her youthful spirit was
over, she more soberly turned to the volumes beside her ; and
hesitating a moment between the gratification of exploring
new regions of harmony with an uncertain step, and that of
going through, with all the advantages of her present acces-
saries, what had so often enchanted her without them, she
chose the last; and fixing upon a volume of Handel, which
had been the chief source from which the old-fashioned ‘but
classic taste of Mr. Wilmot had made her master draw her
subjects of study, she more sobet\y set about induiging heruelf

with one of his best-loved airs. The nots of ¢ Anggls evex
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bright and fair,” then swelled gloriously through the unpeopled
room, and “ Lord, remember David,” followed. After this
she “ changed her hand,” and the sparkling music of Comus
seemed to make the air glad, as she carolled through its deli-
cious melodies.

Amidst all this luxury of sound, it is not surprising that
the knocker or the bell should give signal either of the return
of the family, or the approach of some visiter, without the
fair minstrel's being aware of it. This in fact occurred, and

- with a result that, had she been in the secret, would have
converted the clear notes of her happy song into inarticulate
¢ suspirations of forced breath,”

Colonel Hubert had promised his friend Frederick, when
they parted at the breakfast-table, to join him at Rodney Place,
as he had often within the last few days done before, for the
purpose of joining the party in their usual morning walk.
But Frederick had arrived there so early, that he had handed
Mrs. Peters and her daughters into their carriage when they
set off for Bristol, and then turned from the door in despair
of seeing Agnes for some hours.

Having sought his friend Hubert, and missed him, -he
betook himself to a gallop on the downs by way of beguiling
the time till two o’clock, when he intended to make another
attempt to meet her, by joining the luncheon party on Mrs.
Peters’s return. Colonel Hubert, mean while, knocked at that
lady’s door exactly at the moment when the happy performer
in the drawing-room was giving full licence to her magnificent
voice in a passage of which he had never before felt the power
and majesty.

Colonel Hubert stopped short in the midst of the message
he was leaving ; and the butler who opened the door to him, and
who by this time knew him as one of the most honoured guests
of the mansion, stepped back smiling into the hall,—a sort
of invitation for him to enter, which he had no inclination
to refuse. He accordingly stepped in, and the door was closed
behind him.

¢ Pray, who is it that is singing ?” inquired the colonel, as
soon as the strain ended.

1 think, sir, it must be Miss Willoughby, for I have le
in nobody else since the ladies went,” replied the man.

Q4
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¢ Miss Willoughby !’ repeated Colonel Hubert unma.
sciously ; ““ Miss Willoughby! . .. . Impossible }*’

1 think, sir, by the sound,” rejoined the servant, *that
one of the drawing-room doors must be open; and if ym
would please to walk up, colonel, you might hear it quiw
plain without disturbing her.””

If Colonel Hubert had a weakness, it was his wunbounded
love for music, though even here he had proved his power of
conquering inclination when he thought it right ta da so.
When quite a young man he had been tempted by this passion
to give so much time to the study of the violin, as to interfere
materially with all other pursuits. A friend, greatly his
senior, and possessing his highest esteem, pointed out to him
very strongly the probable effect of this upof his futury
career. The next time the beloved professor arrived to give
Colonel Hubert a lesson, he made him a present of his violin,
and gave up the pursuit for ever . . . . but not the love for is

- « that nature had implanted beyond the power of will #
eradicate.

In short, this invitation from Mrs. Peters's butler was too
tempting to be resisted, and nodding his approval of it to the
man, he walked softly up the stairs, and found, as that sagacioon
person had foreseen, that the door of the back drawing-room
was open. Colonel Hubert entered very cautiously, for the
folding doors between the two apartments were partly open
also, but he was fortunate enough to glide unseen behind one
of its large battants, the rising hinges of which were in sach
a position as to permit him, without any danger ot being dis-
covered, to see as well as hear the unsuspicious Agnes.

Poor girl! could she have been conscious of this, her
agitation would have amounted to agony ; and yet no imagin~
able combination of circumstances could have been so favourable
to the first, the dearest, the most secret wish of her heart-. , . .
which was, that when she lost sight of him, which she must
soon do,—as she well believed, for ever,—he might not
think her too young, too trifling, too contemptible, ever to
recall her to his memory again.

There was, perhaps, no great danger of this before ; bug
now it could neither be hoped nor feared that Colonel Hubert
should ever forget what he, during these short moments, heard
and saw. There is, perhaps, no beautiful wornan Who wingn
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well, who- would nox appear to greater advantage, if thua
< fartively looked at and listened to, than when performing,
conscious of the abservation of all around her. But to Agnes
this advantage was in the present instance great indeed, for
never before had he seen her beautiful countenance in the
full play of bright intelligence and unrestrained enthusiasm,
. «and never had he imagined that she could sing at alk}
She was lovely, radiant, inspired ; and Colonel Hubert was
in a fair way of forgetting equally thdt she was the chosemr of
his friend, the niece of Mrs. Barnaby, and that he was just
twenty years her semior, when the house-deor was assailed by
the footman’s authoritative rap, and the moment after the
ladies’ voices, as they ran up the stairs, effectually awakened
him to the realities of his situation.

He now for the first time felt conscious that this situation
had been obtained by means not perfectly justifiable, and that
an apology was certainly called far, and must be made. He
therefore retraced his steps, but with less caution, through the
still open door ; and meeting Mrs. Peters just as she reached
the top of the stairs, said in a voice, perhaps somewhat less
steady than usual, —

¢ Will you forgive me, Mrs. Peters, and plead for my for-
giveness elsewhere, when 1 confess to you that 1 have stolen
up stairs and hid myself for at least half an hour in your
back drawing.rcom, for the purpose of hesring Miss Wil-
loughby sing? ....She is herself quite ignorant of this
délit ; . . ..and when you pronounee to her my gmlt, 1 hope,
at the same time, you will recommend me to merey.”

“ Miss Willoughby singing!” exclaimed Mrs. Peters;
““ surely you must be mistaken, Colonel Hubert. . , . Agnes
never sang in her life.”

“ Agnes singing!....Oh no! eeed cried Luey ; *“that
is quite impossible, I assure you.”

*“ And what says the young lady herself?’’ relied Calonel
Hubert, as Agnes came forward to meet her friends.

But she was assailed with such a clamorous chorus of ques-
tions, that it was some time before she in the lzast understood
what had happened To the reiterated .. .. Have you
really been singing, Agnes?”....“ Do you really sing "
«+..“How is it possible we never found it out?”....and
the like ; she answered quietly enough, , . . 1 ¥ing a\e,

-
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and I have been trying to amuse myself while waiting for
you.”” But when Mrs. Peters laughingly added, ¢ And do ym
know, my dear, that Colonel Hubert has been listening to yo,
from the back drawing-room, all the time ?”’ all semblance of
composure vanished. She first coloured violently, and the
turned deadly pale; and, totally unable to answer, sat down
on the nearest chair instinctively, to prevent herself from
falling, but with little or no consciousness of what she wa
akout.

Colonel Hubert watched her with an eye which seemed
bent upon reading every secret of the heart that so involun-
tarily betrayed its own agitation ; but what he saw, or thought
he saw there, seemed infectious, for he, too, lost all presence
of mind; and quickly approaching her with heightened
colour, and a voice trembling from irrepressible feeling, he
said, —

¢ Have I offended you? . . . . Forgive me, oh ! forgive me!”

There was a world of eloquence in the look with which she
met his eyes ; mnoeent, unpractised, unconscious ag it was, it
raised a tumult in the noble soldier's breast which it cost
many a day’s hard struggle afterwards to bring to order. But
nobody saw it — nobody guessed it. The whole bevy of kind-
hearted ladies were filled, from the ¢ crown to the toe;” with
the hope and belief that Frederick Stephenson and Agnes
Willoughby were born for each other, and they explained all
the agitation they now witnessed by saying, —

¢ Did any one ever see so shy a creature !”— How foolish
you are to be frightened about it, Agnes ;” and . . .. “¢
my dear child, get the better of this foolish temr and if you
can sing, let us have the pleasure of hearing you.”

 That’s right, mamma!” said Lucy, laughing; € make
her sing one song before wé go down to luncheon ... . Itis
not at all fair that Colonel Hubert should be the only person
in the secret.”

“ Sing us a song at once—there’s a dear girl |”’ said Mrs,
Peters, seating herself upon a sofa.

¢ Indeed, -indeed, ma’am, I cannot sing !’’ replied Agnes,
clasping her hands as if begging for her life.

““ Upon my word, this is a very pretty mystery,” said Mary.
¢ The gentleman declares that he has been listening to her

ainging this half hour, and the 1ady protests that the cannm

[ 4
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eing at all. Permit me, mamma, to examine the parties face
to face. If I understand you rightly, Colonel Hubert, you
stated posmvely that you heard Miss Willoughby sing. Will
you give me leave to ask you in what sort of manner she
sang?”

‘g In a manner, Miss Peters,” replied Colonel Hubert, en-
deavouring to recover his composure, ¢ that I have seldom or
never heard equalled in. any country.... She sings most
admirably.”

* Good, very good,” said Mary; “a perfectly clear and de-
cisive evidence. And now, Miss Willoughby, give me leave
to question you, If I mistake not, you told us about five
minutes ago that you possessed not the power of singing in any
manner at all?”

“ Not at this moment, Mary, certainly,” replied Agnes
rallying, and infinitely relieved by perceiving that the over-
whelming emotion under which she had very neany fainted
had neither been understood nor even remarked by any one.

¢ Then will you promise,” said Lucy with tant soit peu of
new-born rivalry, * will you promise to sing for us to-mght ? >

“ You do not mean at your concert, do you, Lucy ¢’
plied Agnes, laughing.

¢ And why not? " said Lucy. ¢ Colonel Hubert declares
that you sing admlrably

¢ Colonel Hubert is very kind to say s0,” answered Agnes,
while rather more than her usual delicate bloom returned to
her cheeks ; “but he would probably change his opinion were
he to hear me sing before a large party.”

“1 am too hungry to battle the point now, Agnes,” said
Mrs. Peters, “so0 let us come down to luncheon; but re-
member, my dear, if you really can sing, if it be only some
easy trifling ballad, I shall not take it well of you if you re-
fuse, for I am sorry to say there is a terrible falling off among
our performers. I find three excuses sent since I went out;
and I met Miss Roberts just now, our prima donna, after
Lucy, who says she is so hoarse that she doubts if she shall be
able to sing a note.”

This was said as the pa.rty descended the stairs, so that
Agnes escaped without being obliged to answer ; at which she
greatly rejoiced, as refusal or acquiescence |eemed alike im-

possible,



236 TEE WIDOW BARNABY.

Colonel Hubert stopped at the door of the dining-room,
wished the party good morning, and persisted in making by
retreat, though much urged by Mrs. Peters to join their mal
But he was in no mood for it — he wanted to be alone —be
wanted in solitude to question, and, if PO.lb.IB to understand
his own feelings ; and with ove short look at Agnes he leh
them, slipped a crown into the hand of the butlexr who apenei
the door for him, and set off for a long walk gver Durdhan
Downs, taking, as it happened, exactly the same path s that
in which he had met Agnes a fortnight before.

As soon as he was gone, another rather clamerous assali
was made on Agnes upon the subject of her having sa lng
kept her power of singing a secret from them gll,

“ I cannot forgive you for not having at leagt tald me of
it,” said Mary.

“ And what was there to tell, my dearest Mary2 Yoq
that are used to such playing as that of Eligabeth and Lucy,
would have had fair cause to laugh at me, had § wolunteered
to amuse you'in their stead.”

I don’t know how that may be,” said Lupy; “whs
Colonel Hubert talked about was your singing. Daq yon think
you can sing as well as me ? '

“ It is a difficult question to answer, Lucy,” replied Agnes
with the most ingenuous innocence ; ““but perhaps 1 might,
one of these days, if I were as well instructed as you are.”

“ Well, my dear, that is confessing something, at any rate,”
said Lucy, slightly colouring. “I am sure I shquld be very
happy to have you in a duet with me, only I suppose yon haw
not been taught to take a second.”

¢ Ohyes!....Ithink I could sing second,” replied Agnes
with great simplicity ; “but I have not been much used tov it
because in all our duets Miss Wilmot always took the second
part.”

“ And who is Miss Wilmot, my dear ?”’ said Mrs. Peters.

¢ The daughter of the clergyman, mamms, where Agoes
was educated,” replied Mary.

‘“ Here comes Mr. Stephemson,” exclaimed Mrs. Peters
gaily. ““ Now, Agnes, you positively must go up stairs again,
and let us hear what you can do. T shall be quite delighted
for Mr. Stephenson to hear you sing, if-you really have a voice,

for I have repeatedly heard hlm speak with Ae\\g\\\ of nim vhaxae,
Lady Stephenson’s, singing.”

I -
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« Then I ain sure that is a resson for mever letting lim
hear mine,” #aid Agnes; who Wwas beginning to feel very rest-
fess, and lohginig as ardently for the solitude of her closet, &
order to take a ¥éview of-iall the events of the morning, as
‘Colonel Hubert fér ‘the freédovn of the Downs. But the friends
around her were much too kind and much too ‘dear for any
whims 6r Wishes of hét dwn to inferfere with what they de-
bired ; and When, uptn the entrance of Frederick, they all
joined dn beseeching her to :give thein orié song, she yielded,
and followed theekly and obediently to the piano-forte.

She é¢ertainly 'did not sing now as she had done before ; the
fervour, the enthusiasm was passed ; yet, nevertheless, the
astonishmefit and ‘delight of her muditors were unbounded.
Praises and reproaches were dlended with the thanks of her
feinale friend, who, forgétting that they had never invited
ther performande, seemied to think her having so long con-
cealed her talent a positive injury-and injustice. But in the
Taptures of Krédérick Stephenson there was mo mixture of
Teproach ; he weemed rapt in ah.ecstasy of admiration and
love, the exact amount of which was pretty fairly eppreciated,
by every one who listened to him except herself. A knavish
speech sleeps not so sutely in a foolish ear, 8s a passionate
rhapsody in one that is indifferent. Our Agnes was by no
means dull of apprechension on most occasions ; but the inca-
lpacity ehe showed for understanding the real meaning of
hineteen speeches -out of every twenty addressed to her by
. Frederick was remarkable. It is probable, indeed, that indif-
ference alone would hardly have sufficed to constitute a
defence #b effectual ‘aghinst -all the efforts he made to render
his feelings both invelligible and acceptable ; pre-occupation
of heart and intellect may account for it better. But what-
ever the cause of this insensibility, it certainly existed, and in
such a degree a8 to render this enforced exhibition, and all
the vehement praises that followed it, most exceedingly irk-
some. A greater proof of this could hardly be given than by
her putting a stop to it at'last by saying,—

“ If you really wish ine to sing a song to-night, my dear
Mrs. Peters, you must please to let'me go now, or I think I
shall be so hoarse as to'make it impossible.”

. 'This little stratigem answered perfectly, and at once
brought her bear to the solitude for which: she wes pining,
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 Wish you to sing to-night, petite?” . . . . said Mrs. Peters,
clapping her little hands with delight . . . . “ I rather think I
shall . . . . I have had the terror of Mrs. Armstrong before
my eyes for the last fortnight, and I think, Mary, thatwe
aave a novelty here that may save us from the faint prain
usually accorded by her connoisseurship . . . .”

¢ 1 imagine we have, mamma,” replied Mary, who was »
every way delighted by the discovery of this unknown talent
in her favourite. ¢ But Agnes is right ; she must really sing
no more now. . . . You have had no walk to-day, Agnes,
have you ?” kindly adding, * if you like it, I will put on my
bonnet again and take a stroll with you.”

Agnes blushed when she replied,— ¢ No, I have not time
to walk to-day..... I must go home now;” much as she
might have done if, instead of intending to take a ramble
with her thoughts, she had been about to enjoy a #£te-d-tis
promenade with the object of them.

“ At least we will walk home with you,” replied her
friend ; and accordingly the two eldest girls and Mr. Stephen-
son accompanied her to Sion Row.

Ungrateful Agnes!. ... It was with a feeling of joy thas
made her heart leap that she watched the departure of her
kind friends, and of him too who would have shed his blood
for her with gladness . . . . in order that in silence and soli-
tude she might live over again the moments she had passed
with Hubert—moments' which, in her estimation, outweighed
in value whole years of life without him.

Dear and precious was her little closet now. There was
nothing within it that ever tempted her aunt to enter;
her retreat, therefore, was secure, and deeply did she enjoy
the conviction that it was so. It was not Petrarch, it was
not Shakspeare, no, nor Spenser’s fairy-land, in which, when
fancy-free, she used to roam for hours of most sweet forget-
fulness, that now chained her to her solitary chair, and kept
her wholly unconscious of the narrow walls that hemmed her
in. But what a world of new and strange thoughts it was
amidst which she soon lost herself!. ... Possibilities, con-
iectures, hopes, such as had never before entered her head,
arose within her as, with a singular mixture of distinctness of
memory and confusion of feeling, she lived again through

every instant of the period during which Colonel Hubert had
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been in her presence, and of that, more thrilling still as she
meditated upon it, when she unconsciously had been in his.
How anxiously she recalled her attitude, the careless disorder
of her hair, and the unmeasured burst of enjoyment to which
she had yielded herself! . ... How every song she had sung
passed in review before her! . ... Her graces, her roulades,
her childish trials of what she could effect, all seemed to rise
in judgment against her, and her cheeks tingled with the
blushes they brought. Yet in the midst of this, perhaps,

Mtkad with ho bty Chought -+
and she felt that she was not sorry he had heard her sing.

Then came the glowing picture of the few short moments
that followed the discovery . ... the look that she had seen
fixed upon her . ... the voice that trembled as he asked to
be forgiven . . . . his flushed cheek . . . . the agitation —'yes,
the agitation of his manner, of the stately Hubert’s manner,
as he approached, as he stood near, as he looked at, as he
spoke to her! It was so; she knew it, she had seen it, she
had felt it..... How strange is the constitution of the
human mind! .... and how mutually dependant are its
faculties and feelings on each other! .... The same girl
who was so “ earthly dull”’ as to be unable to perceive the
undisguised adoration of Frederick Stephenson, was now rapt
in a delirium of happiness from having read, what probably
no other mortal eye could see, in the involuntary workings of
Colonel Hubert’s features for a few short instants, while offer-
ing an apology which he could hardly avoid making.

CHAPTER VIIL

SOME FARTHER PARTICULARS RESPECTING THE STATE OF MRS. BABNABY'Q
HEART.— TENDER DOUBTS AND FEARS, ON THE PART OF THE MAJOR,
ALL SET TO REST BY THE GENTLE KINDNESS OF THE WIDOW. — SOME
ACCOUNT OF MRS. PETERS’S CONCERT, AND OF THE TERRIBLE EVENTS
WHICH FOLLOWED IT.

WE have left the Widow Barnaby too long, and must hasten
back to her. There was altogether a strange mixture of
worldly wisdom and of female folly in her character, for first
one and then the other preponderated, as circumstaneRr Qe
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curred. Had a man, richer than she believed the Fescimithy
major to be, proposed to her even at the very tenderest chon
of his courtship, there is no doubt in the world but-she woull
have accepted him ; but when all her pecuniary anxSeties were
lulled into a happy doze by the pleasing statements of 3esn
William and Maintry, her loving-making propensities awoke;
she was again the Martha Compton of Silverton ; snd beesme
#0 exceedingly attached to the major's society, that neithe
Mrs. Peters’s concert, nor any other engagement in which he
did not share, could have compensated for one of those delish-
ful- téte-a-téte evenings during which Agnes enjoyed the
society of her friends.

When Major Allen saw the invitation card fm -Rodpey
Place lying on the table, he said, —

¢ Do you intend to go, dearest?”

« Have you a card, major?” was the reply ; and when te
rejoinder produced a negative, she added,—  Then .met
assaredly I shall net go;” adegree of fidelity that was very
‘satisfactory to the major, who began to discover that his new-
ness in the society of Clifton was wearing off, and that -he wa
eyed askance whenever he ventured to appear where gentiemea
assembled.

A thousand fond follies, of course, diversified these frequest
téte-a-tétes ; and upon one occasion the major, in a Ildlh
burst of jealous tenderness, declared, that, motwi
the many proofs of affection she had granted him, there wes
one without which he could not be satisfied, as .his dresms
perpetually tormented him with visions of rivals who sue-
ceeded in snatchmg her from him.”

“Oh! major, what folly !” exclaimed the lady. ¢ Have
you not yet learned to read my heart? . ... But what is
there . . . . foolish as you are . . . . what is there that I counld
refuse to you....that it was not ineonsistent with wmy
‘honour to grant? ....”

“ Your honour! . . . . Beautiful Juno! know you not that
your honour is dearer to me than my own?.... What I
would ask, my beloved Martha, can attach no dlgraee to you,
««..but, in fact, I shall not know a moment’s ease till you
‘have given me a'promise of marriage. I know, my love, that
you have relations here who will leave rfo stone unturned’to

prevent our unmion, . . . . and the idea that they Yoy ‘wcomd
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distracts me! .. . Will ypu forgive this weakness, and grant
what 1 implore? ” ’

“ You know I will, foolish man!. ... but I will have yqur
Ppromise in return, gr you will think my love less fervent thap
your own,” returned the widow . playfnllv.

To this the mawr made 1o objection ; and so, « ip.merry
8port,”” these promises were signed and exchanged anndst many
lover-like jestings on their own folly.

This happened just three days before the eventful congert ;
and in the interval Major Allen received a letter from his
friend Mum.ry, who .was still at Bath, requesting him to join
him there in order to give him the advanu\ge of his valuable
advice on a.matter of great importance. It was, of course,
with extreme reluctance that he tore himself away ; but it
was a sacrifice demanded by friendship, and he would make
it, as he told the widow, on condition that she would rescind
her refusal to Mrs. Peters, and pass the evening of his absence
at her house. She ggreed to this, and he left her only in time
to enable her to dregs for the party.

The being accompamed by her aunt was a considerable
drawback to any pleasure Agnes had’ mtu:lpated from the
evening, and the stroke came upon ber by surprise, for Mrs.
Barnaby did not deem it necessary to stand on such ceremony
with her sister as to ask leave to come after having been once
invited.

Mrs. Peters looked vexed and disconcerted when she en-
tered ; but, perceiving the anxiety with which Agnes was
watching to see -how she bore it, she recalled her smiles,
placed her prodigiously fine sister-in-law on a sofa with two
other dowagers, desired Mr. Peters to go and talk to her, and
then seizing upon Agnes, led her among the party of
amateurs who were indulging in gossip and tea at a soug
table in the second drawing-room. She was nnmedmely
introduced as a young friend who would prove a great acquisi-
tion, and two or three songs in her own old-fashioned style
were assigned, pretty nearly without waiting for her consent,
to her performance; but with an observation from Mrs.
Peters that she could not refuse, because they were the very
songs .she had gung when Mr. Stephenson was there in .the
morning.

Al this was said and dove in a bustle and a ouxry, wd

B



242 THE WIDOW BARNABY.

Agnes carried off captive to the region where the business of
the evening was already beginning with the tuning of instra-
ments and the arrangement of desks, before she well knew
what she intended to do or say. She would have felt the
embarrassment more had her mind been fully present to the
scene ; but it was not. She knew that Mr. Stephenson and his
friend were expected, and no spot of earth had much interest
for her at that moment except the doorway.

Her suspense lasted not long, however, for they soon entered
together, and then her heart bounded, the colour varied o
her cheek, and her whole frame trembled. Mr. Stephenson
was by her side in a moment; but she was conscious of this
only sufficiently to make her feel a pang becanse Colone
Hubert had not followed him. Far from approaching her,
indeed, he seemed to place himself studiously at a distance, and
instantly a deep gloom appeared in the eyes of Agnes to have
fallen upon every object. . . . The lights were dim, every
instrument out of tune, and the civilities of Mr. Stephenson »
extremely troublesome, that she thought, if they continued, she
must certainly leave the room.

The overture began, and she was desired to sit down in the
place assigned her; but this, as she found, left her open n
one side to the pertinacious whisperings of Mr. Stephenson,

. and with a movement of irritation quite new to her, she got
up again, with her cheeks burning, to ask for a place in the
very middle of a row of ladies who could not comply with her
request without real difficulty.

As soon as she had reached her new station she raised her
eyes, and looked towards the spot where she had seen Colone
Hubert place himself ; there he was still, and moreover his
eyes were evidently fixed upon her.

“ Why will he not speak to me?” mentally exclaimed poor
Agnes; . ... “or why does he 80 look at me?”

It would not have been difficult for Colonel Hubert to have
given an answer. While they were taking coffee together half
an hour before they set off, Frederick Stephenson told his
friend that his fate would that night be decided, for he had
made up his mind to propose to Miss Willoughby.

Colonel Hubert started. . . . «“ Of coarse, Frederick, you do

ot decide upon this without being pretty certain what the an-

swer will be,” was the reply of Colonel Hubert.
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* You know the definition Silvius gives of love,” returned
Frederick. It is to be all made of faith and service....
and so am 1 for Agnes. . . . Wherefore, as my service is, and
shall be perfect, so also shall be my faith, nor will I ever sub-
mit myself to the misery of doubting. . .. Enher she is mine
at once, or I fly where I can never see her more.”

After this, Colonel Hubert very naturally preferred looking
on from a distance, to making any approach that might disturb
the declared purpose of his friend.

¢ By-standers see most,” .... is an old proverb, and all
such speak truly. Frederick, notwithstanding his ‘¢ perfect
service,” was not by many a_degree so near discovering the
true state of Miss Willoughby’s feelings as his friend : not,
indeed, that Colonel Hubert discovered any thing relating to
himself, but he saw weariness and distaste in the movement
of Agnes’s head, and the mournful expression of her face,
even before the decisive manceuvre by which she escaped
from him, who was only waiting for an opportunity of con-
fessing himself * to be all made of adoration, duty, and ob-
gervance.”

An indescribable sensation of pleasure tingled through the
veins of Colonel Hubert as he observed this, but the next mo-
ment his heart reproached him with a bitter pang. “ Am 1
then a traitor to him who has so frankly trusted me ?’ thought
he. <« No, by Heaven! ....Poor Frederick!....Angel
as she is, he well deserves her, for from the very first he has
thought of her, and her only ;.... while I.... the study
of her aunt’s absurdities I deemed the more attractive specula-
tion of the two . . . . Agnes, you are avenged ! ”

The good-humoured Frederick, mean time, though foiled in
his hope of engrossing her, quickly found consolation in listen-
ing to Miss Peters, who confided to him all her doubts and
fears respecting the possibility of her friend’s finding courage
to sing before so large an audience. -

“ For God’s sake, do mnot plague her about it,” said he.
“ Though, to be sure, such a voice as hers would be enough
to embellish any concert in the world."

¢ 1t is only on mamma’s account,” replied Mary, * that I
am anxious for it; ....she has been so disappointed about
Miss Roberts! . . . . I wish, after Lucy’s next duet with Jawes,
while Elizabeth is accompanying the vicloneello, thex Yo

Qg 2 '



24% TUE WIDOW BARNASY.

would contrive to get near her, where she 1s trying to kespont
of the way, poor dungl....and tell her that my motha
wishes to speak to her.”

Frederick readily undertook the commission, not ill .plessd
o0 be thus confirmed in his belief that she had not un awygy
from him, but for some other reason which he had not befoe
understood. Miss Peters was far from imsgining what =
effectual means she had hit upon for making her friend Agne
take a place among the performers. She had continued to st
during the long duet, triumphing in the clever management
that had placed her out of the way of every body, and perfeetly
aware . . . » though she by no means appeared to watch him
steadily . . . . that Colonel Hubért did not feel at all moregay
or happy than herself. Butlo! just at the moment indieated
by Mary, the smiling, bowing, handsome Frederick Stephensn
contrived civilly and silently to make his way between crowded
rows of full-dressed ladies to the place where Agnes fancied
herself in such perfect security. He delivered his
but ' not without endeavouring to make her underatand how
superlatively happy the commission had made him.

This was too much. . . . . To sit within the same room that
held Colonel Hubert, without his taking the slightest notice of
.her, and that, too, after all the sweet delusive visions.of the
morning, was quite dreadful enough, without having to find
answers for words she did not hear, and dress her face in
smiles, when she was so very much disposed to weep. *1
will sing every song they will let me,” thought she. * IMaor
well, it matters not now. . . . I will bear any thing but being
talked to!”

Giving the eager messenger nothing but a silent nod in re-
turn for all his trouble, Agnes again rose, and made her way
to Mrs. Peters.

1t chanced that Mary, Lucy, and one or two other ladies
were in consultation with her at a part of the room y
within sight of Mrs. Barnaby, who, having found her neigh--
bours civilly disposed to answer all her questions, had thus far
remained tolerably contented and quiet. But the scene she

"now witnessed aroused her equally to jealousy and astonish-
ment. Mrs. Peters — who, from the moment she had depo-
sited her on the sofa, had never bestowed a single word upoa
her, but, on the contrary, kept very carefully out of bex wey
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—had hitherto been supposed by her self-satisfied sister-in-law
to be too much occupied in arranging the progress of the mu-
sical performance to have any time left to bestow upon her
relations ; yet now she saw her in the: centre of the ropm,
devoting her whole attention to Agnes, evidently presenting
her to one or two of the most elegant-looking' among her com-
pany, and finally taking her by the hand, as if she had been
the most important personage present, and leading her with
smiles, and an air of the most flattering affection, to the
piang-forte.

“ Who is that beautiful girl, ma'am?” =id one of Mrs.
Barnaby’s talkative neighbours, thinking, perhaps, that she
had a right, in her turn, to question a person who had so
freely questioned her.

““ What girl, ma’am ?** retarned Mrs. Barnaby ; for use so
lessens marvel, that she had become almost unconscious of
the uncommon loveliness of her niece; or. at any rate, was

- too constantly occupied by other comcerns to pay much atten-
tion to it.

¢ That young lady in black crape, whom Mrs, Peters has
just led to the instrument. . . .. Upon my word, I think she
is the most beautiful person I ever saw!”

“Oh! .... that'’s my niece, ma'am; . .. .and I'm sure
I don’t know what nomsense my sister Peters has got in her
head about her .. .. 1 hope she is not going to pretend to
play without asking my leave, It is time I should look after
her.” And so saying the indignant Mrs. Barnaby arose,
determined upon sharing the notice at least, if not the favour,
bestowed upon her dependant kinswoman. But she was
immediately compelled *to reseat herself by the universal
¢ Hush!” . ... that buzzed around her ; for at that moment
the superb voice of Agnes burst upon the room, and “ startled
the dull ear” of the least attentive listener in it.

The effect was so wholly unlooked-for, and so great, that
the demonstration of it might naturally have been expected
to overpower so young a performer; Miss Peters, therefore,
the moment the song was over, hastened to her friend,
expecting to find her agitated, trembling, and in want of an
arm to support her; but instead of this she found Agnes per-
fectly tranquil . ... apparently unconscious of having pro-
duced any sensation at all in the company at laxge, = W
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fact looking, for the first time since she entered the room,
happy and at her ease.

The cause of this could only be found where Miss Peten
never thought of looking for it,—namely, in the position ad
countenance of Colonel Hubert. He had not,’ indeed, yet
spoken much to her; but enough, at least, to convince her
that he was not more indifferent than in the morning, and,
.+ . . in short, enough to raise her from the miserable state of
dejection and annoyance which made her fly with such imi-
‘tated feelings from the attentions of Frederick, to such a state
of joyous hopefulness as made her almost giddlly unmindfal
of every human being around her, save one.

Though Agnes had restlessly left the p]ace whence she had
first seen Colonel Hubert ensconce himself in a corner, apps-
rently as far from her as possible, she chose another equally
convenient for tormenting herself by watching him, and for
perceiving also that nothing, save his own will and pleasure,
detained him from her. From this, as we have seen, she was
again driven by poor Frederick ; and forgetting her shines
and all other minor evils in the misery of being talked to when
her heart was breaking, she determined upon singing, solely to
get out of his way.

Her false courage, however, faded fast as she approached
the instrument. She remembered, with a keenness amounting
almost to agony, those songs of the morning that she had
since been rehearsing in spirit, in the dear belief that they had
charmed away his stately reserve for ever; and she was des-
perately meditating the best mode of makmg a precipitate
retreat, when, on reaching the spot kept sacred to the per-
formers and their music-desks, she pPerceived Colonel Hubert
in the midst of them, who immediately placed himself at her
side, (where, according to rule, he had no business to be,)
and asked her in a whisper, if she meant to accompany
herself.

The revulsion of feeling produced by this most unexpected
address was violent indeed. Her whole being seemed changed -
in a moment, Her heart beat, her eyes sparkled with reco-
vered happiness, and she literally remembered nothing but
that she was going to sing to him again. In answer to his
guestion, she said with a smile that made him very nearly as

forgetiul of all around as herself, ¢ Do you think 1wl betxex
do it? .., . Orshall I ask Elizabeth?” .
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“ No, no ; ask no one,”” he replied.

¢ And what shall I sing?” again whispered Agnes.

¢ The last song you sang this merning,” was the reply.

Orpheus was never inspired by a more powerful feeling
than that which now animated the renovated spirit of Agnes,
and she performed as she never had performed before.

The result was a burst of applause, that ought, selon les
regles, to have been overpowering to her feclings; yet there
she stood, blushing a little certainly, but looking as light-
hearted and as happy as the Peri when re-admitted into Para-
dise. Just at this moment, and exactly as Colonel Hubert
was offering his arm to lead her back again to a place among
the company, Mrs. Barnaby, feathered, rouged, ringleted, and
desperately determined to share the honours of the hour,
" made her way, proud in the consciousness of attracting an
hundred eyes, up to the conspicuous place where Agnes stood.
She had already taken Colonel Hubert's arm, and for an
instant he seemed disposed to attempt leading her off in the
contrary direction ; but if he really meditated so bold a mea-
sure, he was completely foiled, for Mrs. Barnaby, laying her
hand on his in a very friendly way, exclaimed in her most
fascinating style of vivacity, —

¢ No, no, Colonel .... you are vastly obliging; but I
must take care of my.own niece, if you please! .... She
sings just like her poor mother, my dear Mary,” she added,
changing her tone to a sentimental whine. . ... “I assure
you it is almost too much for my feelings ;” and as she said
this she drew the unhappy Agunes away, having thrown her
arm round her waist, while she kissed her affectedly on the
forehead.

Colonel Hubert hovered about her for a few minutes ; but
whatever might be the fascinations that attracted him, they
were apparently not strong enough to resist another personal
attack from Mrs. Barnaby.

 What a crowd !” she exclaimed, suddenly turning towards
him. ‘Do, Colonel, give me your arm, and we will go and
eat some ice in the other room ;" upon which he suddenly
retreated among the throng, and in two minutes had left the
house. It is true, that at the moment the widow so auda-
ciously asked for his arm, Frederick Stephenson was just pre-
senting his to Agnes, which it is possible might have WA
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impulse to the velocity of this sudden eXit; butt: Wwhichever
was the primary feeling, both together were mhoré than he
could bear; and accordingly, like many othe¥ ednquéred
heroes, he sought safety in flight.

Of what happened in that room during the' reést of the
evening, poor Agnes could have given no accouniit; to sing
-dgain she assured her friends was quite béyond her pove,
and she looked so very pale arid so very tiserslile: as she suid
this, that they believed she had really over-exerted hersel;
and, delighted by thé brilliant success of hér one sbng;, per-
mitted her to remain unmolested by further soliditations.

Frederick Stephenson also doubted not that the uwasid
effort she had mhade before so large a party was cnheé canse' of
her evident dejection, though he could' not bat feel that the
appearance and mannér of her aunt were likely ehoughi o
increase this ; but, at all events, it was no time to breathe' ity
her ear the tale of lové he had prepared for it ; do, afef
ssking Miss Petersif he should be likely ¢o find her frieiid i
Rodney Place on the following morning, and receivinig fron?
her a cordial. ... ‘“ Oh! yes, certainly,” he aiso took- Mi#
leave, more in love than evér; and though mortifted by: thé
dlsappolntment this ]ong-expected evening hid bicught Kisk;
as sanguine as ever in his hopes for the morrow.

Mrs. Barnaby was oné of the last guests that deparfed, &;
next to the pleasure of being made love to, the gratificatioh of
finding herself in a large party, with the power of ca’l.lmg ﬂié
giver of it her “ dear sister,” ranked hlghest in Y
estimation. Agnes was anxiously waiting for het signd L)
depart ; but no sooner was sheé ghut up in the fly with her thvih
she heartily wished herself back again, for a torrent of scel:
ing was poured forth upon her as unexpected &8 it Was
painful.

“ And it is thus, ungrateful viper as you dre; thdt Yol
reward my kindness!.. .. Never hive you deignéd to &R
me that you could sing . . . . no, you wicked, wicked créa m:a )
you leave me to find it out by accident; whiké your fi
friends, or rather new strangers, are made your confidants, -—
while I am to sit by and look like a fool, becanse I hevet
héard of it before ! .. ..”

“ It was only because there was 8 plano-forte there, watie,

. . . I cannof sing without one.”

Al
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« Ungrateful wittch ! . . . . réproaching rhe with not spend-
g my last shilling in buying piafio-fortes'! But ¥ will tell
you, miss, what your fie singing shall efid in. .. . You shafl
go upon che stage. ... wark my words'. ... you shall go
upon the stage, Miss Willoughby, and sing for your bread.
No husband of hiné shall ever be taxed to' maintain such a
mean-spirited, ungrateful, conceited upstart as you are !””

Agnes atteriptéd no farthier explanation; and the silent
tears these révilings drew, were too well in accordance with
her worn-out spirits and sinking heart to bé very painful. She
only longed for her closet, and the unbroken stillness of night,
that she might shed them without fear of interruption. But
this was destined to bé a night of disappointmerits, for even
this melancholy énjojmernt was denied her.

On ariiving at their lodgings, thé door wae operied by the
servant of the house; and when Mrs. Barnaby imperiously
dermanded,  Whefe i¢ my maid? ... .where is Jerning-
ham ?” she was told that Jerninghurh had gore out, ind wis
not yet retirnéd. .

Now Jerninghaiii was an espécial favourite with her mis-
tiess, being a gossip dnd a sycophant of the first order; and
the delinquency of not being comé home at very rearly ome
o'clock in the morning, elicited no éxpression of -anger, but a
good deal of alarri. ) :

 Dear me!”....what can hive become of her?....
Poor dear gil, I fear she must have et with gome accident !
« .+ What o'clock was it whed she went out?”....Sach
questionings lasted till thé &tairs were miounted, and the lady

ad entered her be'd-i'polil. .

But no doéner did she reach flie ¢ommode and place her
candle upon it, thain shé uttered a treméndous scream, followed
by exclamations whiich speedily explained to Agnes and the
servant the misfortune that had befalleri het. ¢ I am robbed
— T am ruined !. .. Look here!....look here!....my
box broken open, and every farthing of money gone. ...
All my forks too!....all my d4poons, and my cream-jug,
and my mustard-pot!.... T am fiined — I am robbed!....
But you shall be answerable, — the mistress of the house
shall be answerable. . . . You must have let the thieves in....
you must, for the house-door was not bioke open.’

The girl of thé house looked eXceedingly terfified | st wked

if she had not better call up her mistress.
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“ To be sure you had, you fool!....Do you think I am
going to sleep in a room where thieves have been suffered to
enter while I was out?....How do I know but they my
be lurking about still, waiting to murder me ?**

The worthy widow to whom the house belonged speedily
joined the group in nightcap and bedgown, and listened half
awake to Mrs. Barnaby’s clamorous account of her misfortune.

As soon as she began to understand the statement, which
was a good deal encumbered by lamentations and threats, the
quiet little old woman, without appearing to take the lesst
offence at the repeated assertion that she must have let the
thieves in herself, turned to her servant and said, —

¢ Is the lady’s maid come in, Sally ?**

“ No, ma’am,” said Sally; ¢ she has never come back
since she went out with the gentleman’s servant as comed to
fetch her.”

 Then you may depend upon ‘it, ma'am, that ’tis your
maid as have robbed you,” said the landlady.

¢ My maid ! . . .. What ! Jerningham ? . . . . Xmpossible!
« « « « She is the best girl in the world — an innocent cresture
that I had away from school . . . . "Tis downright impossible,
and I never will believe it.”

 Well, ma’am,” said the widow, “ let it be who it will, it

" wo'n’t be possible to catch em to-night ; and I would advise
you to go to bed, for the poor young lady looks pale and
frightened ; . . . . and to-morrow morning, ma’am, I would
recommend your asking Mr. Peters what is best to be done.”

¢ And how am I to be sure that there are no thieves in the
house now ?”’ cried Mrs. Barnaby. . . . * Open the door of your
closet, Agnes, and look under the beds; ....and you, Mrs
Crocker, you must go into the drawing-room, and down stairs
and up stairs, and every where, before I lay my poor dear
head upon my pillow. . . . I don’t choose to have my throat
cut, I promise you. — Good heavens ! . . .. What will Major
Allen say ?”’

¢ I don’t think, ma’am, that we should any of us like to
have our throats cut,” replied Mrs. Crocker; * and Inckily
there is no great likelihood of it, I fancy ... . Good night,
ladies.” .

And without waiting for any further discussion, the sleepy

mistress of the mansion crept back W A ....%bex hand.
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maiden followed her example, and Agnes was left alone to
receive upon her devoted head the torrent of lamentations by
which the bereaved Mrs. Barnaby gave vent to her sorrows
during great part of the night.

On the following morning the widow took Mrs. Crocker’s
very reasonable advice, and repaired to Rodney Place in time
to find Mr, Peters before he set off on his daily walk to Bristol.
Agnes, pale, fatigued, and heavy-hearted, accompanied her ;
and so striking was the change in her appearance from what it
had been the day before, that those of the party round the
breakfast-table, who best loved her, were much more pleased
than pained, when they learned that the cause of her bad
night and consequent ill looks was her aunt’s having been
robbed of nearly a hundred pounds and a few articles of plate.

They were too judicious, however, to mention their satisfac-
tion, and the sorrows of the widow received from all the party
a very suitable measure of condolence. Mr. Peters, indeed,
did much more than condole with her, for he cordially offered
his assistance; and it was soon settled, by his advice, that
Mrs. Barnaby should immediately accompany him to the
mayor, and afterwards proceed according to the instructions of
a lawyer, to whom he immediately despatched a note, request-
ing that he would meet them forthwith before the magistrate.
The carriage was then ordered: Agnes, by the advice of all
parties, was left at Rodney Place; and Mrs. Barnaby, some-
what comforted, but still in great tribulation, set off in her
dear sister’s coach (her best consolation) to testify before the
mayor of Bristol, not only that she had been robbed, but that
there certainly was some reason to suppose her maid Jerning-
ham the thief.

Mr. Peters found his lawyer ready to receive them, who,
after hearing the lady’s statement, obtained a warrant for the
apprehension of Elizabeth Jacks and of William (sur-
name unknown), groom or valet, or both, to Major Allen,
lodging at Gloucester Row, Clifton. The widow had very
considerable scruples concerning the implication of this latter
individual ; but having allowed that she thought he must be
the * gentleman’s servant” spoken of by Mrs. Crocker’s maid
as having accompanied Jerningham when she left the house,
she was assured that it would be necessary to include him ;
and she finally consented, on its being made mamifest W o




252 THR WYDOW BARNABY.

that, if he proved innocent, there would be no dificulty what-
ever in obtaining his release. Mrs. Barnaby was then requesied
accurately to describe the persons of her maid and her
companion, which she did very distinctly, and with the les
difficulty, because the persons of both were remarkable.

“ There wasn’t another man likely to be' in her compeny,
was there, ma'am ?”’ said- 2 constable who was in atteridence
in the office.

“ No,” replied Mrs. Barnaby confidently, “ I don’t know
any one at all likely to be with her. I am almost sure that she
had not any other acquaintance.”

“ But the man might,” observed another offieial.

‘¢ That's true,” rejoined the first, ““ and therefore X strongly
suspect that I saw the girl and the man too enter a house o=
the quay just it for such sort of company; ... . but there
was another fellow along with them.””

“ Then we will charge you with the warrant, Miles,” said
the magistrate. “If you can succeed in faking them ints
castody at once, it is highly probable that you may be able &
recover the property.”

This hint rendered the widow extremely urgemt that ne
time should be lost; and in case the eonstable should smeceed
in finding them at the place he had named, she commented
temain in a room attached to the office, that no time mighs be
lost in identifying the parties.

“* There will be no harm, I stuppose, in taking the other
fellow on suspicion, if I find them still together?™ said the
constable ; adding, I rather think I know something of that
t'other chap already.” He received authority to do this, and
then departed, leaving Mrs. Barnaby, her faithful squire,
Mr. Peters, and the lawyer, sedted on three stools in & dismal
sort of apartment within the office, the lady, at least, being in
4 state of very nervous expectation. This position was net a
pleasant one ; but fortunately it did not last long, for in con-
siderably less than an hour they were requested to return inte *
the office, thé three prisoners being arrived.

Mr. Peters gave the lady his arm, and they entered by a
door exactly facing the spot on which stood the three persons
jitdt brought in, with the ¢onstable and two attendant officers
behind them. The group, as expected, consisted of two men

atd g girl, which latter was indeed the \all and Wdender Ty
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Jacks, and no other ; -the man at her left hand was William,
the major’s civil groom, and he at her right was.. . . . o, it
was impoasible, « « « » yet she could not mistake .. . . . it must
be, and, .in faet, it was that pattern of faithful fﬁendsMp,
Captain Muntay!

Mrs. Barnaby's.agitation -was now, beyond all suspicion .of
affectation, -very considerable, .and 1his woxship .obligingly .or-
dered -a-glass of waterand .a .chair, which ‘having ,been pro-
cured and profited. by, he asked .her if she knew the .prisqners.

“ Yes!” ghe answered with .a long-drawn sigh.

“¢.Can you point them out by name ?”

“ The girl is my maid Jer. .. . Betty Jacks ... . that man
is William, Major Allen’s groom . . .. and that other ... .”

“ Yau had better .stop there,” interrupted the self-styled
captain, “ or you may chance to say more than you kpow.”

““ You had better be silent, -I promige you,” said .the magis-
trate.  “ Pray, ma'am, do you know that person? . ... Did
-you ever see him before ?”

 Yes, I have seen him before,” geplied Mrs. ;Barnaby, who
was pale .in spite of her rouge ; for the recollection of all the
affectionate intimacy she had witnessed between this ;man and
her affianced major turned her very sick, .and .it-was quite -as
much as she conld .do to articulate. )

¢ ] should be f0rTy, ma’am, to trouble you-with-any un-
necessary questions,” said .the magustrate “but I must beg
you to-tell me, if you please, .where it.is you bave seen him,
and what:he is called ?”

] saw him in the ‘Mall at Chfwn, 8ir,” o . . . replied
Murs. :Barnaby. .

““‘And many an honest man besides me may have -been scen
in the Mall at Clifion,” sgjd the soi-disant Captain Maintry
laughing.

“ And you have never scen him any where else, ma’am ?

¢ No, sir, never.”

« Pray, was he then in eompany with that- groom?"

“ No,” . . . . replied the widow faltering.

Maintry laughed again.

“ You cannot then swear that you suspect -him of having
robbed you?*— No, sir.”

Here the constable whispered somethiag in:the ear of :the
magistrate, who nodded, and:then resumed his-axaminaton.
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¢ Did you hear this man's name mentioned, madam, when
you saw him in the Mall?” — « Yes, sir, I dld.

¢ That has nothing to do with the present business,” inter.
rupted Maintry, ¢ and therefore you have no right to ask it.”

“«1 suspect that you have called yourself in this city by
more names than one,” replied the magistrate; “¢ and 1 hve
a right to discover this if I can. . .. By what name did 'y
hear him called when you saw him at Clifton, ma’am ?*

¢ 1 heard him called Captain Maintry.”

¢ Captain, indeed ! . . . These fellows are all captains and
majors, I think,” said the magistrate, making a memorandum
of the name. Mrs. Barnaby’s heart sunk within her. She
remembered the promise of- marriage, and that so acutely s
almost to make her forget the business that brought her there.

The magistrate and the lawyer, however, were less oblivious,

and proceeded in the usual manner to discover whether there
were sufficient grounds of suspicion against any of the parties
to justify committal. The very first question addressed to
Betty Jacks settled the business, for she began crying and
sobbing at a piteous rate, and said, * If mistress will forgive
me, I "Il tell her all about it, and a great deal more too ; and
’twasn’t my fault, nor William’s neither, half so much as Joe
Purdham’s, for he set us on ;” and she indicated Joe Purdham
with a finger which, as her lengthy arm reached within an
inch of his nose, could not be mistaken as to the person to
whom it intended to act as index. But had this been insaffi-
cient, the search instituted on the persons of the trio would
have supplied all the proof wanted. Very nearly all the money
was discovered within the lining of Purdham’s hat; the
pockets of Betty were heavy with forks and spoons, end the
cream-jug and mustard-pot, carelessly enveloped each in &
pocket-handkerchief, were lodged upon the person of Wil -
liam.

In a word, the parties were satisfactorily identified and -
committed to prison ; the property of Mrs. Barnaby was in a
fair way of being restored, and her very disagreeable business
at Bristol done and over, leaving nothing but a ride back in
her sister’s coach to be accomplished.

Mr. Peters offered his arm to lead her out, and with a dash
of honest triumph at having so ably managed matters, said,
“ Well, madam . . . .1 hope you are pleased with %e verwede

Zation of this business?”

~
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‘What a question for Mrs. Barnaby to answer! ... Pleased !
« .. Was she pleased? . . . . Pleased at having every reason
in the world to believe that she had given a promise of mar-
riage to the friend and associate of a common thief! . ... But
the spirit of the widow did not forsake her; and, after one
little hysterical gasp, she replied by uttering a thousand thanks,
and a million assurances that nothing could possibly be more
satisfactory.

She was not, however, quite in a condition to meet the
questionings which would probably await her at Rodney Place ;
and as Mr. Peters did not return in the carriage, she ordered
the man to set her down at Sion Row. She could not refuse
to Mrs. Crocker the satisfaction of knowing that Jerningham
was the thief, that Jerningham was committed to" prison, and
that she was bound over to prosecute ; but it was all uttered as
briefly as possible, and then she shut herself in her drawing-
room to take counsel with herself as to what could be done to
get her out of this terrible scrape without confessing either to
Mr. Peters or any one else that she had ever got into it.

For the remainder of the day she might easily plead illness
and fatigue to excuse her seeing any body ; and as it was not
till the day following that she expected the return of the major,
she had still some hours to meditate upon the ways and means
of extricating herself.

Towards night she became more tranquil, for she had made
up her mind what to do. . . . She would meet him as fondly
as ever, and then so play her game as to oblige him to let her
look at the promise she had given. ¢ Once within reach of
my hand,” thought she,  the danger will be over.” This
scheme so eﬂ"ectually cheered her spirits, that when Agnes re-
turned home in the evening she had no reason whatever to
suspect that her aunt had any thing particularly disagreeable
upon her mind, . . . . for she only called her a fool twice, and
threatened to send ber upon the stage three times.
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CHAPTER IXK.

MAJOR ALLEN PAYS A VISIT AT BATH ERODUCTIVE OF IMFORTANT R
SULTS, — SYMPATHY BETWEEN HIMSELF AND THE mm IAI.I'I!.
EXCHANGE IS NO ROBBERY. — VALEDICTORY COMPLIMENTS, -

TrE adventures of Major Allen have no connection with this
narrative, excepting as far as the widow Barnaby s copeerned,
and therefore with his business at Bath, or any thing he i
there, we have nothing to do beyond recording apoyt ten mi-
nutes’ conversation which he chanced to have vqth ene ipdivi-
dual of a party with whom he passed the evening after big
arrival.

Among the many men of various ages who wmw
to meet together wherever those who live by their wits wer
likely to prosper, there was on this occasion one youpg man
who had but recently evinced the bad ambition of bglpngmgh
the set. Major Allen had never seen him hefore ; bnt)
him named as a famous fine fellow who was likely tp, do le
honour, he scrupled not to converse with perfect
fore him. The most interesting thing he had to record sinee
the party last met, was the history of his engagement with the
widow Barnaby, whom he very complacently described. -
tremely bandsome, passionately in love with him, a
of a noble fortune both in money and land. -

The Nestor of the party asked him with very friendly
anxiety if he had been careful to ascertain what. the property
really was, as it was no uncommon thing for handsome widows
to appear richer than they were.

« Thank you for nothing, most sage conjurar,” replied the
gay majer ; “age has not thinned my flowing hair ;..but I'm
not such a greenhorn neither as to walk blmdfold. In. the
first place, the lady is sister-in-law to old Peters, one. of the
wealthiest of turtle-eaters, and it was from one of his daughters
that I learned the real state of her affairs,— an authority that
may be the better depended on, because, though they receive
her as a sister, and all that, it is quite evident that they are by
no means very fond of her....In fact, they are rather a
stiff- }ncked generation, whereas my widow is as gay as a

Lark,
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¢ Ig she a Bristol woman ?” inquired one of the party.

¢ No, she is from Devonshire,” was the reply. ¢ The name
of her place is ¢ Silverton Park.’ ”

¢ Silverton in Devonshire,” said the young stranger. « May
I ask the lady® name, sir?”

¢ Her name is Barnaby,” replied Major Allen briskly ; * do
you happen to know any thing about her ?

« The widow Barnaby of Silvertog?” . ... Oh! to be sure
I do, and a fine woman she is too,—~no doubt of it. She is the
widow of our apothecary.”

¢ The widow of an apothecaty? . ... No such thing, sir;
you mistake altogether,” replied the major. ¢ Do you happen
to know such a place as Silverton Park ?”

¢ I never heard of such a park, sir ; but I know Silverton
well enough,” said the young man, ‘“and I know her house,
or what was her house, as well as I know my own father's,
which is at no great distance from it neither. And I know
the shop and the bow-window belonging to it, and a very
pretty decent dwelling-house it is.”

Major Allen grew fidgety ; he wanted to hear more, bat
did not approve the publicity of the conversation, and contrived
at the moment to put a stop to it, but contrived also to make
an appointment with his new acquaintance to breakfast together
on the following morning ; and before their allowance of tea
and toast was despatched, Major Allen was not only fully dis~
enchanted, respecting Silverton Park, and the four beautiful
greys, but quite au fait of the reputation for running up bills
which his charmer had enjoyed previous to her marriage with
the worthy apothecary. -

It was this latter portion of the discourse which completed
the extinction of the major's passion, and this so entirely, that
he permitted himself not to inquire, as he easily might have
donme, into the actual state of the widow’s finances ; but, feel-
ing himself on the edge of a very frightful precipice, he ran
off in the contrary direction too fast to see if there were any
safe mode of descending without a tumble. It may indeed be
doubted whether the snug little property actually in possession
of his Juno would have been sufficient for his honourable am-
bition, even had he been as sure of her having and holding it.
as she was herself; for, to say the truth, he rated his own
price in the matrimonial market rather highly,—WNed gresh

8
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faith in the power of his height and fashionable fourmure, snd
confidence unbounded in his large eyes and collier Gree, It
is true, indeed, that he had failed more than onee, and that
0o “ when the fair cause of all his pain” had givem him grest
reason to believe that she admired him mueh$ neverthelam
his self-approval was in no degree lessened thereby, nor was &
likely to be, so long as he could oil and trim his redundsst
whiskers without discoverimg & grey hair in thema.

In short, what with his well-sustained value for himesf
and his much depreciated value for the widow, he left Bath
boiling with rage at the deception practised upom him, and
arrived at Clifton determined to trust to his skill for obtaining
a peaceable restitution of the promise of marriage, withosk
driving his Juno to any measures that might draw upon them
the observation of the public, a tribunal before which he was
by no means desirous of appearing.

The state of Mrs. Barnaby’s mind respecting this smme peo-
mise of marriage has already been described, wherefore it may
be perceived that when Major Allen made his next mowning
visit at Sion Row, a much greater degree of lymp*qg'ﬂ
between himself and the widow than either imagined: Jcvs
in the tactics of both, however, to meet without amy
of diminished tenderness ; and when he entered with the smils
that had so often gladdened her fond heart, she stretched: out

a hand to welcome him with such softness of dhade
the deluded gentleman tremble to think how diffi a tmk
lay before him.

Neither was Mrs. Barnaby’s heart at all more at eass. Whe
could doubt the sincerity of the ardent pressure with which
that hand was held? . . . . Who could have thought that while
gazing upon her in silence that seemed to indicate feelings tee
strong for words, he was occupied solely in meditating how
best he could get rid of her for ever ?

The conversation was preluded by a pretty, well-sustaingd

P

passage of affectionate inquiries concerning the period & °

absence, and then the major ejaculated. . . . « Yes, my sweet
friend!.... I have been well in health, ... .. but it is in-
conceivable what fancies & man truly in love finds to torment
himself!” . ... Whilst the widow mentally answered him,
.o+ “Perhaps you were afraid I might see your friend

Maintry stuck up in the pillory, or peeping ot me Sxrvagh Ge
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county prison windows;” .. .. but aloud she only said, with
a smile a little forced, . . . . ¢ What fancies, major ?*’

«] am almest afraid to tell you,” he replied ; “ you will
think me so weak, so capricious !”

This word: eapricious sounded pleasantly to the widow’s
ears . . . . it seemed to hint at some change—some infidelity
that might make her task an easier one than she expected, and
assuming an air of gaiety, she said, —

“ Nay . . . . if such be the case, spesk out without a shadow
«f reserve, Major, Allen'; for I assure you there is nothing in
the world I admire so mach as sincerity.”

“¢ Sincerity !” muttered the half entrapped fortune hunm
aside. . . . “ Confound her sincerity!” ... . and then replied
aloud,—* Will you promise, dear friend,.to forgive me if I
confess to you a fond. folly #”

Mrs. Barnaby quaked all over; she felt as if fresh grap-
pling-irons had been thrown ower her, and that escape was
impossible, “* Nay, really,” said she, after a moment’s reflec
tion ; < I think fond follies are too young a joke for us, major;
they msy do very well for Agnes, perhaps. ... but I thisk
you and I ought to know better by this time. ... If I can
but msake him quamel with me,” thought she,.... that
‘would be better still ! ** .

“1f I can but ence more coax her to let me have my way,”
thought he, . . . . “ the business would be over in a moment ! ”*

< Beauty like yours is of no age!’ he exclaimed ; “it is
immortal as the passion it inspires, and when joined with sach
4 heart and temper as you possess becomes . . . .”

“ 1 doassuve you, major,” said the widow, interrupting him
rather sharply, . ... you will do wrang if you reckon much
upon my temper. . .. it never was partieularly good, and I
<an’t say I think it grows better.”

“Oh! say not so, for this veryhour I am going to put it
wthetest .... Iwantyouto....”

“ Pray, major, do not ask me to do any thing parncularly

obliging ; for, to sny the truth, I am in no hamour for it. .
Tt has occurred to e more than once, Major Allen, since you
set off so suddenly, that it is likely enough there roay be an-
other lady in the case, amd that the promise you got out of me
was perhaps for no other purpose in the world but to make fun
of me by showing it to her.”

82
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“ Hell and furies!” growled the major inwardly, “she
will stick to me like a leech ! ”

¢ Oh! dream not of such villany!” he exclaimed; *it
was concerning that dear promise that I wished to spesk t
you, my sweet Martha. . . . Methinks that promise . . . .”

1 tell you what, Major Allen,” cried the widow vehe
mently, “if you don’t let me see that promise this very
moment, nothlng on earth shall pemude me that you have
Dot given it in jest to some other woman.”

““ Good Heaven!” . . .. he replied ; ** what 2 moment have
you chosen for the expression of this cruel suspicion! I
was on the very verge of telling you that I deemed such a pro-
mise unworthy a love so pure-—so perfect as ours; and
therefore, if you would mdu]ge my fond desu-e, you would le
each of us receive our promise back aga.m

The major was really and truly in a state of the most
violent perturbation as he uttered these words, fearing that
the fond and jealous widow might suspect the truth, and
hold his pledge with a tenacity beyond his power to conquer.
He had, however, no sooner spoken, than a smile of
sible delight banished the frowns in which she had dressed
herself, and she uttered in a voice of the most unaffected satis-
faction, . . . . If you will really do that, Major Allen, I can’t
suspect any longer, you know, that you have given mine to
any one else.”

¢¢ Assuredly not, most beautiful angel ! *’ cried the delighted
lover: *“ thus, then, let us give back these paper ties, and be
bound only by ....”

The widow stretched out her hand for the document which
he hag already taken from his pocket-book ; but to yield this,
though he had no wish to keep it, was not the object nearest

+ his heart; holding it, therefore, playfully above his head, be
said, “ Let not one of us, dearest, seem more ready than the
other in this act of mutual confidence! .. .. give mine with
one hand, as you receive your own with the other.”

“ Now, then!” , ... said Mrs. Barnaby, eagerly extending
both her hands, in order at once to give and

“Now then!” . ... replied the major joyously, imitating
her action; and the next instant each had seized the
held by the other with an avidity greatly resembling that with

which a sealous player pounces upon the XKing when the haa
the ace in the hand at * shorts.”

P
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¢ Now, Mrs. Barnaby, I will wish you good morning,” said
the gentleman, as he tore the little document to atoms. . . .
‘T have been fortunate enough, since I last enjoyed the hap-
piness of seeing you, to discover the exact locality of Silverton
Park, and the precise pedigree of your beautiful greys.”

The equanimity of the widow was shaken for a moment,
but no longer ; she, too, had been doing her best to anni-
hilate the precious morsel of paper, and, rising majestically,
she scattered the fragments on the ground, saying, in a tone
at least as triumphant as his own, “ And I, Major Allen, or
whatever else your name may chance to be, have, since last
I had the felicity of seeing you, enjoyed the edifying spec-
tacle of beholding your friend Captain Maintry, alias Purdham,
in the hands of justice, for assisting your faithful servant
William in breaking open my boxes and robbing me. ...
Should the circumstance be still unknown to you, I fear you
may be disappointed to hear that both my money and plate
have been recovered. There may be some fanciful difference
between Silverton Park and a snug property at Silverton, . . . .
but I rather suspect that, of the two, I have gained most by
our morning’s work. Farewell, sir!....If you will take
my advice, you will not continue much longer in Clifton. . ..
I may feel . myself called upon to hint to the magistrates
that it might assist the ends of justice if you were taken up
and examined as an accomplice in this affair.”

The lady had decidedly the best of it, as ladies always
should have ; for the crest-fallen major looked as if. he must,
had he been poetically inclined, have exclaimed in the words
of Comus, —

* She fables not, I feel that I do fear,”
and without any farther attempt to carry off the palm of vic-

tory, he made his way down stairs ; and it is now many years
since he has been heard of in the vicinity of Clifton.
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CHAPTER X.

4 DISAGREEABLE BREAKFAST-TABLE. — MR. STEPEENSON GIVIS EB
FRIEND COLONEL HUBERT WARNING TO DEPART. —— A PROPOSAL, AND
ITS CONSEQUENCEKS,

Mps. BArNaBY and Major Allen were not the only perssns o
whom that twenty-sixth of April proved an eventfal duy.

Colonel Hubert and his friend Stephenson met as usual st
the breakfast-table, and it would be difficult to say which of
them was the most pre-occupied, and the most unfit for ordi-
nary conversation. Stephenson, however, though vexed at nat
being already the betrothed husband of his lovely Agnes, wes
full of hopeful anticipation, and his unfitness for conversstin
arose rather from the fulness of his heart, than the depresion
of his spirits.

Not so Colonel Hubert: it was hardly possible to miffer
from a greater feeling of melancholy dissatisfaction with sl
things than he did on the morning after Mrs. Peters’s concest.

That the despized Agnes, the niece of the hateful Mo,
Barnaby, had risen in his estimation to be considered :as the
best, the first, the loveliest of created beings, was not the worst
misfortune that had fallen upon him.

There was, indeed, a degree of perversity in the case that
almost justified his thinking himself the most unfortunste-of
mortals.  After having attained the sober age of thirty-seven
years, if not untouched, at least uninjured, by all the reiterated
volleys which he had stood from Cupid’s quiver, it was cer-
tainly rather provoking to find himself falling distractedly in
love with a little obscure girl, young enough to be his daunghter,
and perhaps, from the unhappy circumstance of her depend-
ence upon such a relative as Mrs. Barnaby, the very last
person in the world with whom he would have wished to con-
nect himself. This was bad enough ; but even this was not
all. With the airs of a senior and a Mentor, he had taken upon
himself to lecture his friend upon the preposterous absurdity
of giving way to such an attachment, thus rendering it almost
morally impossible for him, under any imagineble crcom.

stances, to ask the love of Agnes, even though womething o
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his inmost heart whispered to him that he should not ask in
vain. Naor did the eatalogue of his embarrassments end here,
for he was placed vis-d-wi¢ to his opem-hearted friend, who, he
was quite oertain, would within five minutes begin again the
eft-repeated confidential avowal of his love ; acossapanied, pro-
bably, with renewed asewramces of his intentions to make pro-
posals, which Colonel Hubert, from what he had seen last
night, fancied himself quite sure woild never be accepted.

What a wresched, what a hopeless dilemma .was he placed
in! Was he to see the man he professed #o0 love expose himeelf
to the misery of offering his hand, in defiance of a thousand
obstacles, to a woman who, he felt almest sure, weuld reject
him? Or could he interfere to prevent it, at the very moment
that his heart told him nothing but the pretensions of Frederick
could prevent his proposing to her himself.

Colenel Hubert sat stirring his coffee in moody silence, and
dreading to hear Frederick open his lips ; but his waret fears
as to what he might utter, were soon realised hy Stephenson’s
exclaiming,— .

“ Well, Hubert!....itis still todo. I was defeated last
might, but it shall not be my fault if I go to rest this, withont
receiving her promise to beceme my wife. Her amnt is a
horror — a monster — any thing, every thing you may please
to call her ; but Agnes is an angel, and Agnes must be mine !”

Colonel Hubert looked more gloomy still ; but he continued
to stir his coffee, and said nothing.

‘“How can you trest me thus, Hubert?” ... . said the
young man reproachfully.  There is a proud superiority in
this affected silence a thomsand times more mortifying than
any thing you could say. Begin again to revile me as hereto-
fore for my base endurance of & Barnaby . . . . descxibe the
vexation of my brother, the indignation ef my sisters!....
this would be infinitely more endurable than such com-
temptuous silence.”

¢ My dear, dear Frederick, I know not what to say,” re-
plied the agitated Hubert. . . . Had my wards the. power
to make you leave this place within the hour, I would use my
dest bresth to speak them ... . for certain am I, Frederick —
I am most surely certain—that this suit can bring you nothing
but misery and disappointment. Let me acknowledge that the
Jyoung lady herself is worthy of all love, adrmivation, 3o wee-

s 4



vence;.... I truly think so....I believe it....Ilm
sure of it . . . . but ”. . . . and here Colonel Hubert stoppe
short, resumed his coffee-cup, and said no more.

“ This is intolerable, sir,” said the vexed Frederick. “Go
on, if you please; say all you have to say, but stop not thm
at unshaped insinuations, more injurious, more insulting fir,
than any thing your eloquence could find the power to utter.”

¢ Frederick, you mistake me . . . . I insinuate nothing....
I believe in my inmost soul that Agnes Willoughby is one of
the most faultless beings upon earth. ... But this will not
prevent your suit to her from being a most unhappy one. ...
Forget her, Frederick. . . . travel awhile, my dear friend....
leave her, Stephenson, and your future years will be the
happier.” -

““ Colonel Hubert, the difference in our ages is your only
excuse for the unnatural counsel you so coldly give. You are
no longer a young man, sir. . . . You no longer are capable of
judging for one who is; and I confess to you, that for the
present I think our mutual enjoyment would rather be in-
creased than lessened were we to separate. If I remember
rightly, you purposed when we came here to stay only il
your sister's marriage was over. It is now a fortnight sinee
that event took place, and it is probably solely out of compli-
ment to me that you remain here. If so, let me release youn.
««.. In future times I hope we may meet with pleasanter
feelings than any we can share at present; and, besides, my
stay here— which for aught I know may be prolonged for
months — will, under probable circumstances, throw me a
good deal into intimacy and intercourse with your detested
Mrs. Barnaby, wherein I certainly cannot wish or desire that
you should follow me ; and therefore . ... all things con-
sidered, you must hold me excused if I say .. .. that I should
hear of your departure from Clifton with pleasure.”

Colonel Hubert rose from his seat and walked about the
room. He felt that his heart was softer at that moment than
befitted the age with which Frederick reproached him. He
was desired to absent himself by one for whose warm-hearted
young love he had perhaps neglected the soberer friendships
of supesior men, and that, too, at a moment when he felt
that he more than ever deserved a continuance of that love.
Was he not at that instant crushing with Spextan courage w

264 THE WIDOW BARNABY. r
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passion within his own breast which he believed . . . . secretly,
silently, unacknowledged even to his own heart, to be returned ?
«+..and this terrible sacrifice was made, not because his
pride opposed his yielding to it, but because he could not have
endured the idea of supplanting Frederick even when it should
be acknowledged that no shadow of hope remained for him,
- And for this it was that he was thus insultingly desired to
depart.

Generous Hubert ! . . .. A few moment’s struggle decided
him., He resolved to go, and that immediately. He would
not remain to witness the broken spirit of his hot-headed
friend after he should have received the refusal which, as he
so0 strongly suspected, awaited him, . . . . neither would he ex-
pose himself to the danger of seeing Agnes afterwards.

Without as yet replying to Frederick, he rang the bell, and
desired that post-horses might immediately be ordered for his
carriage, and his valet told to prepare his trunks for travelling
with as little delay as possible. These directions given, the
friends were once more téte-d-téte, and then Colonel Hubert
ventured to trust his voice, and answer the harsh language he
had received.

« Frederick,” he said, “ you have spoken as you would not
‘have done had you given yourself a little more time for consi-
deration, . . . . for you have spoken unkindly and unjustly. I
would still prevail on you, if I could, to turn away from this
lovely girl without committing yourself by making her an
offer of marriage. I would strongly advise this—1 would
strongly advise your remembering, while it is yet time, the
pang it may cost you.should any thing . . .. in short, believe
me, you would suffer less by leaving Clifton immediately with
me, than by remaining under cirdamstances which I am sure
will turn out inimical to your happiness. . . . Will you be ad-
vised, and let us depart together? *’

“ No, Colonel Hubert, I will not. I have no wish to detain
you, . . . . I have already said this with sufficient frankness ;
be equally wise on your side, and do not attempt to drag me
away in your train.”

These were pretty nearly the last words which were ex-
changed between them ; Frederick Stephenson soon left the
house to wander about till the hour arrived for making his
viait in Rodney Place ; and in less than two hours Cdeesd
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Hubert was driving rapidly through Bristol em his way »
London. ,
* * * » - -

As soon as Mrs. Barnaby and the friendly Mz, Peters we
fairly off the premises, and on their road %0 lock afier the
thief, Mary called a consultation on the misayably jaded loss
of poor Agnes ; and having her own particular reasons for mt
choosing that she should look half dead . . . . inasmuch as sk
was persuaded the promised visit of Frederick was not intendel
to be for nothing . . . . she peremptorily insisted upsn her taking
sal volatile, bathing her eyes in cold water, and then eithe
lying on the sofa or taking a walk upon the down tifl Junohes-
time, that being the usual hour of Mr. Stephensen’s maornisg
visits.

Agnes submitted herself very meekly to all this cimcipline,
save the depositing herself on the sofa, to which she chjeced
vehemently, deciding for the walk on the down as she oaly
thing at all likely to cure her headache. It was .on ‘their way
to this favourite magazine of fresh air that Mr. Ssephensm
met them. To Agnes the rencontre was an extreme
ance, for she wanted to be quite quiet, and this was what Fee-
derick Stephenson never permitted her to be. But she could
not run away ; and so she continued to walk on till, just sfer
passing the turnpike, she discovered that Mary and Elizsbeth
Peters were considerably in their rear. This t4s-d-24¢e, how-
ever, caused her not the slightest embarrassment ; and if she
was to be talked to, instead of being permitted to sink into.the
dark but downy depths of meditation, which ‘was now her
greatest indulgence, it mattered very little to her who was the
talker. She stopped, however, from politeness to ‘her friends,
and a sort of natural instinct of biensdance towards herself,
saying, I was not aware, Mr. Stephenson, that we had been
walking so fast ; I think we had better turn back to them.”

“ May I entreat you, Miss Willoughby,” said the "young
man, “ to remain a few moments longer alone with me. ...
It is not that you have walked fast, but your friends have
walked slowly, for they, at least, I plainly pereeive, have read
my secret. ... And is it possible that you, Agnes, have not
read it also ? . . . . Is it possible that you have yet to learn how
fervently 1 love you?”

No young girl hears such an avowsl es this for e Qvex Sum
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without feeling considerable agitation aad embarrassment ; but
many things contributed to incremse these feclings tenfeld in
the case of Agnes. . .. for first, which is rarely the case, the-
declaration was wholly unexpected ; secondly, it was wholly
unwelcome ; and, thirdly, it inspired a feeling of acute terror
lest, flattering and advantegeons as she knew such a proposal
to be, it might tempt her friends. ... or set on her terrible
aunt ., ... to distarb her with solicitations which, by only
hearing them, wonld profane the sentiment to which she had
secretly devoted herself for ever.

Greatly, however, as she wished to answer him at once and
definitively, she was unable to articalate a single word.

 Will you not speak to me, Agnes? ”’ resumed Fredetick,
after a painful pause. “ Will you not tell me what I may
hope in return for the truest affection that ever warmed the
heart of man? . ... Will you not even look at me?

Agnes now steed still as if to recover breath. She knew
that he had a right to expect an answer from her, and she
knew that sooner or later she should be compelled to speak it ;
80, making an effort as great perhaps in its self-command as
many that hawe led & hero to eternal fame, she said, but with-
out raising her eyes from the ground, ¢ Mr. Stephenson, I am
very sorry indeed that you love me, because it is quite. quite
impossible I should ever love you in return.”

““Good God! Miss Willoughby,. . . .is it thus you answer
me? . ... Do you know that the words you utter so lightly,.
so0 coldly, must, if persisted in, doom me to a life of misery ?
Can you hear this, Agnes, and feel no touch of pity ?

gives me go very much pain.”

“ Then you will tnsay those cruel words?. ... You will
tell me that time and faithful, constant love may do something
for me....Oh! tell me it shallbeso.”

“But I cannot tell you so, Mr. Stephenson,” said Agnes
with the most earnest emphasis. It would be most wicked
to do so because it would be untrue. You are very young and
very gay, Mr. Stephenson ; and I cannot think that what I
have said can vex you long, particularly if you will believe it
at once, and talk no more about it. And now I think that we
had better walk back to Mary, if you please.”

Having said this she turned sbout, and hegam ‘®© wile

rapidly towards Clifton.
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¢ Can this be possible?” . said the young man, gresth
agitated ; ““so young, and seemingly so gentle, and yet »
harsh and so determined. Oh! es, why did you not kt
me guess this end to all my hopes before they had grownw
strong? You must have seen my love— my adoration..,.
You must have known that every earthly hope for me depulH
upon you!”

¢ No, no, no,” cried Agnes, greatly distressed. < I never
Xnew it— I never guessed it. . . . How should I guess what
was so very unlikely?”

¢ Unlikely! .. .. Are you laughing at me, Agnes?....
Unlikely ! Ask your friends — ask Miss Peters if she thought
it unlikely.”

“1 do not believe so strange a thought ever entered he
head, Mr. Stephenson ; for if it had, I am sure she would
have put me on my guard against it.”

. “On your guard against it, Miss Willoughby ! What i
there in my situation, fortune, or character, that should ren-
der it necessary for your friend to put you on your guard
against me? . ... Surely you use strange language.”

¢ Then do not make me talk any more about it, Mr. St
phenson. It is very likely that I may express myself amis,
for I am so sorry and so vexed that indeed I hardly know
what Isay; . ... but pray forgive me, and do not be unhappy
about me any longer.”

““Agnes! .... you love another!” suddenly exclaimed
Frederick, his face becoming crimson. .. ..  There is no
other way of accounting for such cold indifference, such hard
insensibility.”

Agnes coloured as violently in her turn, and bursting into
tears, said with great displeasure, *“ That is what nobody in
the world has a right to say to me, and I will never, if I can
help it, permit you to say it again.”

She now increased her speed, and had nearly reached the
Misses Peters, notwithstanding all the beautiful summer
flowers they had found by the way's side ; saying no more in
reply, either to the remonstrances or the passionate pleadings
of Mr. Stephenson, when at length he laid his hand upon her
arm, and detained her while he said, “ Agnes, if you accept
my love, and consent to become my wife, I will release

from the power of your aunt, place you ina SPendA Tvrma
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and surround you with friends as pure-minded and as elegant
as yourself. Is this nothing? .... Answer me then one
word, and one word only. . ... Is your refusal of my hand
and my affection tinal "

¢ Yes, sir,” said Agnes, still weeping; for his accusation
of her having another love continued to ring in her ears, and
make her heart swell almost to bursting.

 Speak not in anger, Agmes!” .... said he mildly.
*“ What I have felt for you does not deserve such a return.” .

“T know it, I know it,”’ replied Agnes, weeping more
violently still, “and I am very wrong, as well as very un-
nappy. Pray, Mr. Stephenson, forgive me,” and she held
out her hand to him.

He took it, and held it for a moment between both his.
¢ Unhappy, Agnes?’’ .... he said, “why should you be
unhappy? Oh! if my love, my devotion, could render you
otherwise ! ....Butyouwxll not trust me? «ee. You will
not let me pass my life in labouring to make yours happy? *’

¢ Nothing can make me happy, Mr. Stephenson ; pray do
not talk any more about it, for indeed, indeed, I cannot be
your wife.”

He abruptly raised her hand to his lips, and then let it
fall. ““May Heaven bless and make you happy in your own
way, whatever that may be!” he cried, and turning from
her, reached the verge of the declivity that overhung the
river, then plunging down it with very heedless haste, he was
out of sight immediately.

This was a catastrophe wholly unexpected by Miss Peters,
who now hastened to meet the disconsolate-looking Agnes.
¢ What in the world can you have said to him, my dear, to
send him off in that style? I trust that you have not quar-
Rll »”

Most unfeignedly distressed and embarrassed was Agnes at
this appeal, and the more so because her friend Mary was not
alone. . . .. To her perhaps she might have been able to tell
the terrible adventure which had hefallen her, but before
Elizabeth it was impossible ; and, pressing Mary’s arm, she
said in a whisper, ‘ Ask me no questions, dearest Mary, now,
for I cannot answer them . . . . wait only till we get home.”

But to wait in a state of such tormenting uncertainty was
Yeyond the philosophy of Mary, so she suddenly stopped, wy-
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ing, ¢ Elizabeth! walk on slowly for a few minutes, wi
sou? .... I have something that I particularly wish to w
to Agnes.” . ... And the good-natured Elizabeth walked &
without ever turning her head to look back at thema.

“ What has happened? . ... what has he said te ym!
< ...and what have you said to him? ” hestily iniguired te
impatient friend. . .

% Oh, Mary ! . . . . he has made me 80 very unhappsy . ...
and the whole thing is so extremely strange ... .} eamnt
hide any thing from you, Mary,....but it will kil me
should you let my aunt hear of it. ... . He has made me .
offer, Mary!”

“ Of course, Agnes, I know he has... . But how dm
that account for his running off in that strange wild way?
-and how does it account for your crying and looking ®
miserable ? Why did he run away as if he were afsid®
see us, Agnes? and when are you going to see him agesin?”

¢ 1 shall never see him again, Mary,” said Agnes grawely.

“ Then you have quarrelled! .... Good Heavem, what
folly! I suppose he said something abeut your aunt thet yeu
fancied was not civil ; . . . . but all things considered, Agam,
-ought you not to have forgiven it? ”

¢ Indeed, Mary, he said nothing that was rude about my
aunt, and I am sure he did not mean to be uncivil in any way
« .+« though certainly he hurt and offended me very mad
-« « » but perhaps he did not intend it.”

“ Hurt and offended you, Agnes? . ... Let me beg you®
tell me at once what it was he did say to you.”

I will tell you every thing but one, and that I own to
I had rather not repeat . . . . and it does not signify, for
'was not the reason he ran off 0.” :

‘“ And what was the reason? ” — ¢ A very foolish one,
indeed, and I am sure you will laugh at it ... . it was only
because I said I could not marry him.”

““You said that, Agnea? .... You said you could not

him?”

“Yes, Idid! I do not wish to marry him; mdeed, I
would not marry him for the world.”

“ And this is the end of it all ! exclaimed Miss Peters,
with much vexation. ‘I have much mistaken you, Agnes
.. I thought you were suffering gresdy from ‘oémeg In-

pendent on your aunt Barnaby.”
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¢ And do you doubt it now, Mary ? ”

¢ How can I continue to think this, when you have just
refused an offer of marriage from a young man, well born,
nobly allied, with a splendid fortune, extremely handsome, and
possessed, as I truly believe, of more excellent and amiable
qualities than often fall to the share of any mortal? How
can I believe, after this, that you really feel unhappy from the
circumstances of your present situation ? ”’

¢ All that you say is very true, and I cannot deny a word
of it;....but what can one do, Mary, if one does not hap~
per to love aman? . ... . you weuld not have ene marry him,
would yow ? ”

* How like « child you talk!....Why should you not
Jowe him ? with masners so agreeable, such excellent qualities,
and a fortane beyond that of many mobiewsen.”

< But yow don’s suppose I could leve him the better for his
being rich, do yom, Mary?”

“You sre a Lntle foal, Agmes, aad I know not what to
suppose. Perhaps, my dear, you think hire toe old for you ?
Perhaps you will met choose to fall in leve till you meet an
Adenis about your own age ? ”

< It is you who are talking nomsemse now,” replied Agnes,
with some warmth., ¢ Se far fram his being teo old, ¥ think
o« « . that is te say, I don’t think . . . . X mean that I suppase
-every body would think peeple a great deal clder, might be a
great deal . . .. But this is all nothing to the purpese, Mary.
o o« « I would not marry Mr. Stephenson if . . . . But let us say
no more on the sehject . . .. oaly, for pity’s sake, do not let
my aunt know any thing about it ! ”

 She shall not hear it from me, Agnes,” replied Miss Pe-
ters. ... “But I cannot undewstand you — yeu have dis-
appointed me. . . . However, I have ro right to be angry, and
%0, as you say, we will talk pe more about it. Come, let us
overtake Elizabeth ; we must not let her go all the way to
Clifton in selitaxy state.”’

And so ended the very promising trial at watch-making,
upon which the pretty Mary Peters had wasted so many -
useless meditations ! It was a useful lesson to her, for she
bas never been known te interfere in any affair of the kind
sinee. i
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CHAPTER XI.

MRS. BARNABY FEELS CONSCIOUS OF IMPROVEMENT, AND REJOICES At
IT, — HOPES FOR THE FUTURE. — A CONVERSATION IN WHICH MU
GENEROUS SINCERITY IS DISPLAYED. — A LETTER INTENDRD 70 B
EXPLANATORY, BUT FAILING TO BE SO.

Mgrs. BArNABY’s first feelings after the major left her wem |
agreeable enough. She had escaped with little injury from a
great danger, and, while believing herself infinitely wiser tha
before, she was conscious of no reason that should either lower
her estimate of herself, or check the ambitious projects with
which she had set forth from her native town to push her for-
tune in the world. But her views were improved and

her experience was more practical and enlightened, and her
judgment, as to thoee trifling fallacies by which people of grest
ability are enabled to delude people of little, though in no de-
gree changed as to its morale, was greatly purified and

ened as to the means to be employed. Thus, by way of
example, it may be mentioned that, during the hour of mental
examination which followed Major Allen’s adieux, Mrs. Bar-
naby determined never again to mention Silverton Park ; and,
if at any time led to talk of her favourite greys, that the
pastures they fed in, and the roads they traversed, should on
no account be particularly specified. Neither her courage nor
her hopes were at all lowered by this her first adventure; on
the contrary, by setting her to consider from whence arose the
blunder, it led her to believe that her danger had been oces-
sioned solely by her own too great humility in not -having
soared high enough to seek her quarry. .

¢ In making new acquaintance,” thus ran her soliloguy—

“jin making new acquaintance, the rank and station of the
party should be too unequivocal to render a repetition of such
danger possible . ... I was to blame in so totally neglecting the
evident admiration of Colonel Hubert, in order to gratify the
Jjealous feelings of Major Allen. ... That was a man to whom
I might have devoted myself without danger, his family and
fortune known to all the world ... . and himself so

way calculated to do me honour. Butitis toolwenowl. .,
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His feelings have been too deeply wounded . . .. I cannot
forget the glances of jealous anger which I have seen him
throw on that unworthy Allen . . . . But my time must not be
wasted in regrets ; I must look forward.”

And look forward she did with a very bold and dashing
vein of speculation, although for the present moment her
power of putting any new plans in action was greatly
paralysed by her having been bound over to prosecute Betty
Jacks and her accomplices at the next Bristol assizes. Now
Bristol and its vicinity had become equally her contempt and
aversion. The major had taught her to consider the trade-
won wealth of the Peterses as something derogatory to her
dignity ; and though she still hoped to make them useful, she
had altogether abandoned the notion that they could make her
great. During the time that it would be necessary for her to
remain at Clifton, however, she determined to maintain as
much intimacy with them as  their very stiff manners” would
permit, and carefully to avoid any thing approaching to another
affair of the heart till she should have left their neighbour-
hood, and the scene of her late failure behind.

As soon as her spirits had recovered the double shock they
had received from the perfidies of Betty Jacks and Major
Allen, she remembered with great satisfaction the discovery
made of Agnes’s singing powers. Though more than eighteen
years had passed since her musical father and mother had
warbled together for the delight of the Silverton soirées, Mrs.
Barnaby had not forgotten the applause their performances
used to elicit, nor the repeated assurances of the best informed
among their auditors, that the voices of both were of very
first-rate quality. The belief that Agnes inherited their
powers, now suggested more than one project. In the first
place, it would make the parties she was determined to give
‘extremely attractive, and might very probably be sufficient to
render her at once the fashion either at Cheltenham, which
she intended should be the sceme of her next campaign, or
any where else where it was her will and pleasure to display it.
Nor was this ornamental service the only one to which she
thought it possible she might copvert the voice of Agnes. She
knew that the exploits she contemplated were hazardous, as
well as splendid ; and that, although success was probable,
failure might be possible, in which case she ight f2\\ ‘s

T
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upon this newly-discovered treasure, and either .marry e
niece, or put her on the stage, or make her a singing miswes, 3
as she should find most feasible and convenient.

With these notions in her head, she attacked Agmes onte
singular eoncealment of her talent, as well az unpon .othe
matters during breakfast ‘the morning after the unlamesil
major’s departure, which was in fact the first time they i
been alone together, Agnes having passed the whole -of te
preceding day at Rodney Place.

In answer to her niece’s gentle salutation, she said in a toe
very far from amiable, though it affected to be so, —

‘¢ Yes, yes, good morning, aunt! . . . . that’s all very wel;
««..and now please to tell me where I shall find snothe
young lady living with a generous rclation to whom she -ows
her daily bread, who, knowing that relation’s anxiety shest
every thing concerning her, has chosen to make a secret of the
only thing on earth she can do. ... Tell me, if you em,
where 1 shall find any thing like that ?”’

¢ If you mean my singing, aunt, I have told you alresdy
why I never said any thing about it. .. . My only ‘reason wes,
because I did not like to ask you for a piano.”

“ That’s all hypocrisy, Miss Agnes; end let who -will ke
taken in by you, I am not. ... and you may just remembe
that, miss, now and always. You were afraid, perhaps, that
I might make you of some use to me. But the scheme wo'n't
answer. With the kindest temper in the world, I have plenty
of resolution to do just whatever I think right, and ‘that's what
I shall do by you. I shall say no more about it in this nasty,
vulgar, merchandising sort of a place ; but as soon as we get
among ladies and gentlemen that I consider my equals, I shall
begin to give regular parties like other people of fashion, snd
then .. .. let me hear you refuse to sing when I ask-you....
and we shall see what will happen next.” :

¢ Indeed, aunt, I believe you are missaken about mry voice,”
replied Agnes: ““I have never had teaching enough to-snable
me to sing so well as you seem to suppose; and, in fact, ¥
know little or nothing about it, except what dear geod Mr.
Wilmot used to tell me ; and I don’t believe he has heard any
really good singing for the last twenty years.”

‘¢ And I was not at Mrs. Peters’s the other night, I supposs,

Miss Willoughby ? . ... and T did not hear dl foe e, emik
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the rapture, and the fuss, didn’t I ... . What a fool you de
seem to take me for, Agnes! . ... However, I don’t mean to
quarrel with you. ... You know what sacrifices I have made,
and not all your bad behaviour shall prevent my making mere
still for you. . . . You shall have a master, if 1 find you want
one ; and when we get to Cheltenhem, you shall be sure to
have a piano-forte. Does that please you ?

« I shall be very glad to be able to practise again, aunt,
only....”

¢ Only what, if you please ?”’

¢ Why, I mean to say that I should be sorry you should
expect to make a great performer of me;....for I am
certain that you will be disappeinted.”

 Stuff and nonsense!.... Don’t trouble yourself about
my disappointments — I'll take care to get what I want. ...
And there’s another talent, Miss Agnes, which I shall expect
to find in you; and I hope you have made a secret of that
too, for I never saw mmch sign of it. ... I want you to be
very active and clever, and to act as my maid till I get. one.
Indeed, I'm not .sure I shall ever get one again, they seem to
be such plagues ; and if I find you ain’t too-great a fool to do
what I want, I have 2 notion that I shall take a tiger instead
—it will be mauch more respectable. . . . Pray, Agnes, have
you any.idea about dressing hair?”

¢ J think I could do it as well for you, aunt, as Jerningham
did,” replied Agnes with perfect good-humour.

¢ And that's not quite so well a8 I want; but I supposs
you know that as well as I do, only you cheose to show aff
your impertinence. . . . And there’s my drawers to keep in -
order . . . . dunce as you are, I suppose you can do that; and -
fifty other liitle things there will be, now that good-for-nothing
baggage is gone, which I promise you I do not intend to de
for myself.”

‘Did Agnes repent Baving sent the enamouxed possessor of
seven thousand a year from her in despair, as she listened to
this sketch of her future occupations? No, not for a8 mement.
No annoyances that her aunt could threaten, no escape from
them that Mr. Stephenson could offer, had the power of mas~
tering in her mind the one prominent idea, which, like the rod
of the chosen priest, swallowed up all the rest.

And this engrossing, this cherished, thia wecretly hourded

T 2
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umphantly, that I have never known a moment’s peace from
that day to this, nor ever shall till you send me your forgive-
ness as frankly as I ask it. You may do this with the more
safety, dear Hubert, because we shall never again quarrel on
the same occasion ; and so perfectly have I found you to be
right in all you said and all you hinted on that fair but unfor-
tunate subject, that henceforward I think I shall be afraid to
pronounce upon the colour of a lady’s hair, or the tincture of
her ekin, till I have heard your judgment thereon. Let us,
therefore, never talk again either of the terrible Mrs. Barnaby
or her beautiful niece ; but, forgetting that any thing of the
kind could breed discord between us, remember only that I
am, and ever must be,
¢ Your most affectionate friend,
¢ FREDERICK STEPHENSON.””

How many times did Colonel Hubert read over this letter
before he could satisfy himself that he understood it? This
is a question that cannot be answered, because he never did by
means of these constantly repeated readings ever arrive at any
such conclusion at all. Had Mrs. Barnaby’s name been alto-
gether omitted, he might have fancied that his own deep but
unacknowledged belief that Miss Willoughby would refuse his
friend, had been manifest in the dissuasive words he had
spoken, notwithstanding his caution. But this allusion to the
widow, who had so repeatedly been the theme of his prophetic
warnings, left him at liberty to suppose that Frederick’s solitary
and repentant rumination upon all he had propounded on that
fertile subject, had finally induced him to give up the pursuit,
and to leave Clifton without having proposed to her niece.

Any thing more destructive to the tranquillity of Colonel
Hubert than this doubt can hardly beimagined. He had long
persuaded himself, it is true, that it was impossible, under any
circumstances, he could ever confess to Agnes what his own.
feelings were, as his friendship for Stephenson must put it
totally out of his power to do so. . . . The frankness of Frede-
rick’s early avowal of his passion to him, and the style and
tone of the opposition with which he had met it, must inevi-
tably lay him under such an imputation of dishonour, if he
addressed her himself, as he could not bear to think of. ...
Nevertheless, he felt, or fancied, that he Should be todh wawe

T 3



278 THE WIDOW MARNABY.

tranquil and resigned could he have known to & certainty wh
ther Stephenson had proposed to her or mot. X&-was lag
however, ere any opportunity of satisfying himmelf en s
point arose. The reconciliation, indeed, betwesn himself =i
his friend, was perfect, and their letters breathed the mm
spirit of affectionate confidence as heretofore ; but how ol
Colonel Hubert abuse this confidence by asking a queata
which could not be answered in any way, without opening
afresh the wound that he feaved still rankled in the lremtd
his friend ?

It would be selfish and ungenerous i the extreme; anl
must not be thought of ; but this forbeavance robbed the
high-minded Hubert of the only consolation that his situatia
left him, — namely, the belief that the young Agnes, notwith-
standing the disparity in their years, had been too near loving
him to accept the hand of another. Of the two interpretations
to which the letter of Frederick was open, this, the most flst-
tering to himself, was the one that faded fastest away frm
the mind of Colonel Hubert, till he hardly dared resmembe
that he had once believed it possible ; and he finally remsine
with the persuasion that his too tractsble friend had yieldsi
to his arguments against the marriage, without ewer hawving
put the feelings of Agnes to the test, which he would have
given the world to believe had been tried, and been withstosd

CHAPTER XII.

A LUCKY ESCAPE. —— A MELANCHOLY PARTING: — MRS. BARNARY S$E&
TLES HERSELF AT CHELTENHAM. = HER FIRST SORTIE. — BOARDING-
HOUSE BREAKFAST. — A NEW ACQUAINTANCE.——A MEDICAL CONVER
SATION.

I~ addition to Mrs. Barnaby’s pretty strong confidence in her.
self and her own devices, she soon learned to think thas she
was very especially favoured by fortune ; for just as she began
to find her idle and most unprofitable abode at Clifton intole-
rably tedious, and that the recovery of her property hardly
atoned for the inconvenience of being obliged to prosecute
those who had stolen it, she received the welcome intelligence
zhat the trio had escaped by meaus of the superior ingeualivg
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of Gaptain Maintry, alias Purdham. The ends of justice
being considerably less dearto the widow’s heart than the end
of the adventures.she promised: herself at Cheltenham, she wel
comed the intelligence most joyfnlly, and set. about her pre-
parationss for departure without an.hour’s delay.

Several very elegant shops at Clifton had so earnestly re-
quested the- hanour of her name upon their books, that Mrs,
Barnaby. had found it impossible to refuse; and the conse-
quence was, that when she announced her intended departure,
80 unexpected an amount of “ mere noshings’ crowded in
upon her, that she would have been very considerably. embar-~
rassed, had not the manner of raising money during the last .
yeats of her father’s life been fresh in her memory, showing
her, as her property was all in the funds, and, happily or un-
bappily, standing in her own name, that nothing could be
more easy than to write to her broker, and order him to sell
out a;couple of hundreds.

Canfidence in one’s self,—the feeling that there is.a power
within us.of sufficient strength to reach the goal we have in view,
—is in general a useful as well as a pleasant state of mind ; but
in Mrs, Barnaby it was very likely to prove otherwise. In all
her meditations, in-all her plottings, in all her reasonings, she
saw nothing before her but success ; the alternative, and all its
possible consequences, . never suggested itself to her as possible,
and therefore no pertion of her clever ingenwity was ever
employed, even in speculation,,to ward it off.

In a word, then, her bills, which, by the by, were wholly
and solely for her own dress, were all paid without difficulty
or delay, and the day was fixed for the departure of herself
and Agnes by a stage-coach from. Bristol to Cheltenbam.

Poor Agnes wept bitterly as she received the affectionate
farewells of her friends in Rodney Place; and Mary, who
really loved her, wept too, though it is possible that the severe
disappointment which had attended her matrimonial project
for her, had a little dulled the edge of the enthusiasm at first
excited by the sweetness and beauty of the poor motherless
girl.  But, under no circumstances, could the grief of Miss
Peters at losing sight of her have been comparable to that felt
by Agnes herself. How little had the tyranny of Mrs. Bar-
naby, and all the irksome désagrémens of her home, occupied
her attention during the month she had spent at Clifton.! How

T 4
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completely it had all been lost sight of in the soeiety of Mary,
and the hospitable kindness of Rodney Place |

« But, oh ! the heavy change!” . ... That which had bem
chased by the happy lightness of her young spirit, as & murky
cloud is chased by the bright sun of April, now rolled beck
upon her, looking like a storm that was to last for ever! She
knew it, she felt its approach, and, like a frightened fawn,
trembled as she gazed around, and saw no shelter near.

“You will write to me, dear Agnes!” said Mary. €¢I
shall think of you very often, and it will be 2 real pleasure to
hear from you.”

“ And to write to you, Mary, will be by far the greatest
pleasure I can possibly have. But how can I ask you to write
to me in returh? .. . . I am sure my aunt will never let me
receive a letter;....and yet, would it not be worth it
weight in gold ?”

““ Don’t take up sorrow at interest, Agnes,” replied Mary,
laughing. I don’t think your dragon will be so fierceas that
either. . . . I can hardly imagine she would refuse to let you
correspond with me.”

Agnes endeavoured to return her smile, but she blushed
and faltered as she said, “I mean, Mary,-that she would not
pay postage for me.”

¢« Impossible !”” cried Miss Peters, indignantly ; ** you ean-
not speak seriously. . . . I know my mother does not believe &
word about her very large fortune, any more than she does her
very generous intention of leaving it to us. But she says that
my uncle must have left something like a respectable income
for her ; and though we none of us doubt (not even Eliza-
beth) that she will marry with all possible speed, and when
she has found a husband, with all her worldly goods will him
endow ; still, till this happens, it is hardly likely she will
refuse to pay the postage of your letters.”

¢ Perhaps she will not,” said Agnes, blushing again for
saying what she did not think ; “but, at any rate, try the ex-
periment, dearest Mary. . . . To know that you have thought
of me will be comfort inexpressible.”

¢“And suppose Mr. Frederick Stephenson were to ramble
back to Clifton, Agnes, . . ;. and suppose he were to ask me
which way you are gone . . . . may I tell him?”

“ He never will ask you, Mary. ...’
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¢ But an’ if he should ?” persisted Miss Peters.
¢ Then tell him that it would be a great deal more kind
and amisble if he never again talked about me to any one.”
L ] » L J L L »

Arrived at Cheltenham, Mrs. Barnaby set about the business
of finding a domicile with much more confidence and savoir-
Jaire than heretofore. A very few inquiries made her decide
upon choosing to place herself at a boarding-house ; and though
the price rather startled her, she not only selected the dearest,
but indulged in the expensive luxury of a handsome private
sitting-room.

1 know what I am about,” thought she ; *faint heart
never won fair lady, and sparing hand never won gay gentle-
mm"'

It was upon the same principle that, within three days after
her arrival, she had found a tiger, and got his dress (resplen-
dent with buttons from top to toe) sent home to her private
apartments, and likewise that she had determined to enter her
name as a subscriber at the pump-room.

The day after all this was completed, was the first upon
which she accounted her Cheltenham existence to begin ; and
having informed herself of the proper hours and fitting cos-
tume for each of the various stated times of appearing at the
different points of re-union, she desired Agnes carefully to
brush the dust from her immortal black crape bonnet, and
with her own features sheltered by paille de fantaisie, straw-
coloured ribands, and Brussels lace, she set forth, leaning on
the arm of her niece, and followed by her tiger and parasol,
to take her first draught at the spring, at eight o’clock in the
morning.

Her spirits rose as she approached the fount on perceiv-
ing the throng of laughing, gay, and gossiping invalids that
bon ton and bile had brought together ; and when she held
out her hand to receive the glass, she had more the air of &
full-grown Bacchante, celebrating the rights of Bacchus, than
a votary at the shrine of Hygeia. But no sooner had the
health-restoring but nauseous beverage touched her lips, or
rather her palate, than, making a horrible grimace, she set
down the glass on the marble slab, and pushed it from her
with very visible symptoms of disgust. A moment’s reflection
made her turn her head to see if Agnes was Yookimg awnex
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e...but no....Agnes indeed stood at no great distanes;

but her whole attention seemed captivated by a tall, elegmi-
looking woman, who, together with an old hdth on e
arm, appeared like herself to be occupied as spectatoss of the
water-drinking throng,

Satisfied that her strong distaste for the unsasoury draagit
had not been perceived, Mrs. Barnaby backed aut of the erewl
saying, as she took the arm of her niece in her way, “Th
water must be a very fine medicine, I am sare, for thess whe
want it ; but I don’t think I shall venture upem any mered
it till I have taken medical advice....it is certainly wery
powerful, and I think it might do you a vast deal of goed,
Agnes.”

g:ﬁlese words being spoken in the widow’s audible tess
which she always rather desired than not should make her
presence known at some distance. . . . excepting, indeed, wha
she was making love. ... were very distinetly heand by the
ladies above mentioned ; and the elder of themm, hawihg wit-
nessed Mrs. Barnaby's look of disgust as she set down her
unemptied glass, laughed covertly and quietly, but ‘with pach
merriment, saying, though rather to herself than her e
panion, “Good !. . ..very good, indeed .. . . . Thinwill preve
an acquisition.”

A turn or ¢wo up and down the noble walk upon which tha
pump-room opens was rendered very delightful to the widow,
by showing her that even at that early hour many
looking, lace-frocked men, moustached and whiskered ““ to the
top of her bent,” might be met sauntering there ; and having
enjoyed this till her watch told her the boarding-house bresk~
fast hour was arrived, she turned from the fascinating prowne-
nade in excellent spirits, and after a few minutes passed at the
mirror in arranging her cap and her curls, and refreshing her
bloom, entered for the first time the public eating-room, well
disposed to enjoy herself in every way.

Having left the Peters family behind her, she no longer
thought it necessary to restrain her fancy in the choice of
colours; and, excepting occasionally on a provincial stage, it
would be difficult to find a costume more brilliant in its
various hues than that of our widow as she followed the ob-
sequious waiter to the place assigned her. Agnes came sfter

her, like a tranquil moonlit night following We merexiduna
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glare of noisy . fireworks ; the daszszled sight that had been
drawn to Mrs. Barnaby as she entered rested upon Agnes, as
if to repose itself, and by the time they both were seated, it
‘was on her fair, delicate face, and mourning garb, that every
eve was fixed. The vicarial crape and bombasin which she
wore in compliance with the arrangenvent of her too sensitive
aunt, did Agnes at:least one service among strangers, for it
the idea of any near relationship between her com-
panion and herself; and though no one could see them to-
gether without marvelling at the discordant fellowship of two
persons 80 remarkably contrasted in manner and appearance,
none explained it by presuming that they were aunt and: niece.
The party assembled and assembling at the breakfast-table
consisted of fourteen gentlemen and five ladies ; the rest of
the company inhabiting e extensive and really elegant man-
sion preferring to breakfast in their own apartments, though
there were few who did not condescend to abandon their pri-
vacy at dinner. Of the gentlemen now present, about half
were of that lemon tint which at the first glance showed their
ostensible reason for being there was the real one. Of the
other half it would be less easy to render an account. The
five ladies were well dregsed ; and, two being old, and three
young, they may be said for the most part to have been well-
lsoking. Any mere accurate description of them generally
wonld but encumber and delay the narrative unnecessarily, as
such among them as may come particularly in contact with my
heroine or her niece will of nesessity be brought into. notice.
Our two ladies were of course placed side: by side, Mrs.
Barnaby being flanked to the right by 2 staid and sober gen-
tleman of middle age, who happily acted as a wet blanket to
the crackling and sparkling vivacity of the widow, obliging
her, after one aor two abortive attempts at conversation, and
such sort of  boarding-table agaceries as the participation of
coffee and eggs may give room for, either to eat her breakfast
in silence, or to exercise her social propensities on the neigh-~
bour of Agnes. This was an elderly lady, who, though like
Mrs. Barnarby, but just arrived for the season, had, unlike her,
been a constant visiter at Cheltenham for the last twelve years ;
and being an active-minded spinster of tolerably easy means,
and completely mistress of them, was as capable of giving all
sorts of local information as Mrs. Barnaby wes desirous of te-
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ceiving it. Miss Morrison (such was her name) being now,
and having ever been a lady of great prudence and the mos
unimpeachable discretion, might probably have taken fright
had she chanced, at first meeting with our widow, to see her
under full sail in chase of conquest; but luckily this was not
apparent at their first interview, and the appearance and ma-
ner of Agnes offering something like a guarantee for the re
spectability of the lady to whose charge she was intrusted, she
met Mrs. Barnaby’s advances towards making an acquaintance
with great civility.

Before many sentences had been exchanged between them,
the spinster had the satisfaction of perceiving, that all her
minute acquaintance with Cheltenham and its ways gave her
an immeasurable superiority over her richly-dressed new sc-
quaintance ; while the widow with like facility discovered thet
all she most particularly desired to know, might be learned
from the very respectable-looking individual near whom her
good fortune had placed her.

The consequence of this mutual discovery was so brisk an
exchange of question and answer as obliged Agnes to lean back
in her chair, and eat her breakfast by means of a very distsnt
communication with the table; ... . but she was thankful her
aunt had fallen upon a quiet though rather singular-looking
female of forty, instead of another whiskered Major Allen, and
willingly placed herself in the attitude least likely to interrupt
their conversation.

 Never been at Cheltenham before? ....really!....
Well, ma’am, I have little doubt that you will soon declare it
shall not be your last visit, though it is your first,’’ said Mim
Morrison.

¢ Indeed, ma’am, I think you will prove right in that
opinion,” replied Mrs. Barnaby, * for I never saw a place I
admired so much. We are just come from Clifton, which is
called so beautiful, . . . . but it is not to be compared to Chel-
tenham.”

“ You are just come from Clifton, are you, ma’'am?p . ...
I understand it is a very beautiful place, but terribly dull, I
believe, when compared to this. ... If a person knows Chel-
tenham well, and has a little notion how to take advantage of
all that is going on, he may pass months and months here
without ever knowing what it is tohave anidehoux .0 . %
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don’t believe there is such another place in the whole world
for employing time.”

¢ I am sure that's a blessing,” replied Mrs. Barnaby earnestly.
< If there is one thing I dread and hate more than another, it
is having nothing to do with my time. Idleness is indeed the
root of all evil.”

« I'm pleased to hear you say so, ma’'am,” said Miss Mor-
rison, * because it is so exactly my own opinion, and because,
too, you will find yourself so particularly well off here as to
the avoiding it ; and I shall be very happy, I'm sure, if any
advice of mine may put you in the way of making the most of
the advantages in that line that Cheltenham offers.”

« You are exceedingly kind and obliging, ma’am,” returned
Mrs. Barnaby very graciously ; “ and I shall be very grateful
for any counsel or instruction you can bestow. With my
handsome fortune I should consider it quite a crime if I did
not put my time to profit in such a place as Cheltenham.”

This phrase produced its proper effect; Miss Morrison eyed
the speaker not only with increased respect, but increased good-
will.

¢ Indeed, my dear madam, you are quite right,” she said ;
¢ and by merely paying attention to such information as I shall
be able to give you, I will venture to say that you will never
have the weight of an idle hour upon your hands while you
remain here; for what with the balls, and the music at the
libraries, and the regular hours for the walks, and attendance
at all the sales (and I assure you we have sometimes three in
a day), and shopping, and driving between the turnpikes, if
you have a carriage, and morning visits, and evening parties,
and churches and chapels, if you have a taste for them, and
looking over the new names, and the pump-room, and making
new acquaintance, and finding out old ones, there is not a day
of the week, or an hour in the day, in which one may not be
well employed.” )

‘I am sure, ma’am, it is perfectly a pleasure to & person
of my active turn of mind to listen to such a description ; and
it is a greater pleasure still to meet with a lady like yourself,
with taste and good sense to value what is valuable, and to find
out how and where to enjoy it.... I hope we shall become
better acquainted ; I have a private drawing-room here where
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I shall be delighted to see you. . . . Give me leave %o presst
vou with my card.”

A gilt-edged and deeplysembossed card, inscribed, —

MRS. BARNABY,

The —— Hotel and Boarding Howuase,
No. 5.

was here put into Miss Morrison’s hand, who received it wih
an air of great satisfaction, and reiterated assurances that she
would by no means fail of paying her complimenta.

Unlike many vain persons who receive every -civility unde
the persuasion that it is offered for their own -beaus yews, M
Morrison had sufficient good sense and experience to wnder-
stand that any convenience or advantage she might derive frm
Mrs. Barnaby, or Mrs. Barnaby’s private drawing-room, 'mmt
be repaid by accommodation of some sort or other. Al ol
gations of such kind were, for a veriety of excellent remsom,
always repaid by Miss Morrison with such treasure'as her om
lips could coin, aided by her wit and wisdom, without drawing
on any other exchequer; and now, having placed her htte
modest slip-of pasteboard, bearing in broad and legible, ‘though
manuscript characters,—

MISS MORRISON,
The —— Hotel and Boarding House,

by the side of Mrs. Barnaby’s buttered roll, she began ut ‘eoee,
like an honest old maid as she was, to pay the debt almost
before it was incurred. :

¢ I don’t know how they do those sort of things at-Clifton,
Mrs. Barnaby,” she said, ““but here the medical gentlemen, or
at least many-of them, always call on the new-comers; and
though I hope and trust that neither you nor this pretty young
lady,—who, I suppose, is your visiter,— though I hope with
all my heart that you wo'n’t, either of you, have any occasion
in the world for physic or doctors, yet I advise you most cer-
tainly to fix on one in your own mind beforehand, and just
let him know it. There are not more kind and agreeable as-
quaintances in the world than gentlemen of the medical pre-
fession . . . . at least, I’'m sure it is so here. There are ome

or two apothecaries in particular,—surgeons, though, I hulieve
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they are called, — who certainly are as elegant, ‘conversable:
gentlemen, as.can ‘be met with in Londen or any where, unless,
. indeed, just in Puwsis, 'where I certainly found rthe apothecaries,
like every thing «lse, in a very out-of-the<common-wey style-
of elegance, Zoutafay par fit, 3 we way -on the Continent,
Of course, you -have been abroad, Mrs. Barnaby ?

« No, Miss Morrison, I bave mnot,” replied the widow,
making head against this attack with great -skill and courage.
« I am obliged to confess that the extseme comfort and ele-
gance of my own home, hawe ‘absclutely mnde a prisoner of
me hitherto ; . . . . but sinee I.have lost .y -desr busband I
find change absolutely neceseary for my health.and spirits, and
1:shall probably scon make the tour-of Europe.”

“Indeed!..... Oh dear! how I envy wou!.... But
you speak all the languages dlready ?”

¢.Oh ! perfectly.”

“ I'm so glad of that, Mirs. Barnaby, . . . . for, upon my word,
I find it quite out.of my power to avoid using a French word
every now and then since.I.came from abroad, and it is so
vexing when one is not understood. A lady of your station
has, of course, been taught by all sorts of foreigners; but
those who can’t afford this indulgence never do get the accent
without going abroad . ... I'm sure you'll find, before you
have been a week on the Contirent, a most prodigious dif-,
ference in your accent, though I dare say it’s very good already.
But, a prop po, about the apothecaries and surgeons that I was
talking about....I hope you will give orders at the door
that, if Mr. Alexander Pringle calls, and eends in his card, he
shall be desired to walk up ; and then, you know, just a prop
po de nang, you can talk to him about whatever you wish to
know ; . ... and you can say, if you like it, that -Miss Morri-
son particularly mentioned his name . ... There is no occa-
sion do too that you should give him any fee ; but you may
ask him a few questions about the waters cum sa, and you will
find him the most agreeable, convenient, and instructive ac-
quaintance do mund.”

The breakfast was now so evidently drawing to its close,
that the new friends deemed it advisable to leave the table;
and Mrs. Barnaby having repeated her invitation, and Miss
Morrison having replied to it by kissing her fingers, and utter-
ing “ Mercy ! Mercy! O revor,” they parted . . . . the widew
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to give orders, as she passed to her drawing room, that if Mr.
Alexander Pringle called on her, he should be admitted ; and
the spinster to invent and fabricate, in the secret retirement of
her attic retreat, some of those remarkably puzzling articles of
dress, the outline of which she had -studied during a three
weeks' residence in Paris, and which passed current with the
majority of her friends and acquaintance for being of genuine
Gallic manufacture.

The prediction of Miss Morrison was speedily verified;
Mr. Alexander Pringle did call at the hotel to leave his card
for Mrs. Barnaby, and, in consequence of the orders given, was
immediately admitted to her presence.

She was alone ; for Agnes, though unfortunately there was
no little dear miserable closet for her, had received the welcome
conge, now always expressed by the words, ¢ There, you msy
go to your lessons, child, if you will,” and had withdrawn
herself to an out-of-the-way corner in their double-bedded
room, where already her desk, and other Empton treasures,
had converted about four feet square of her new abode into s
home. The sofa, therefore, with the table and its gaudy cover,
adorned with the widow’s fine work-box, a boarding-house
inkstand of bright coloured china, and TaE atBUM (still sacred
to the name of Isabella d’Almafonte), had all been set in the
places and attitudes she thought most becoming by Mrs. Bar-
naby herself, and, together with her own magnificent person,
formed a very charming picture as the medical gentleman
entered the room ; ... but it is probable Mr. Alexander
Pringle expected rather o find & patient than to be ushered
into the presence of a lady in a state of health apparently so
perfect.

¢¢ Pray sit down, sir!.... Mr. Pringle, I believe ?” said
Mrs. Barnaby, half rising, and pointing to a chair exactly op-
posite her place upon the sofa.

Mr. Pringle took the indicated chair ; but before he was well
seated in it, the idea that some mistake might be the source of
this civility occurred to him, and he rose again, made a step
forward, and laid his card, specifying his name, professiom,
and address, on the table, immediately before the eyes of the
lady.

 Oh yes !"” eaid she, smiling with amiable condescension,
‘I understand perfectly ; . ... and should mywlf, or my
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g niece, or any of my servants require medical assistance,
Mr. Pringle, this card (placing it carefully in her work-box)
will enable us to find it. But, though at present we are all
pretty well, I am really very glad to have an opportunity of
seeing you, ir . . . . Miss Morrison . . . . I believe you know
Miss Morrison ? . . . . (Mr. Pringle bowed) . . . . Miss Mor-~
rison has named you to me in a manner that made me ex-
tremely desirous of making your acquaintance. . . . Gentlemen
of your profession, Mr. Pringle, have so much knowledge of
the world, that it is a great advantage for a stranger, on first
arriving at a new place, to find an opportunity of conversing
with them. Will you afford me five minutes while I explain
to you my very peculiar situation ?”’

¢ Assuredly, madam,” replied Mr. Pringle, < I shall be
most happy to listen to you.”

“ Well, then . ... without farther apology I will explain
myself. My name is Barnaby....I am a widow of good
fortune, and without children . ... for I have lost bath my
little ones !” Here Mrs, Barnaby drew forth one of her em-
broidered handkerchiefs, as she always did when speaking of
her children “ which were not;” and this frequently hap-
pened, for she had a great dislike to being considered as one
unblessed by offspring, — a peculiarity which, together with
gome others, displaying themselves in the same inventive
strain, proved an especial blessing to Agnes, inasmuch as it
made her absence often desirable. Having wiped her eyes,
and recovered her emotion, she continued: ¢ I have .no chil-
dren; ... but an elder sister . . . . s0 much older, indeed, as
almost to be considered as my mother, . . . . died several years
ago, leaving an orphan girl to my care. In truth, I am not a
great many -years older than my niece, and the anxiety of this
charge has been sometimes almost too much for me. . . . How-
ever, she is a good girl, and-I am most passionately attached
to her. Nevertheless she has some peculiarities which give
me pain, . . . . one is, that she will never wear any dress bur
the deepest mourning, thus consecrating herself, as I may say,
to the memory of her departed parents. Now this whim, Mr.
Pringle, shows her spirits to be in a state requiring change of
scene, and it is on.this account that I have left my charming

:place in Devonshire, in the hope that variety, and a gayer

circle than is likely to be foupd in the immediste neighwwe-
v
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very bilious, and I feel quite convinced that a glass of the
water every morning would be of the most essential benefit to
her. . . . Unfortunately, dear creature, she is quite a spoiled
child, and I do not think she will be prevailed on to take
what is certainly not very pleasant to the taste, unless ordered
to do it by a medical man.”

T must see the young lady, ma’am,” replied Mr. Pringle,
¢ before I can venture to prescribe for her in any way.”

Mrs. Barnaby internally wished him less scrupuloms; but
feeling that it would be better he should send in a bill and
charge a visit, than that she should lose s daily excuse for
visiting - the delightful pump-room, and, moreover, fealing
more strongly still that, in order to make Agnes swallow the
dose instead of herself, it would be good economy to pay for
half-a-dozen visits, she rose from the sofa, and said with a
fascinating smile, . ... “ I will bring her to you myself, my
dear sir, but I hope you will not disappoint me about pre-
scribing the Cheltenham waters for her. I know her con-
stitution well, and I venture to pledge myself to you, that she
is exactly the subject for the Cheltenham treatment. ... 8o
bilious, poor girl !. . . . so dreadfully bilious !”

Mrs. Barnaby left the room, and presently returned with
Agnes, who was considerably surprised at being told that it was
necessary a medical man should see her ; for, in the first place,
save a heaviness at her heart, she felt quite well ; and in the
second, she had never before, since she left Empton, perceived
any great anxiety on the part of her aunt as to her being well
orill. However, she yielded implicit obedience to the com-
mand which bade her leave the letter she was writing to Miss
Peters, and meekly followed her imperious protectress to their
sitting-room.

Mr. Alexander Pringle was decidedly a clever man, and
clever men of his profession are generally skilful in discerning
diagnostics of various kinds. He had expected to sce 8 yel-
low, heavy-eyed girl, looking either as if she were ready to
cry with melancholy, or pout from perverseness; instesd of
which he saw a lovely, graceful creature, with a step elastic
with youth and health, and an eye whose clear, intelligent
glance, said as.plainly as an eye could speak, * What would
you with me?”. ... I have no need of you.”

He immediately perceived that the smitde DA werenned

T2
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widow had quite misunderstood the young Iady’s case. ...k
might be, perhaps, from her too tender affection ; but, let te
cause be what it would, it was not to solve any profesmioml
doubts that he took her delicate hand to feel the ¢ healthfi
music” of her pulse. Nevertheless, Mr. Pringle, who bl
seven promising children, knew better than to reject the prof.
fered custom of a rich widow who had none ; so, lookinga
his beautiful patient with much gravity, he md, —

¢ There is little or nothing, madam, to alarm you. The
young lady is rather pale, but I am inclined to believe thatit
rather proceeds from the na'urally delicate tint of her com-
plexion than from illness. Y s7ill be proper, however, that I
should see her again, and, m=an time, I would strongly re-
commend her taking about one third of a glass of ‘'water daily.
-If more be found necessary, the dose must be increased ; but
I am inclined to hope that this will prove sufficient, with the
help of a few table-spoonfuls of a mixture .. . . by no meams
disagreesble, my dear young lady . ... which I will not fa
to send in.” And so saying, Mr. Pringle rose to take leave,
but was somewhat puzzled by Agnes saying, with a half
smile in which there was something that looked very much
as if she were quizzing him, —

““ You must excuse me, sir, if I decline taking any medi-
cine whatever till I feel myself in some degree out of health.”

Mr. Pringle, who was very near laughing himself, answered
with great good humour, . . . . “ Well then, Mrs. Barnaby, I
suppose we must do without 1t, ««..and 1 don’t think there
will be much danger either.” He then took his de]
leaving Mrs. Barnaby quite determined that Agnes should
drink the water, but not very sorry that she was to have no
physic to pay for . . . . whilst Agnes was altogether at a loss
to guess what this new vagary of her aunt might mean.

¢ What made you think I was ill, aunt ?” said she.

“I?.... Who told you, Chl]d, that I thought you
ill? ....I don’t think any such thing,....but I did not
choose you should drink the waters till I had the opinion of
the first medical man in the place about it. 'There is po
expense, no sacrifice, Agnes, that I am not ready to make ﬁr

“ But I don’t mean to drink the waters at all, thank you,
aunt,” replied Agnes. )

k
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“ Don’t mean, miss? .... you don’t mean? .., . And
perhaps you don’t mean to eat any dinner to-day? and per-
haps you don’t mean to sleep in my apartment to-night?....
Perhaps you may prefer walking the streets all night?....
Pretty language, indeed, from you tome! . ... And now you
may take yourself off again, and, as you like to stick to your
lessons, you may just go and write for a copy, ¢ I must do as
I’'m bid.'”

Agnes quitted the room in silence, and Mrs. Barnaby pre-
pared to receive her new friend, Miss Morrison, who she doubted
not would call before the hour she had named as the fashion-
able time for repairing to the public library ; nor was she at
all displeased by this abrupt departure, as, for obvious reasons,
it was extremely inconvenient for her to have Agnes present
when she felt inclined to enter upon a little autobiography.
But, while anticipating this agreeable occupation, she recalled,
as she set herself to work upon one of her beautiful collars,
the scrape she had got into respecting her park, and firmly
resolved not even to mention a paddock to Miss Morrison by
name, whatever other flights of fancy she might indulge in.

“ This has been no idle day with me as yet,” thought she,
as she proceeded with her elegant satin-stitch. ... “ I have
got well stared at, though only in my close straw-bonnet, at
the pump-room, — have made a capital new acquaintance,
and,” — remembering with a self-approving smile all she had
said to Mr. Pringle, — ¢ I know I have not been sowing seed
on barren ground....I have not forgotten how glad my
poor dear Barnaby was to get hold of something new. . . . He
will repeat it every word, I’ll answer for him.”

CHAPTER XIIL

THE ACQUAINTANCE RIPENS INTO FRIENDSHIP. —USEFUL INFORMATION

OF ALL SORTS.——AN EXCELLENT METHOD OF TALKING PRENCH, AT
TENDED WITH LITTLE LABOUR AND CERTAIN SUCCESS.=— A COLLECTCR.
=== A SALE-ROOM.—— A PEER OF THE REALM.,

Tue visit of Miss Morrison, which quickly followed, was long

and confidential. Mrs. Barnaby very condescendingly explained

to ber all the peculiar circumstances of ler pasition, which
v &
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sendered her the most valuable friend in the world, and alw
the most eligible match extant for a man of rank and fortune;
but all these latter particulars were communicated under the
seal of secrecy, never, upon any account, to be alluded o
mentioned to any one ; and in return for all this, Miss Morrism
gave the widow a catalogue raisonné of the most i

men at present in Cheltenham, together with the best account
of their rent-rolls and expectancies that it had been in the
power of pertinacious questionings to elicit. But it would be
superfluous to narrate this part of the conversation at length
as the person and affairs of many a goodly gentleman wer
canvassed therein, who, as they never became of much im-
portance to Mrs. Barnaby, can be of none to those occupied by
the study of her character and adventures. There were other
points, however, canvassed in this interview, which were pro-
ductive of immediate results ; and one of these was the grem
mmportance of attending the sales by auction, which, sometimes
preluded by soft music, and always animated as they went o
by the most elegant conversation, occupied the deawu monds of
Cheltenham for many hours of every day.

“ Your descriptions are delightful, Miss Morrison !” ex-
claimed the animated widow. I codd almost fancy myself
there already, . . . . and go I will constantly, you may depend
upon that ;... .and I want to consult you about another thing,
Miss Morrison. . . . There’s my niece, you know — the litte
gitl you saw at breakfast . . . . do you think it would be quite
the thing to make her leave her books and lessons, and all that,
to waste her time at the sales? . . . . And besides, baby as she
is, she gets more staring at than I think at all good for her.”

¢ Jay non doot paw,” replied Miss Morrison, ¢ for she is
divinely handsome, say toon bow tay par fit, as they say at
Paris ; and my belief is, that if you wish to be the fashion at
Cheltenham, the best thing you can do is to let her be seen
every day, and all day long. That face and figure must take,
say clare.”

Mrs. Barnaby fell into a reverie that lasted some minutes.
That she did wish to be the fashion at Cheltenham was certain,
but the beauty of Agnes was not exactly the means by which
she would best like to obtain her wish. She had hoped to
depend solely on her own beauty snd her own talents, but she
"% not insensible to the manifest advantage of Naving twe




THE WIBOW BaSNABY. 285

strings to her bow; and as the ambition, which made her de-
termine to be great, was quite as powerful as the vanity which
made her determine to be beautiful, the scheme of making
Agnes a partner in her projects of fascination and conquest was
at least worthy of consideration.

¢ 1 must think about it, Miss Morrison,” she replied ;
¢ there is no occasion to decide this minute.”

¢ Poing do too,” said Miss Morrison ; I always like myself
to walk round a thing, as I call it, before I decide to take it.
Besides, my dear madam, a great deal depends upon knowing
what is your principal object. . . . Bo coo depong de sell aw.
« . - If you intend to be at all the parties, to be marked with a
buzz every time you enter the pump-room, the ball-room, or
the sales, I would say, dress up that young lady in the most
elegant and attractive style possible, and you will be sure to
succeed . . . . paw le mowyndra doot de sell aw. . . . But if, on
the other hand, your purpose is to marry yourself, set o tra
shews, and you must act altogether in a different way.”

“ I understand you, my dear Miss Morrison, perfectly,”
replied the widow, greatly struck by the sound sense and clear
perception of her new friend ; “ and I will endeavour, with
the most perfect frankness, to make you understand all my
plans, for I feel sure that you deserve my full confidence, and
that nobody can be more capable of giving me good advice.
« « - The truth is, Miss Morrizon, that 1 do wish to marry
again. My fortune, indeed, is ample enough to afford me
every luxury I can wish for;....but a widowed heart,
my dear Miss Morrison . . . . a widowed heart is a heavy load -
to bear, where the temper, like mine, is full of the softest
sensibility and all the tenderest affections. . . . Therefore, as I
said, it i¢ my wish to marry again; but God forbid I should
be weak and wicked enough to do so in any way unbecoming
my station in society,—a station to which I have every right,
as well from birth as fortune. No attachment, however strong,
will ever induce me to forget what I owe to my family and to
the world ; and unless circumstances shall enable me rather to
raise than debase myself in society, I will never, whatever my
feelings may be, permit myself to marry at all.”

““ Crowyee moy vous awgy raisong shate dam !” exclaimed
Miss Morrison. .

. ““Such being the case,” resumed the widow, I\ apeess
v 4



to me evident, that the first object to be attended to is the
getting into good society ;' and if, in order to obtain this ]
find it necessary to bring forward Agnes Willoughby, it must §
certainly be done . . . . especially as her singing is much mor
remarkable, I believe, than even the beauty of her person.”

< Et he po-se-ble #” said Miss Morrison, joyfully. ¢ Then,
in that case, share a me, there is nothing in the whole world, of
any sort or kind, that can prevent your being sought out and
invited to every fashionable house in the place. An ugly gid,
that sings well, may easily get herself asked wherever she chooss
to go; but a beautiful one, aveck ung talong samblabel, may
not only go herself, but carry with her as many of her friends
as she pleases.”

“ Really !”” .. .. said Mrs. Barnaby, thoughtfully. ¢ This
is a great advantage:....and you feel sure, Miss Morrison,
that if I do make up my mind to bring her forward, this
will be the case? ”

“ O we,” replied her friend confidently, “set ung fay certaing
- « . . there is no doubt about it ; and if you will, I am resdy
to make you a bet of five guineas, play or pay, that if you
contrive to make her be seen and heard once, you will have
your table covered with visiting cards before the end of the
week . . . . nong douty paw.”

“Well!....we must consider gbout it, Miss Morrison;
« .. .but I should like, I think, to go first to some of these
crowded places that you talk about without her, just to see
« « « . that is, if you would be kind enough to go with me.”

“ Most certainly I will,” replied Miss Morrison, ¢ aveek
leplu grang plesire. . . . Suppose we go to the sale-rooms this
morning ? There is a vast variety of most useful and beau-
tiful things to be sold to-day, and as they always go for no-
thing, you had better bid a little. It is thought stylish.”

¢ And must certainly draw attention,’”’ said Mrs. Barnaby,
with vivacity.

 You are quite right.. . .say &g, . .. .and it is just about
time to get ready. . . . All our gentlemen will be there, you
may be sure; and perhaps, you know, some one of them may
join us, which is a great advantage, . . . . for nothing makes
women look so much like nobody as having no man near
them ... As to marriage, I don’t think of it for myself ... . jay
pre mong party; . . » -but I confess I do hate to be any where
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without the chance of a man’s coming to speak to one.,..
mays, eel foh meytra mong shappo . . . . o reyvoyr ! "’

Mrs. Barnaby now found herself at last obliged to confess
she did not understand her. '

¢« Of course I know French perfectly,” she said ; ¢ but as
I bave never been in the country, and not much in the habit
of speaking it, even at home, I cannot always follow you. . . .
I would give a great deal, Miss Morrison, to speak the lan-
guage as beautifully as you do!”

¢ It is a great assistance in society, certainly,” replied Miss
Morrison, very modestly ; ‘““but I do assure you that it is
quite impossible for any body in the world to speak it as I do
without being in the country, and taking the same incessant
pains as I did. As to learning it from books, it is all nonsense
to think of it ... . how in the world is one to get the accent
and pronunciation ? . . . . But I must say that I believe few
people ever learned so much in so short a time as I did. I
invented a method for myself, without which I should never
have been able to speak as I do. I never was without my
pencil and paper in my hand, and I wrote down almost every
word I heard, in such a manner as that I was always able to
read it myself, without asking any body. The English of it
all I got easily afterwards, for almost every body understands
me when I read my notes according to my own spelling,
especially English people ; and these translations I wrote down
over against my French, which I call making both a2 grammar
and dictionary entirely of my own invention, . . . and I have
often been complimented upon it, I assure you.”

“ And I'm sure you well deserve it. I never heard any
thing so clever in my life,” replied Mrs. Barnaby. * But how
soon shall we begin our walk ? ”

¢ Now directly, if you please . . . . T will go and put on my
hat . ... that was what I said to you in French . ... Eel fok
meytra mong shappo.”

Mrs. Barnaby then repaired to her toilet ; and having done
her very utmost to make herself as conspicuously splendid
and beautiful as possible, turned to Agnes, who was still
writing in her dark corner, and said, . . .. “ You had better
finish what you are about, Agnes, and I hope it is something
that will improve you .... I am going out with Miss Mor-
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rison on business. . . .and if the evening is fine, I will ke
you a walk somewhere or other.”

Agnes again blessed their rencontre with this valnshie sy
friend, and saw the satin and feathers of her aunt disspper
with a feeling of great thankfulness that she was spared the
necessity of attending them.

' . . » . ™

On leaving Mrs. Barnaby, Mr. Alexander Pringle paid 1
visit to his good friend and patient Lady Elizabeth Nons
(the aunt of Colonel Hubert), who, as usual, was pasing s
few weeks of the season at Cheltenham, as much for the sk
of refreshing her spirits by the variety of its company, as for
the advantage of taking a daily glass of water at its spring
The worthy apothecary was as useful by the information sl
gossipings he furnished on the former subject, as by ks
instructions on the latter, and was invariably called im, the
day after her ladyship’s arrival, however perfect the state of
her health might be ; and given, moreover, to understand thet
a repetition of a professional visit would be expected at lesst
three times a week during her stay.

He now found the old lady sitting alone ; for Sir Edward
and Lady Stephenson, who were her guests, were ergaged in
one of their favourite morning expeditions, exploring the besa-
tiful environs of the town, a pleasure which they enjoyed s
uninterruptedly as the most sentimental newly-married pair
could desire, as, by a strange but very general spirit of eco-
nomy, few of the wealthy and luxurious visitants of Chelten-
bam indulge themselves in the expense of a turnpike.

“Soh! Pringle. .. .you are come at last, are you ?* said
Lady Elizabeth. ... I have been expecting you thishour....
the Stephensons are off and away again to the world’s end, in
search of wild flowers and conjugal romance, leaving me to my
own devices — a privilege worth little or nothing, unless you
can add something new to my list here for next Wednesdsy.”

¢ Perhaps I may be able to assist your ladyship,” returned
ber Esculapius;  that is, provided Lady Stephenson knows
nothing about it, for I fear she has not yet forgiven my intro-
duction of Mr. Myrtle and the two Misses Tonkins.”

¢ Stuff and nonsense ! . . . . What does it signify, now she
is married and out of the way, what animals I get into my
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menagerie? . . . . But I don’t think, Pringle, that you are
half such a clever truffle-dog as you used to be.... What a
time it is since you have told me of any thing new !”

¢ Upon my word, my lady, it is not my feult,” replied the
apothecary, laughing ; © I never see or hear any thing abroad
without treasuring it in my memory for your ladyship’s ser-
vice ; and I am now come expressly to mention a new arrival’
at the , which appears to promise well.”

¢ I rejoice. . . . Is it male or female?”

¢ Female, my lady, and there are two.” -

¢ Of the same species, and the same race?”

¢ Decidedly not ; but the contrast produces 2 very pleasant
effect ; and, moreover, though infinitely amusing, they are
quite comme il faut. 1 understand the elder lady is sister to
Mrs. Peters of Clifton.”

Mr. Pringle then proceeded to describe his visit to Mrs.
Barnaby, and did justice to the florid style of her beauty,
dress, and conversation. But when he came to speak of the
young girl who was vouée au noir, and of her aunt’s pertina-
cious resolution that she should take the waters and be treated
as an invalid, notwithstanding the very excellent state of her
health, the old lady rubbed her hands together, and exultingly
exclaimed, “Good!....admirable!....You are a very
fine fellow, Pringle, and have hit this off well. Why, man,
I saw your delightful widow this morning at the pump, rouge,
ringlets, and all;.... I saw her taste the waters and turn
sick ; and now, because she must have a reason for showing
herself at the pump, she is going to make the poor girl drink
for her. . . . Capital creature!.... I understand it all....
poor little girl ! . . . . And so the widow wants acquaintance
does she ? .. . . I offer myself, my drawing-room shall be open
to her, Pringle. ... And now, how can I manage to get in-
troduced to her ?”

“ You will not find that very difficult, Lady Elizabeth,
depend upon it. . 4 . I will undertake to promise for this Mrs.
Barnaby, that she will be visible wherever men and women
congregate. At the ball, for instance, to-morrow night ; does
your ladyship intend to be there ?”

¢ Certainly. . . . And if she be there, I will manage the
matter of introduction, with or without intervention, and so
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sbtain this full-blown peony for my show on Wednesly
next.”
» » * * - -

Whilst fate and Mr. Pringle werz thus labouring in ow
quarter of the town to bring Mrs. Barnaby into notice, sk
was herself not idle in another in her exertions to produce the
same effect. The sale-room, to which the experienced Min
Morrison led her, was already full when they entered it; h
the little difficulty which preceded their obtaining seats ws
rather favourable to them than otherwise ; for, as if on pw.
pose to display the sagacity of that lady’s prognostications, tw
of the gentlemen who had made part of their company at
breakfast, not only made room for them, but appeared wdl
disposed to enter into conversation, and to offer every atten.
tion they could desire,

¢ Mr. Griffiths, if I mistake not,” said Miss Morrison, bow-
ing to one of them ; ““I hope you have been quite well, sir,
since we met last year. . .. Give me leave to introduce Mr
Griffiths, Mrs. Barnaby.”

1 am happy to make your acquaintance,” said the gentle-
man, bowing low. Your young friend whom I saw with
you this morning is not here . . . . is she ?”

“ No, sir,” replied Mrs. Barnaby, in the most amiable tone
imaginable ; ¢ the dear girl is pursuing her morning studies
at home.”

¢ Introduce me, Griffiths,” whispered his companion.

¢ Mr. Patterson, Mrs. Barnaby ; Mr. Patterson, Miss Mor-
rison,” and a very social degree of intimacy appeared to be
immediately established.

“ Oh ! what a lovely vase!” exclaimed Mrs. Barnaby.

‘“ What an elegant set of candlesticks !” cried Miss Mor-
rison, as the auctioneer brought forward the articles to be bid
for, which being followed by a variety of interesting observ-

-~ 5

ations on nearly all the people, and nearly all the goods dis-
played before them, afforded Mrs. Barnaby such an opportunity
of being energetic and animated, that more than one eye-glass
was turned towards her, producing that reciprocity of cause
and effect which it is so interesting to trace ; for the more the
gentlemen and ladies looked at her, the more Mrs. Barnaby
talked and laughed, and the more Mrs. Barnaby talked and
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laughed, the more the genflemen and ladies looked at her.
Flattered, fluttered, and delighted beyond measure, the eyes of
the widow wandered to every quarter of the room; and for
some time every quarter of the room appeared equally interest-
ing to her ; but.at length her attention was attracted by the
almost fixed stare of an individual who stood in the midst of a
knot of gentlemen at some distance, but nearly opposite to the

place she occupied.
¢ Can you tell me, sir, who that tall, stout gentleman is in
the green frock-coat, with lace and tassels? . ... That one

who is.looking this way with an eye-glass.”

¢ The gentleman with red hair ?” returned Mr. Patterson,
to whom the question was addressed.

“ Yes, that one, rather sandy, but a very fine-looking man.”

¢¢ That is Lord Mucklebury, Mrs. Barnaby.. . . He is a great
amateur of beauty ; and, upon my word, he seems exceedingly
taken with some fair object or other in this part of the room.”

The sight of land after a long voyage is delightful . ...
rest is delightful after labour, food after fasting; but it may
be doubted if either of these joys could bear comparison with
the emotion that now swelled the bosom of Mrs. Barnaby.
This was the first time, to the best of her knowledge and
belief, that she had ever been looked at by a lord at all .. ..
and what a look it was!....No passing glance, no slight
unmeaning regard, directed first to one and then to another
beauty, but a long, steady, direct, and unshrinking stare, such
as might have made many women leave the room, but which
caused the heart of Mrs. Barnaby to palpitate with a degree
of ecstasy which she had never felt before — no, not even
when the most admired officer of a new battalion first fixed
his looks upon her in former days, and "advanced in the eyes
of all the girls to ask her to dance ; . . . . for no lord any thing
had ever done so; and thus, the fulness of her new-born joy,
while it had the vigorous maturity of ripened age, glowed
also with the early brightness of youth. It might indeed have
been said of Mrs. Barnaby at that moment, that, ¢ like Mrs.
Malaprop and the orange-tree, she bore blossom and fruit at
once.” '

One proof of the youthful freshness of her emotion was the
very naive maunner in which it was betrayed. She could not
sit still . , . . her eyes rose and fell . . . . her head turned aud
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twisted . . . . her reticule opened and shut . . . . and the
man who set all this going must have had much less expe
rience than my Lord Mucklebury, if he had not immedisy
perceived the effect of himself and his ey

Could Mrs. Barnaby have known at that moment the i
fluence produced by the presence of Miss Morrison, she wouli
have wished her a thousand fathoms deep in the ocean; fx
certain it is, that nothing but her well-known little quizsia
air of unquestionable Cheltenham respectability prevented the
noble lord from crossing the room, and amusing himself, witk
out the ceremony of an introduction, in conversing with the
sensitive lady, whose bright eyes and bright rouge had dnn
his attention to her. As it was, however, he thought he hal
better not, and contented himself by turning to his ever-asfd
friend Captain Singleton, and saying in a tone, the familimity
of which failed not to make up for its imperiousness, * Singe-
ton!....go and find out who that great woman is in the
green satin and pink feathers . . . . there’s a good fellow.”

Mirs. Barnaby did not hear the words, but she saw the misr
sion as plainly as my Lord Mucklebury saw her, and her hemt
thereupon began to beat so violently, that she had no bresth
left to demand the sympathy of her friend under circumstanes
so pregnant with interest. But though she hardly knew whese
she was, nor what she did, she still retained sufficient pre-
sence of mind to mark how the obedient envoy addressed him-
self (and, alas! in vain) first to one lounger, and then to
another, who all replied by a shake of the head, which said
with terrible distinctness, ¢ I don’t know.””

¢ Gracious heaven, how provoking !” murmured Mrs. Bar-
naby, as she pressed her delicately-gloved hand upon her hesrt
to still its beating....‘ He will leave the room without
finding out my name!” .. ..Had she been only a few hours
longer acquainted with Mr. Patterson, it is highly probable
she would have desired him, if asked by the little gentlemsn
in black, so actively making his way through the crowd, what
her name was, just to have the kindness to mention that it
was Barnaby. But though very civil, Mr. Patterson wes
rather ceremonious; and the unsuccessful messenger had re-
turned to his lord, and delivered all the shakes of the hesd
which he had received condensed into one, before she could
tesolve on s0 frank a mode of proceeding. For a few wmo-
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ments longer, however, thé amused nobleman continued his
fascinating gase; and then, giving a signal with his eye to
Singleton that it was his pleasure to move, that active person-
age cleared the way before him ; and the fat viscount, with
his hands in his waistcoat-pockets, stalked out of the room, but
not without turning his head, and giving one bold, final, open-
eyed, steady look at the agitated widow.

“ That man is my fate!” she softly whispered to her loul,
as the last frog on the hinder part of his coat had passed from
her eye; ... and then, like the tender convolvolus when the
sunbeam that reached it has passed away, she drooped and
faded till she looked move like a sleeping picture of Mrs. Bar-
naby than Mrs. Barnaby herself.

Do you not find the room very close, Miss Morrison? "
said she, after enduring for a minute or two the sort of vacuum
that seemed to weigh upon her senses.

“ Poing do too,” replied Miss Morrison, speaking through
her nose, which was one method by which she was wont to
convey the true Parisian accent, when she desired that it should
be particularly perfect. ... Poing do too, Mrs. Barnaby, ....
however, I am quite ready to go if you like it, for I don’t think
I shall buy any thmg this morning, and I don’t see many ac
quaintance here.”

Mrs. Barnaby immediately rose; the two civil gentlemen
made way for them, and the widow, followed by her friend,
walked out & more pensive, though not, perhaps, a less hnppy-
woman, than when she walked in.

CHAPTER XIV.

A CHELTENHAM BALL.,~—AN INTRODUCTION,—— A CONQUEST,

A orEAT deal of profound meditation was bestowed by Mrs,
Barnaby on the occurrences of that morning before the time
arrived for the toilet, preparatory to the ball of the succeeding
night. All these will show themselves in their results as they
arise ; and for the present it will be only necessary to mention,
that, in providing for this toilet, every thing approaching to
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the sordid cares dictated by economy was banished. The tim
was too short to admit of her ordering a new dress for thisoe
casion ; though the powerful feeling at work-within her esum
a white satin, decorated in every.possible way with the richat
blonde, to be bespoken for the next. Every other article thi
Cheltenham could furnish (and it being the height of the m
son, Paris itself could hardly do more for her,) every ot
species of expensive decoration, short of diamonds and pex,
was purchased for this important ball, at which somethiy
within her — speaking with the authority of an oracle —d»
clared that she should become acquainted with Lord Muckle-
bury. Busy as were the afternoon and morning which inter-
vened, she found time for the very necessary business o
ordering her broker (he had been her father’s broker) to sl
out five hundred pounds stock for her ; and this done, and ber
letter safely deposited in the boarding-house letter-bag, sh
turned her thoughts towards Agnes.

She had certainly, to use her own language when reasoning
the point with herself, the very greatest mind in the world nat
to take her to the ball at all. But this mind, great as it was,
was not a settled mind, and was presently shaken by a sort of
instinctive consciousness that there was in Agnes, independent
of her beauty, a something that might help to give conse-
quence to her entrée. “ As to her dress,” thought she, “I
am perfectly determined that it shall be the same she ware at
Clifton, . . . . not so much on account of the expense . ...t
the present moment it would be madness to permit sucha
consideration to have any effect ; . . . . but because it gives her
an air more distinguished, more remarkable than any one
else;. .. and besides....who knows but that the contrast
of style, beautiful as she is, may be favourable to me? . ...I
have not forgotten our fellow-traveller from Silverton . ...
she seemed to freeze him. And let her freeze my adorable vis-
count too, so that I’ ....But here her thoughts came too
rapidly to dress themselves in words, and for a few minutes
her reverie was rather a tumult than a meditation.

¢ Yes, she shall go !” she exclaimed at last, rising from tly
sofa, and collecting a variety of precious parcels, the result of
her shopping ; *° Yes, she shall go to the ball ; and should any
Mnischief be likely to follow, I will make her go out tomm

Before the end of the week.”
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Having thus at last come to a determination, and upon
reasonings which she felt were not likely to be shaken, she
mounted to her sleeping apartment, and after indulging her-
self by spreading forth. various articles of newly-purchased
finery upon the bed, she turned to the corner in which Agnes,
_ her tiny table her books, and writing apparatus, were all

packed away together in the smallest possible space, and said,
“ Come here, Agnes . ... you must have done lessons enough
for to-day, and I have great news for you. Where do you
think I mean to take you to-night ?

Agnes cast her eyes upon the bed, and immediately anti-
cipating some public display of which she was doomed to be 2
witness, replied in a tone that was any thing but joyful, —
1 don’t know, aunt.”

I don’t know, aunt !” retorted Mrs. Barnaby, indignantly,
mimicking her tone. “ What an owl of a girl you are, Agnes!
«++..Oh, how unlike what I was at the same age!....
You don’t know ! . . .. I suppose you don’t, indeed ! There
is not another woman under the sun besides myself who would
do for a dependant, penniless girl, all I am doing for you. I
sacrifice every thing for you . ... my feelings, my health, my
money, and yet you look exactly as if I was going to take you
to school again, instead of to a ball !”

Agnes sighed ; she thought of her last ball —of all its pains
and all its pleasures ; and feeling but too sure that it was as
impossible she should escape the former, as improbable that
she should find the latter, she replied mournfully enough, <1
would rather not go, if you please, aunt. ... I do not like
balls.”

“ Upon my honour, Agnes, if I had not a temper that was
proof against every_thing, I should be tempted to box your
ears. . . . Is it possible to see any thing more disgustingly
hypocritical, than a girl of seventeen screwing herself up, and
saying, ¢ I do not like balls.’ . . . I wonder what you do like,
Miss Prim ? But, I promise you, I do not intend to ask your
leave for what I do; and as long as you eat my bread, you
will do as X bid you. ... or else, turn out, and provide for
yourself at once. Let me hear no more such stuff, if you
Please ; but take care to make yourself decent, and be ready to
]g;:' ?:fo the carriage exactly at nine o'clock.... Do you
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Clifton, . . . . and with Colonel Hubert too ; that’s her brother
you know. Pray, is he here too ?”

How Agnes trembled as she waited for the answer !

«I don’t know . . . . I have not seen him yet,” replied Miss
Morrison, ¢ and it is impossible to overlook him —set Aun um
seuperb ! ... . but comb heel hay fear /. ... Perhaps he will
come in presently : he is always ung pew tar at the balls, for
he never dances.”

« Oh! Iknow that,” said Mrs. Barnaby. . . .*J know him
perfectly well, I assure you.. . .. he is 2 most elegant person ;
but I suspect he is rather of a violent and jealous temper. . . .
However, I'm sure I wish he was here, and his friend Fre-
derick Stephenson too. . . . He's a charming young man, and
used to walk to Bristol with us, and dance three times a night
with Agnes.”

“ Dear me ! you don’t say so!” exclaimed Miss Morrison,
to whom the intelligence was extremely agreeable, as it re-
moved at once all doubts and fears respecting Mrs. Barnaby's
real station in society. . . . ¢ Well, then, I'm sure you ought
to know Lady Elizabeth Norris ; and I really must, somehow
or other, contrive to let her hear of your acquaintance with her
nephew, Colonel Hubert. They say she dotes upon him, and
that he is to be her heir. ... and that’s almost a pity, for he
has a noble fortune of his own already. Do you happen
to know how much his sister had, Mrs. Barnaby? . . . . Soine
say twenty, some thirty, some fifty thousand.”

““ Young Stephenson never happened to say any thing about
it that I recollect," replied the widow. . . . ¢ But, look ! Lady
Elizabeth is coming this way. ... You had better step for-
ward, Miss Morrison, that she may see you.”

But there was no occasion for any contrivance on the part
of Miss Morrison in order to obtain the notice of Lady Eliza-
beth ; for that lady having descried and recognised the party,
she immediately decided that Miss Morrison, whose acquaint-
ance she had cultivated for several successive seasons, on
account of her admirable French, should be for her the medium
of introduction to the pompous widow, who was clever enough
%o make her niece drink the waters instead of herself.

1t was, therefore, by a straight. and direct line that, sup-
ported by the arm of Sir Edward Stephenson, and followed by
his lady, she crossed the room from her awn place ta that

x 2



808 THE WIDOW BARNABY.

occupied by those whom (in her own particular manner) se
delighted to honour.

Miss Morrison’s surprise was as great as her satisfacin |
when she perceived this to be the case; and she felt her tri
doubled by her fine new acquaintance being the witness of it.

“ Bon jour, Miss Morrison,” said the old lady, holding ot
her hand ; “ toujours en bonne sante j'espere €

Amidst smiles and bows, and blushes and courtesies, Mis
Morrison replied.in her favourite jargon, —

 Mey we, me ladee . . . . and I hope your ladyship is the
same.”

¢ A good many old faces here, Miss Morrison, ard a good
many new ones too. You have friends with you whom I de
not remember to have seen before. ... You must introdue
me.,”

This request threw the good-natured spinster into a twitter
of delight which almost deprived her of the power of obeying it:
first she made a little movement with one hand, and then with
the other; while the ample Mrs. Barnaby stood in -happy
smiling expectation, and the tell, stiff-looking old lady con-
tinued gazing at the group through her half-closed eyes, and
determined on no account to hasten a process from which she
derived so great amusement.

At length the respective names were pronounced in their
proper order, that of the blushing Agnes being included. The
old lady gave her a look in which something of surprise was
mingled with curiosity, and suddenly turning round to Lady
Stephenson who stood behind her, she said, —

“ Come, Emily, you must be introduced too. . .. Mims
Willoughby . . . . Lady Stephenson.”

Mrs. Barnaby had prepared another smile, and another ms-
jestic bend for the presentation of herself to the fair bride;
but it did not follow; a disappointment for which she was
soon consoled by Lady Elizabeth’s sitting down, and gra-
ciously intimating, by an action of her hand, that the widow
might sit beside her.

Agnes meanwhile stood trembling from head to foot with
her eyes timidly fixed on the beautiful countenance of Colonel
Hubert's sister. As it was quite impossible her ladyship
could understand the cause of the agitation she inspired, so

neither was she at all aware of ita strength ; ok she vaw that
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the beautiful girl before her, notwithstanding the quiet, un-
studied grace of her appearance, was not at her ease, and
could only account for it by supposing that she was suffering
from extreme shiness, Lady Stephenson had not yet for-
gotten the time when she, too, had hardly dared to look up
unless her paternal brother, as she was wont to call him, stood
very mear to sustain her carriage, and sympathising with a
weakness that was in some degree constitutional in herself, she
felt disposed to take more notice of the fair stranger than she
usually bestowed upon persons introduced to her by the
whimsical caprices of her aunt.

Lady Stephenson was, however, altogether mistaken. . . .
Agnes was not at that moment suffering from shiness ; there
was timidity certainly in the pleasure with which she listened
to the voice and gazed at the features of Colonel Hubert’s
sister ; but still it was pleasure, and very nearly the most
lively she had ever experienced. }

“ You are at Cheltenham for the first time, Miss Wil
loughby ?” said the bride.

“ Yes,” replied Agnes;  we only arrived two days ago.”

There was not much opportunity of indicating feeling of
any kind by these words ; nevertheless, the manner in which
they were spoken, and the sweet expression of the beautiful
eyes that were raised to hers, convinced Lady Stephenson that
however shy her new acquaintance might be, she greatly liked
to be spoken to, and accordingly continued the conversation,
which, to her own surprise, warmed so much as it proceeded,
that at length her aunt being evidently settled down for an
elaborate developement of the absurdities, whatever they might
be, of her new acquaintance, she offered her arm, inviting her
to take a turn round the room,

Could this be real? ....Was it possible that she was
walking round the Cheltenham ball-room on the arm of
Colonel Hubert's sister ? But though the happy Agnes asked
herself this question again and again, neither the asking nor
the answering it prevented her bearing her part in a con-
versation that made her so exquisitely happy with all the pretty
earnestness of one interested in every word that was said to
her, and too ‘young and fresh-minded to conceal the pleasure
she felt. .

Lady Stephenson was unexpectedly pleased with her young

x3
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vompanion; there was no mixture of niaiserie in the simphcity
of Agnes; and though her ladyship in no degree shared he
aunt’s extravagant passion for originals, she had in her om
quiet way 2 reasonably strong liking for whatever appeared v
her untainted by affectation. The beauty of Agnes migh
perhaps have had some share in the pleasure she gave; bnt
certain it is, that, after taking two or three turns together in-
stead of one, and perceiving Lady Elizsabeth about to mere
her quarters in search of fresh amusement, she shook hands
with Agnes before parting with her so cordially, that she fet
called upon to offer some reason for it to her husband, wh
had quitted her during her promenade, but was now returned.

¢ That is by far the most enchanting girl, Edward, in per
son, mind, and manners, that I ever remember to have met
with. . . . How very strange that she should belong to ome of
my aunt’s collection.” !

¢ She is vastly beautiful, Emily,” replied Sir Edwand,
‘““and I suspect that covers a multitude of sins in your eyes;
for I observe you never fail to pick out the beauties, go where
you will: I declare I think your eyes are infinitely sharper
than mine in this way. . . . Having once found out the fairest
of the fair, I do not feel so much interest as I used to do in
looking about me.”

“ A very pretty speech, Sir Edward,” returned the lsdy,
laughing ; “ but that sweet girl’s beauty is not her greatest
fascination. I must ask Lady Elizabeth whether she found
the magnificent lady to whom she has been devoting herself
answer her expectations.”

When this question was put to the old lady, however, she
bluntly answered, ¢ No, not at all. ... She is as dull as s
prize-ox decorated with ribands at a fair.”

1 am sorry to hear it,” observed Lady Stephenson, * for
T have lost my heart to the fair girl in black whom she seems
to lead about as a contrast to her radiant self. . .. I marve
what the connection can be. . . . It is plain they are not related,
from the deep mourning of the one and the rainbow brilliance
of the other.”

“ Your inference is altogether wrong, my Lady Stephen-
son;....one of this Madam Barnaby’s long stories was
about this melancholy miss, who is her niece, and who will
wewr mourning in spite of her. . . . 1 must watch them =t Se
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pump, just to see if the girl makes up for her disobedience in
this respect by swallowing the waters, which. Pringlé says the
aunt is determined she shall take, . . . . and after that I shall
trouble myself no more about them. . .. The great woman
does not answer ; she is a vulgar, pompous, every-day bore.”

« Pray do not give her quite up, aunt, for my sake,” said
Lady Stephenson ; ¢ for I have set my fancy upon seeing a
great deal more of her niece . . .. who, by the way, for so
pertinacious a mourner, is wanderfully sprightly ; . . . . but I
must flatter myself she found consolation in my society. I
must beg you to cultivate the acquaintance a little farther.”

“ This is something quite new, Emily,” replied the old
lady. < It is the first time, I believe, that you ever conde-
scended to take any interest in my menagerie . . . . Far be it
from me, my dear, to check so happy a symptom of an im-
proving intellect . ... I have already asked the ‘expansive
widow and her delicate shadow for Wednesday ; and if your
fever for cementing a friendship with the latter should happen
to continue, yield tp it by all means. . .. You know, Emily,
I never wish to control anybody’s set of favourites, provided
always that nobody interferes with my own.”’

The only pleasure which the rest of the evening afforded
Agnes arose from studying the features, and still more the
countenance, of Lady Stephenson, whenever she was fortunate
enough to be within sight of her. No one asked her to dance,
and no word was uttered within her hearing that gave her the
least amusement. One single circumstance cheered the tedious
hours during which she was doomed to sit, with her aunt
Barnaby before her eyes, in a terror which increased every
moment lest she should draw ¢he eyes of every one else in the
room upon her. This single circumstance was, that the sister
of Colonel Hubert, when standing at three feet of distance
from her, turned her head and said, with a smile of strong
family affinity to his own, —

“ I find that I am to have the pleasure of seeing you on
Wednesday at my aunt’s, Miss Willoughby....I am very
glad of it. ... Good night!”....and soon afterwards the
party left the room.

Far different was the fate of Mrs. Barnaby. The evening
began for her very gloriously, for she had been spoken to by a
Lady Elizabeth ! but it ended in rapture, . . . . for, before its

X 4
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close, Lord Mucklebury made his appearance, stared at her agsin
with the most marked impertinence, inquired and learned her
name from Mr. Pringle, by whom he was at his express desire
presented, and finally he placed himself beside her on the sofa,
where he remained for at least twenty minutes, talking to her
in a style that might be said without the slightest exaggeration
to have thrown her into a state of temporary delirium,

Nor had it failed to produce some emotion in the noble
lord ; nay, it is probable it might have lasted longer, had it
amused him less; for when he took his leave of the widow,
expressing his hope that he should be happy enough to meet
her again, he moved with a step rather quicker than ordinary
to ensconce himself among a knot of men who were amusing
themselves by communicating to each other the most ludicrous
remarks on the company, in a distant corner of the room.

¢ Have you really torn yourself away from that magnificent
specimen of womanhood, Mucklebury ?*’ said one of the group
as he approached them. ... She is evidently magnetic, by
the manner in which you have been revolving round her for
some time; and if magnetic, and the power at all
tioned to the volume, it is a miracle that you ever left her side
again.”

¢ I never would leave her aside again,” replied Loord Mueckle-
bury, laughing immoderately, ““did I not fear that I should
fall at her feet in a fit. . . . . Oh! she is glorious !”*

¢ Who and what is she, in God’s name?” said another.

“ Whois she?....Barnaby!....Bless her ! — Mistress
Barnaby!....What is she?.... A widow.. .. Darling
creature ! . ... a widow, fair, fat, and forty.... most fat!
—most fair!....and, oh! a pigeon, a dove, — a very turtle-
dove for kindness ™

¢ She is really handsome, though. . ... isn’t she, Muckle-
bury ?* said one.

“ Yes, upon my soul she is!” replied the viscount more
seriously, “ and bears looking at too remarkably well, notwith-
standing the pot-full of coarse rouge that it pleases her to
carry about on each of her beautiful cheeks.”

¢ And by what blessed chance has your lordship been fa-
voured with an introduction ? . . . . Or did your-lordship so far
overcome your constitutional timidity, as to introduce yourself?*

“ Alarm not your.spirit on that score, Digby,” replied.Lord
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Mucklebury. *“The medium of introduction was illustrious,
« + - - but my passion was anterior to it,. ... for the history
of our loves was in this wise. It is said of me....I know
not how truly. . .. that my taste in beauty tends somewhat to-
wards the Blowzabella order . . . . Be this as it may, it is cer-
tain that yesterday morning, between the hours of two and three,
being actively employed for the good of myself and my cauntry
in Johnson’s sale-room, I felt myself penetrated, perforated,
pierced, and transfixed by the very bright eyes of this remark-
able lady; . ... whereupon, overpowering my constitutional
timidity, Digby, I fixed my regards, eye-glass and all, upon
her;. .. .but the result was astonishing . . . . Did any of you,
gentlemen, ever happen to watch the effect of the sun’s rays
when thrown upon some soft substance (a pound of butter for
example) through the medium of a burning-glass? ....Such
and so great was that produced by the rays of my right eye
when sent through my eye-glass upon this charming creature
.+ . . She warmed, trembled, yea, visibly melted under it. I
inguired her name on the spot, but in vain. This evening I
have been more successful, and now I have the inexpressible
felicity of being enrolled as an acquaintance of this inimitable
widow.”

“ A very interesting narrative,” said one of his auditors ;
“ and may I ask your lordship what it can be that has now in-
duced you to leave her fair side all unguarded ?”

« FEcstasy, Tom!....I had not strength to witness the
emotions I inspired.. . .I tell you, I must have fallen at her
feet had I continued near her.”

* » » - * »

The conversation of these merry gentlemen went on for some
time longer in the same strain, forming a contrast, perhaps not
very uncommon, to the solemn and serious meditations of Mrs.
Barnaby on the very same circumstances which caused their
mirth, Far, however, from exaggerating the effect he had
produced, Lord Mucklebury had little or no idea of its strength -
and reality. He fancied the lady inflammable, and easily
touched by any appearance of admiration ; but it never entered
his head to suppose that his flourishing speeches and audacious
eyes had given birth in her mind to the most sanguine hope,
and the most deliberate intention, of becoming Viscountess
Mucklebury.
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Sudden as the formation, of these hopes and intentions my
appear, it would be doing injustice to Mrs. Barnaby were the
reader suffered to believe that they were permitted to tk
poesession of her heedlessly. She remembered Major Alla
. « « . she remembered the agony of the moment in which s
beheld his friend Maintry appear in the character of a thie;
and sweet to her ears as was the title of her new. conquest, de
did not suffer it to charm away her resolution of discoveriy
whether he were poor or rich. Every inquiry tended to prow
that she was safe in the direction which her ambition and be
love had now taken. Lord Mucklebury was a widower, with
an only son very nobly provided for, and as capable of making
a good jointure, if he married again, as a widow’s heart could
wish,

Now then all that remained to be done was to foster the
admiration she had inspired into a passion strong enough b
induce the moble wiscount to settle that jointure upon he
Nothing could be more just than her reasoninge—enothing more
resolute than her purpose. She knew she was handsome, she
felt it to be advisable that she should appear rich ; and wih
the devoted feeling of a warrior who throws away his acabberd
as he rushes to the onslaught, Mrs. Barnaby lheroically st
herself to win her way to victory — ocodte qus codte.

CHAPTER XV.

NEW HOPES BEGET A NEW STYLE OF EXISTENCE.—A PARTY.— AGNES
HAS SOME SUCCESS, WHICH MRS, BARNABY DOES NOT QUITE APFROVL
—— LORD MUCKLEBURY ENTERS INTO EPISTOLARY CORRESPONDENCE
WITH THE WIDOW, BY WHICH HER HOPES ARE RAISED TO THE HIGHRESS
PITCH, — BUT LORD MUCKLEBURY LEAVES CHELTENHAM.

Lorp MuckLEBURY was & gay man in every sense of the
word. He loved a jest almost as well as a dinner, and would
rather have been quoted as the sayer of a good thing than as
the doer of a great one. He had enjoyed life with fewer
drawbacks from misfortune than most men; and haVing
reached the age of forty, had made up his mind, as sobexly as
he could do on any subject, that the only privilege of the
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aristocracy worth valuing was the leisure they enjoyed, or
might enjoy if they chose it, for amusing themselves. Nature
intended him for a good-tempered man, but fun had spoiled
him ; having laughed with every body for the first twenty
years of his life, he learned during the second that it was a
better joke still to laugh at them ; and accordingly, the prin-
cipal material for the wit on which his reputation rested, was
derived, at the time Mrs. Barnaby made his acquaintance, from
an aptitude to perceive the absurdities of his fellow-creatures,
and a most unshrinking audacity in exposing them.

Having pointed out Mrs. Barnaby to a set of his clever
friends as the joke in whiclr he meant to indulge during the
three or four weeks of Cheltenham discipline to which he an-
nually submitted, it became necessary to his honour that he
should prove her to be ridiculous enough to merit the distinc-
tion ; and he knew well enough that all she required to make
her perfect in this line was as much nonsense from himself as
would keep her vanity afloat. The occupation suited him
exactly; it threatened little fatigue, and promised much amuse-
ment ; so that by the time Mrs. Barnaby had made up her
mind to win and wear his lordship’s coronet, he had decided
with equal sincerity of purpose to render her the jest of the
season to his Cheltenham acquaintance.

An hour’s close examination of Miss Morrison concerning
the maniére d étre of the beau monde during the season sufficed
to convince the widow that, expensive as the boarding-house
had appeared to her, it was far from being all that was neces-
sary for her present purpose. She must have a carriage,—
she must have a tall footman,—she must have a smart lady’s
maid ; — and great was the credit due to the zeal and activity
of this invaluable friend for the promptitude and despatch with
which these indispensable articles were supplied. Some idea
of this may be gathered from the fact, that the carriage which
conveyed them to the house of Lady Elizabeth Norris was
one hired, horses, coachman, and all, for the season ; while
<he first applicant of six feet high who' appeared, in conse-
quence of the earnest requisition for such an individual made
«t half-a-dozen different shops, followed the widow in a full
suit of livery the following Sunday to church.

Agnes looked on at first with wonder, which a little re-
flection converted into great misery. She knew absolutey
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nothing as to the amount of her aunt's fortune ; but there v
a wild heedlessness of expense in her present mannmer of
ceeding that, despite her ignorance, made her tremble for tk |
result. The idea that she might, by persevering industy,
render herself fit to become a governess, was that yhich ma
tended to console her ; but Agnes’s estimate of what wasxe
quired for this was a very high one; and greatly did se
rejoice to find that her aunt permitted her to be wholly mistres
of her time, seldom inviting her to go out, and receiving b
apologies for declining to do so with a degree of complacensy |
which plainly enough showed they were not unwelcome.

Lady Elizabeth Norris’s party was five days after the ball;
and before it arrived Mrs. Barnaby had persuaded herself inh
the firmest possible conviction of Lord Mucklebury’s devoiad
attachment and honourable intentions, Had his lordship nat
been one of the invited guests, Mrs. Barnaby would unque-
tionably have given up the engagement, though but a few shat
days before it had appeared tb her very like a permission t
enter the gates of paradise ; but her estimate of all tlungl s
changed ; she was already a viscountess in all her reasoning,
and perhaps the only person who held an unchanged valae was
the poor Agnes, whose helpless dependance could not place
her in a position of less consideration than it had done before.

 Pray, Miss Agnes, is it your pleasure to go to Lady
Elizabeth Norris’s this evening ?”” said Mrs. Barnaby, while
watching her new maid’s assiduous preparations for her own
toilet.

¢ Oh, yes, aunt, if you have no objection. . .. I should
like to go very much indeed.”

“ Nay, child, you may go if you wish it. ... I imagine it
will prove but a humdrum sort of thing. ... Wear the same
dress that you did at the ball. . . . My maid shall arrange your
hair for you.”

Yet notwithstanding all this increase of dignity, Agnes
never for a moment guessed what was going on ; she had never
seen Lord Mucklebury excepting at the ball, and her imagin-
ation had not suggested to her the poseibility that so casual an
acquaintance could be the cause of all she saw and heard.

Had Agnes been as light-hearted as when she used to sit
upon her traveling trunk in her closet at Clifton, listening to
the lively gossip of her friend Mary, the party 2t Lady Eliza~

—
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beth’s would have been pregnant with amusement. But as it
was, she sat very sadly alone in a corner ; for during the first
portion of the evening Sir Edward Stephenson and his lady
were not present, having dined out, where they were detained
much beyond the hour at which the majority of Lady Eliza-
beth’s guests assembled.

But the lively old woman wanted no one to assist her in
the task of entertaining her company, for in truth she was not
particularly anxious about their entertainment, her sole object
in bringing them all together being to amuse herself, and this
she achieved in a way less agreeable, perhaps, to one who, like
Agnes, was a mere passive spectator, than to those who were
expected to take a more active part. During the early part of
the evening, few persons appeared excepting such as she had
expressly desired to come early, and there was not one of these
undistinguished by some peculiarity from which the whimsical
old lady derived amusement.

It was her custom to place herself immovably in a huge
arm-chair, with a small table before her, on which was placed
her tea, coffee, ice, biscuits, or any thing else she might
choose, with quite as little ceremony as if alone. A book or
two also, with a pair of wax lights having a green shade over
them, never failed to make part of the preparation for her
evening’s amusement, and to these she never scrupled to ad-

. dress herself, if * her people ” proved less entertaining than
she expected.

Every one as they entered approached this throne to pay
their compliments, and then seated themselves at some dis-
tance, one single chair alone being permitted to stand near her.
To this place all those whom she wished to listen to were
called in succession, and dismissed when she had had enough
of them, with the same absence of all ordinary civility as she
was sure to display to all those who were so ill-advised as to
appear.at her unceremonious bidding.

Both her nephew and niece had often remonstrated with her
on the subject of these strange réunions; but she defended
herself from the charge of behaving rudely to those who, in
accepting her invitations, had a right to expect civility, by
saying, I am as civil as they deserve. My title is the ‘ Dus
ad me’ that calls fools into my circle, and till I cease to be
Lady Elizabeth, they get what they come for.”
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For the most part, the company were rather odd-looking
than elegant, and the newly-awakened grandeur of Mrs. Bar-
naby was a little wounded by obeerving how few persons there
were present whose dress entitled them to the honour of meet-
ing her and her dress. Lady Elizabeth, moreover, received
her very coldly, though to Agnes she said, * How d’ye do, my
dear? Lady Stephenson will be here presently.”

¢ What vulgar ignorance!” thought the widow, as she
retreated to a sofa commanding a perfect view of the door by
which the company entered. . . . “ Notwithstanding her title,
that woman must have been wretchedly brought up....
8hould I in my second marriage be blessed with offspring, I
shall make it my first object to teach them manners befitting
their rank.”

The absurdities of Lady Elizabeth’s guests on this evening
were not sufficiently piquant to justify a detailed description.
« ... One old gentleman was summoned to THE chair that he
might recount how many habitual drunkards, both male aud
female, he had converted into happy water-drinkers by the
simple process of making them take an oath ; another amused
her ladyship for several minutes by what she called * saying
his peerage,” — that is, by repeating a catalogue of noble
names, all of which he stated to belong to his most familiar
friends. One lady was had up for the purpose of repeating
her own poetry ; and another that she might, by a little
prompting, give vent to some favourite metaphysical doctrine,
which it was her forte to envelope in words of ber own con-
struction, Miss Morrison, too, was courted into talking of
Paris in her own French ; but altogether the meeting was not
successful, and Lady Elizabeth was in the act of arranging
the shade of her lights, so as to permit her reading at her ease,
when her eye, as she looked round the room, chanced to fall
upon Agnes, She was on the point of calling to her by name ;
but there was a modest tranquillity in her delicate face, that
the imperious old lady felt no inclination to startle, and instead

of speaking to her, she addressed her aunt.

‘ Pray, Mrs. Barnaby, does your young lady play or sing ?

We are mighty drowsy, I think, to-night, all of us; and if
she does, I should be really much obliged if she will favour
'183” Lady Stephenson’s instrament is a very fine gpe.”

rs. Barnaby was so little pleased by her recep\-w“’ and so
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completely out of sorts at the non-arrival of Lord Mucklebury,
that she answered as little graciously as it was well possible,
+¢T don’t think there is any chance of her amusing your lady-
m .'I

(l':‘rreat was the widow’s surprise when she saw the quiet un-
presuming Agnes rise from her distant chair, walk fearlessly
across the circle to that of Lady Elizabeth, and heard her say
in a low voice, but quite distinctly, —

% I do sing and play a little, Lady Elizabeth ; and if it be
your ladyship’s wish that I should make the attempt now, I
shall be happy to obey youn.”

Perhaps Lady Elizabeth was as much surprised as Mrs. Bar-
naby ; but though she understood not the feeling that had
prompted this wish to oblige her, she was pleased by it, and
rising for the first time that evening from her chair, she took
Agnes by the arm, and led her to the piano-forte.

¢ Does your ladyship love wusic?” said Agnes, trembling
at her own temerity, but longing irresistibly to be noticed by

- the aunt of Colonel Hubert.

* Yes, my dear, I do indeed,” replied the old lady. <« It
is one of our family failings,— I believe we all love it too well.”

¢ Which does your ladyship prefer, old songs or new ones?”
said Agnes.

¢ Old ones most decidedly,” she replied. * But at your
age, my dear, and in the present state of musical science, it is
hardly likely you should be able to indulge my old-fashioned
whim in this respect.”

¢ My practice has been chiefly from the old masters,” re-
plied Agnes, turning over the leaves of a volume of Handel.

« Say you so, my little girl ? . . . . Then I will sit by you
as you play.”

The delighted Agnes, wondering at her own audacious cou-
rage, assiduously placed a chair for the old lady, and with a
flutter at her heart that seemed almost like happiness, tarned
to the song that she had seen produce on Colonel Hubert an
effect never to be forgotten. It had brought tears to the eyes
of the gallant soldier, and given to his features such dangerous
softness, that the poor minstrel had never recovered the effects
of it. To sing it again to the ear of his aunt was like coming
back towards him ; and the alleviation this brought to the
terrible fear of having lost sight of him for ever, not only
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gave her the courage necessary to bring her to the place
now occupied, but inspired her with animation, skill, mi
power, to sing with a perfection she had never reached befo

The pleased attention of Lady Elizabeth had been giveni
the first instance to reward the ready effort made to compy
with her wishes; but long before the song was ended, shebd
forgotten how she had obtained it, had forgotten every thin
save her own deep delight, and admiration of the besutifi
siren who had caused it. Silent and motionless she waiti
till the last chord of the concluding symphony had died away;
and then rising from her chair she bent down over Agnes, ad
having gazed earnestly in her face for a moment, kissed be
fair forehead once, twice, and again with a cordiality tht
thanked her better than any words could have done.

Agnes was greatly touched, greatly gratified, and forgetting
the inexpediency of giving way to feelings that it was neither
possible nor desirable should be understood, she seized the good
lady’s hand, pressed it to her bosom, and looking wup to her
with eyes swimming in tears of joy, said in a voice of deep
feeling, . . . . “ I am so very glad you like me ! *

¢ Why, what a precious little creature you ave !” exclaimed
Lady Elizabeth, half aroused and half softened ; ¢ as original
to the full as any of my queer company here, and quite &
remarkable for sweetness and talent as they for the want of
them. . . . Where did you grow, fair lily-flower?.... And
how came you to be transplanted hither by 0 . . . . But never
mind all this now; if we get on well together we shall get
better acquainted. What shall I call you, pretty one 2

“ Agnes, if you please, Lady Elizabeth . . . . Agnes Wil
loughby,” replied the happy girl, becoming every moment more
delighted at the result of the bold measure she had taken.

“ You must come to me to-morrow morning, Agnes, while
I am at breakfast, at ten o’clock remember, for then I am
alone. . . . And you must come prepared my child, to talk to
me about yourself . ... for I can’t understand it at all ....
and I never choose to be puzzled longer than I can help it
upon any subject. . . . But listen to my monsters! If they are
not presuming to be noisy behind my back!....

Then lull me, lull me, charming air,
My senses wrap in wondzr sweet.

Like snow on wool thy footsteps are, }
Muup\ﬂt’om&yhﬁ. :
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exclaimed the old lady in a whisper close to the ear of Agnes.
eeo. ¢Sing to me again, my child, and I will send a message
to them in words borrowed from the famous epitaph on Juan
Cabeca, . . . . *Hold your tongues, ye calves!’” ,...and
turning herself round she beckoned to a servant who had just
entered with refreshments, saying to him in a voice which
might have been heard by most of those in the apartment.
¢ Set down the tray, Johnstone ; nobody wants it; . ... and
go round tbe room, begging they will all be silent while this
lady smgs.

It was in the middle of the song which followed that Sir
Edward and Lady Stephenson returned. The door opened
without Agnes being aware of it ; and her rich voice swelling
to a note at the top of its compass, and sustaining it with a
power given to few, filled the chamber with a glorious volume
of sound that held Colonel Hubert’s sister transfixed as she
'was about to enter. Unconscious that there was another of the
race near her, whom she would have almost breathed her soul
away to please, Agnes warbled on, nor raised her eyes from the
page before her till the strain was ended. Then she looked up and
perceived Lady Stephenson, who had noiselessly crept round to
ascertain whom the gifted minstrel might be, immediately op-
posite, and looking at her with a most gratifying expression
of surprise and pleasure. A very cordial greeting and shaking
of hands followed ; while Lady Elizabeth, her hand resting
on her new favourite’s shoulder, said almost in a whisper,—

“ Who would have thought, Emily, that I should come at
last to take lessons from you as to the selection of my natural
curiosities ? . . . . But yon have made a hit that does you im-
mortal honour . .. . this little singing bird is worth all the
monsters I ever got together. . . . Your ladyship need not look
80 grave, however,” she added, in a voice still lower. I do
not intend to treat her as if she were stolen from the Zoological
Gardens. . . . She is to come to me to-morrow morning, and
then we shall know all about her. ... I wish your fastidious
brother were here ! . ... . Do you remember what he said the
other day about some miss he had heard at Clifton ? I fancy
we might have a chance of correcting his outrageous Judg-
ment concerning her. . . . What think you ? ”

Lddy Stephenson answered by expressing the most cordial
admiration of Agnes’s voice, but added, . . . .* There are wauvy

X
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Barnaby ?. . . « Did I not tell you, my dear madam, that yeu
need do nothing but make this young lady sing in order to
become the fashion at Cheltenham?. ... You have no idea
what a number of visits you will have to-morrow. ... Nos
verong.”

¢ Really, Miss Morrison,” replied the widow, tartly, < I am
surprised to hear a8 person of your good sense speak so foolishly.
«... How can you suppose that a person in my station of
life could desire the visits of such a set of people as we met
to-night?. ... And as to making this poor penniless girl
talked of as a singer, I should be ashamed to think of such a
thing. Remember, miss, if you please, that from this time
forward I never will permit you to sing again, . . . . unless, in-
deed, you mean to get your bread by it,....and I'm sure I
wo'n’t underteke to say but what you may want it.. .. I can
answer for nobody but myself ; and I don’t think it probable
that others may be inclined to show the same devoted gene-
rosity that I have done to a girl that never showed the slightest
affection for me in return.”

And so she ran on till she fell asleep. . . . but her words
fell like rain on a water-proof umbrella ; they made a noise,
but they could not reach the head which they seemed destined
to deluge. Agnes was wrapped in armour of proof, and no-
thing could do her harm.

Happily for her, one of the facetious Lord Mucklebury's
modes of extracting amusement from the widow was by writ-
ing her notes, which elicited answers that often threw him into
a perfect ecstasy, and which he carefully preserved in an en-
velope endorsed “ Barnaby Papers,” lodging them in a corner
of his writing-desk, from whence they were not unfrequently
drawn for the delectation of his particular friends. One of
these notes, intended to produce an answer that should add a
gem to his collection, was delivered to Mrs, Barnaby as she
passed from the breakfast-table of the boarding-house to her
own sitting-room. The emotions produced by these notes
were always very powerful, and on the present occasion more
so than ordinary, for there were apologies for not appearing
last night, and hopes for an interview that morning, which
were to be answered instantly, for the servant waited.

Mrs. Barnaby, panting with haste and gladness, seated her-
self at her table, opened her writing-desk, seized a gex, snd

Y 2
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was in the very act of venturing the words ¢ My. dear Lol
when Agnes drew near and said, “ May I go out, sum,w
call on Lady Elizabeth ?”

¢ Gracious Heaven!....what a moment to torment me'
Go!....go where you will.... plague of my life ss m
are! Get a long at once, can’t you "

Agnes vanished, — a Barnaby paper was written ; and whi
the niece was enjoying three hours of the most flattering sl
delightful intercourse with the nearest relations of Colead
Hubert, the aunt, with a degree of felicity hardly less perfes, !
was receiving a téte-d-téte visit from Lord Mucklebury, it
which he as carefully studied her looks, attitudes, and words,
as if their effect on him were all she believed them to be. Nor
did either interview pass without producing some importm
results. His lordship carried away with him wherewithal t
keep half-a-dozen of his friends who dined with him on tha
day in a continued roar for nearly an hour. . . . Mrs. Barnaby
was left with a sweet assurance that all was going well, which
led to the purchase of a richly-laced mantelet and a new bon-
net. . .. while Agnes, inspired by so strong a wish to pleme
as to make her follow the lead of her new friends, and con-
verse with themn of all her little history just as they wiahed 1
make her, created in them both an interest too strong to be
ever forgotten, and she left them with a confidence in their
kindness that made her endure much subsequent suffering with
firmness ; for it was long ere she wholly lost the hope that
they might meet again in future years.

During the next fortnight this agreeable intercourse was
very frequently repeated ; for there were few hours of the
day in which Mrs. Barnaby was not in some way or other s
occupied by the sentiment that engrossed her, either by the
presence of its object, or the anticipation of his prescnce, or
meditation upon it when it was passed, that she was wel
pleased to have Agnes out of the way; and Lady Elizabeth
and her charming niece were, on the contrary, so well pleased
to have her, that scarcely a day passed without some hours of
it being devoted to them.

Lady Stephenson in particular seemed ta study her character
with peculiar attention. There was a fond devotion in the
gratitude which their kindness had produced that could not b
mistaken, and which, from one so artless and 0 every way it~
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teresting, could not fail of producing affection in return. From
such a friend it was impossible for Agnes to conceal, even' if
she had wished it, that her home was & very wretched one;
and they often conversed together on the possibility of her re-
leasing herself from it by endeayouring to obtain spme sort of -
independence by her own exertions. Lady Elizabeth was re.
peatedly a party in these consultations, but uniformly gave it
as her opinion that any home was better for such a girl as
Agnes, than an attempt to support herself, which must inevitably
expose her to a degree of observation more dangerous than any
annoyance from her aunt Barnaby. . Agnes by no means clearly
understood the grounds mpon which this sturdy opposition to .
her wishes was founded ; and as Lady Stephenson, who seemed
more able to sympathise with her actual sufferings, listened
without venturing to answer these mysterious threatenings of
something remote, she at length took courage herself and
said, . . ..

“ Will you tell me, dear Lady Elizabeth, what it is you
think would happen to me if I went into a family as a go-
verness ?

“ You are a little fool, Agnes,” replied the old lady, unable
to repress a smile ; * but as J do really believe that your ig-.
norance is genuine, I will tell you. . . . Don’t be frightened,
my poor child ; but the faet is, that you are a great deal too
handsome for any such situation.”

Agnes blushed instantly a most celestial rosy red, and felt
shocked and ashamed at having drawn forth such an answer;
but, though she said nothing in reply, she at once decided that
Lady Elizabeth Norris should never have reason to believe that
she was capable of neglecting her friendly caution. All hopes
from ner power of teaching ended for ever, and the next time
her aunt Barnaby was particularly cross (which happened that
night while they were undressing to go to bed), Agnes very
seriously began to revolve in her altered mind the poseibility
of learning so late in life the profitable mystery of satin-
stitch.

Once, and once only, during the many hours Agnes passed
with his relations, did she venture to pronounce the name of
Colonel Hubert. She had often determined to do it, but had
never found courage and opportunity till one morning, after
an hour or two passed in singing duets with his sister, Lady

¥$
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Elizabeth again alluded to the Clifton mise that ber nephe
hed s0 vaunted, and whose voice must, she was sure, be »
immeasurably inferior to that of Miss Willoughby.

It was under cover of this observation that Agnes vestanl
to say, . . . . ““I knew Colonel Hubert a little when I wa s
Clifton.”

“ Did you ? ” said the old lady, briskly ; * then I'B bet my
life he heard you sing.”

 Once or twice he did.”

€“Oh! hah!. ... that explains it all.. , . You mneed mt !
blush so about it, my dear : why did you not tell me ma -
once?”

“I do not think it is quite certain,” returned Agnes, n
tempting to smile, ¢ that Colonel Hubert spoke of me.”

“ Don’t you, my dear? .. .. but I do, and I know him best,
I suppose. . . . And what was it you sang to him, Agnes?” .

Agnes mentioned the songs ; but her voice trembled so, that
she grievously repented having brought on herself questios
that she found it so difficult to answer.

Her embarrassment was not greatly relieved by perceiviag,
— when at length she looked up to save herself from the
awkwardness of pertinaciously looking down, — that the eyes
of Lady Stephenson were earnestly fixed upon her,

“Did you ever see Frederick Stephenson with my bro.
ther?” said her ladyship: *‘they were at Clifton together
this summer. . . . Perhaps you don’t know that I was married
there, Agnes?....and Sir Edward and I left our twe.
brothers there together.”

This change of subject was a considersble relief; and
Agnes answered with tolerable composure, — “ Oh yes ! . ...
I did know you were married there, for I heard it mentioned
several times ; . . . . and I saw you too, Lady Stephenson, the
wening before you were married, walking up and down

Houcester Row, with . . . . with your brother.”
“Did you, indeed? . ... Were you walking there, Ag-
3!? ”

“No . ... we were at the drawing-room window, and my

nt made me look out to see your brother.”

“ Why particularly to see my brother ? ” inquired Lady Ste-

nson, with a smile,

“ Because . . . . because he was w0 tall, I believe,” neplied

———
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Agnes, looking considerably more silly than she had ever done
in her life. .

“ And so you watched us waking up and down, did you,
Agnes?”

“ Yes, once or twiee,” answered Agnes, 2gain blunhmg vioe
lently.

“f&nd did you hear what we said, my dear?” — “ No!
«e..but I am sure it was something very interesting, youn
seemed to be talking so earnestly.”

¢ It was very interesting . . .. it was about Frederick....
You knew him %00, did not you?” — “Oh yes!... very
'eu.'l

“Really!.... I wonduyounever told me so before.”

It was impossible to look at Agnes at this moment, as Lady
Stephenson now looked at her, without perceiving that there
must be some camse for the agitation she evinced. It imme.
diately occurred to her that it was likely enough Frederick
might have laid his heart at bher feet, or perhaps stopped
short before he did so from the effect of that very conver-
sation of which Agnes had been an eye, though not an ear,
witness.

¢« Poor little thing ! . . . . thought Lady Stephenson ; “if
this be sv, and if she has gwen her young hesrt in return, how
greatly is she to be pitied !

No ‘sooner had this idea struck her, which many trifling
circumstances tended to confirm, than Lady Stephenson deter-
mined to drop the subject for ever ; and much as Agnes se-
cretly but tremblingly wished it, no allusion was ever made to
the two gentlemen again.

* - - - » *

Days and weeks rolled on, till the time fixed by Lord
Mucklebury for his departure arrived. His collection of the
Barnaby papers was quite as copicus as he wished it to be;
and having indulged himself and his friends with as many
good stories as any one lady could be the heroine of, without
being fatiguing, he parted with the widow on Saturday even-
ing, assuring her, with a thousand expressions of passionate
admiration, that he should be early on the walks to look for
her on the morrow, and by noon on Sunday was on his road to
London behind four galloping post horses.

During the whole of that fatal Sunday Mrs. Barnaby roamed

Y 4
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VOLUME THE THIRD.

CHAPTER 1.

MRS. BARNABY LOSES HER SENSES, AND RECOVERS THEM. — SHE TAKKS
A DESPERATE RESOLUTION, — MISS MORRISON PROVES HERSELF A
FRIEND IN NEED,—AGNES FINDS CONSOLATION IN SORROW.

Mgs. BArRNABY's horror on recovering her genses (for she
really did fall into a swoon) was in very just proportion to
the extent of the outlay her noble vision had cost her. To
Miss Morrison, who had listened to all her hopes, she scrupled
not to manifest her despair, not, however, entering into the
financial part of it, but leaving it to be understood by her
sympathising friend, that her agony proceeded wholly from
disappointed love.

¢ What a Lovelace!.... what a Lothario!.... what a
finished deceiver! . ... Kel oreur!....” exclaimed the pity-
ing spinster . . . . “ And how thankful ought I to be that no
man can ever again cause me such terrible emotion . . , . Nong
jammy !

¢ Gracious Heaven! what is to become of me?” cried
Mirs. Barnaby, apparently but little consoled by this assurance
of her friend’s exemption from a similar misfortune ; ¢ what
ought I to do, Miss Morrison ? . . . . If I set off instantly for
London, do you think I could reach it before he leaves it for
Rome ?”

Miss Morrison, having turned to the newspaper, examined
its date, and read the fatal paragraph again, replied, “ You
certainly could, my dear Mrs. Barnaby, if this statement be
correct ; but I would not do it, if I were you, without think-
ing very seriously about it .. .. It is true I never had a lerd
for a lover myself, but I believe when they run restive, they
are exceedingly difficult to hold ; and if you do go after him,
and fail at last to touch his cruel heart, you will be only worse
off than you are now . . .. Say clare.”

¢ That may be all very true in one sense, Miss Morrison,"
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replied the unhappy widow ; “ but there is such a thinga
pursuing a man lawfully for breach of promise of marisg
and . ... though money is no object to me ....I shoall
glory in getting damages from him, if only to prove to te
world that he is a scoundrel!”

¢ That is quite another thing, indeed,” said the confidm,
 toot a fay; and, if you mean to bring an action agi
him, I am pretty sure that 1 could be very useful to you ;. fx
my brother is an attorney in London, and is reckoned
larly clever about every thing of the kind. But have youay p
proof, my dear lady?.... that is what my brother willlk
sure to say to you . . . . I know you have had lots of letten;
and if you have kept them all, it is most likely my h&
may find out something like proof . . .. Eel ay see abesl!”

¢ Proof? . ... To be sure I have proof enough, if thas
all that's wnnted and I'll go to your brother at once, Mim
Morrison, for revenge I’ll have . . . . if nothing else.”

¢ Then of course you'll take all his love-letters with yes,
Mrs. Barnaby ; and I think, if you would let me lock over
them, I should be able to tell you whether the? would answer
the purpose or not. — Jay me coney ung pew.

<« 1 should have no objection in the world to your seeing
them every one,” replied the outraged lady; . ... “ butIam
thinking, Miss Morrisson, that I have an immense deal of
business to do, and that I shall never get through it without
your friendly help . ... I am thinking. . . .

And Mrs. Barnaby was thinking, and very mnch to the
purpose too. She was thinking, that though she had squan-
dered about seventy or eighty pounds in trifling purchases, by
far the greater part of the expenses her noble lover had in-
duced her to run into were still in the shape of debts, the
money with which she proposed to discharge them being s
yet paying her interest in the funds. Could shé contrive to
leave the heaviest of these debts unpaid till she knew the re-
sult of her intended attack upon Lord Mucklebury’s purse, it
would be very convenient, Perhaps some vague notion that
she, too, might visit the Continent, and thus escape the neces-
sity of paying them at all, might mix itself with her medita.
tions ; but at any rate she very speedily decided upon leaving
Cheltenham the following day without mentioning her inten-
tion to her milliner, mercer, tailor, shoemseker, hosier, per-
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famer, livery-stable keeper, librarian, er even to her hair-
dresser. If she got damages, she should certainly return and

“ yay them all with great éolat; if not. ... circumstances

must decide what it would be most advisable for her to do.

Great as was her esteem and affection for Miss Morrison,
she did not think it necessary to trouble her with all these
trifling details, but resumed the conversation by saying, —

“ Yes, my dear Miss Morrison, I am thinking that the best
thing I can do will be to go to London for a day or two, see
your brother, put all my documents into his hands, and then
return to Cheltenham for the remainder of the season, for I am
sure I should be more likely to recover my spirits in your
friendly society than any where else.”

¢¢ Indeed I approve your resolution altogether,” replied Miss
Morrison ; “ and I will write 2 line by you te my brother,
telling him that whatever he does to assist you, I shall take as
a personal favour to myself.”

“ 1 cannot thank you enough !” said the widow, pressing
her hand . . . . % We shall be able to get every thing ready to-
night T hope ; and when my coachman comes as usual for
orders at eleven o’clock to-morrow movning, tell him, my dear
friend, to drive you about wherever you like to go. . . . And
you may mention, if you please, that I shall want him to take
us a long drive on Saturday to see the Romyan Pavement . . . .
I mean to return on Friday night . . . . for what will be the
use, you know, of my staying in town ?"

¢ None in the world....but ¥ think you had better
name Monday for the drive. ... for fear you should be too
tired on Raturday.”

“ Well, just as you please about that....but you had
better go and write your letter, and I'll speak to Agnes and my
maid about packing.”

¢ Perhaps you will not like to take Miss Willoughby . ...
Y will take the greatest care of her, if you will leave her in my
charge.”

“ How very kind! . ... But I would rather take her. ..
T can’t do without somebody to lace my stays and fasten my
dress, and I want my maid to finish the work she is about.
-« . She is an exquisite darner, and I have set her to rfend
the rent that hateful Lord Mucklebury made in my India

muslin . . . . So I don’t mean to take her.””
» * . » - *®
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Nothing of any kind occurred to interfere with the executia
of this hastily, but by no means unskilfully, imagined pia
The ready-money expenditure of Mrs. Barnaby had beeaw
lavish, that she had bought golden opinions from master, mis
tress, men, and maids throughout the establishment; ad
when she summoned Mr. , the landlord, to her presss,
and informed him that she was going to London for a conp
of days on business, but should not give up her rooms, as s
should take neither of her servants with her, he received the
communication with great satisfaction, and promised thatm
one but her own people should enter her drawing-room il
her return.

This preliminary business happily settled, Mrs. Barmly
mounted the stairs to her bed-room, where, as usual, she
found Agnes busily occupied in her corner, the hour for &
evening engagement made with Lady Stephenson nct having
yet arrived.

For some reason or other Mrs. Barnaby never enjoyed any
flirtation so much in the presence of Agnes as without ber;
and it was for this reason that at Cheltenham, as well as st
Clifton, she had encouraged her making acquaintance for her.
self ; thus her constant intercourse with Lady Elizabeth Nor-
ris and Lady Stephenson had never in any degree been im-
peded by her aunt.

Mrs. Barnaby was aware that Agnes had engaged to pam
thie evening with them ; and when she looked at her tranquil
face as she entered the room she felt greatly disposed to plague
her by saying that she must stay at home fo pack, and could
not go. ..But a moment’s reflection suggested to her that
the less fuss she made about this packing the better, and
therefore only told her that she was obliged to set off by seven
o’clock the next morning for London, on business that would
detain her for a day or two . ... that she meant to take her,
and leave her maid; and that before she set off upon her
gossiping visit, it would be necessary to pack her trunk.

Agnes laid down her book, and looked surprised.

 Don’t stare so like a fool, Agnes. ... Do what I bid you
instantly.”

“ There will be no occasion for me to pack much, aunt, if
we are only to stay a day or two,” said Agnes,

¢ When 1 tell you to pack your trunk, mise, {mean that
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your trunk shall be packed, and I wo'n’t trouble you to give
me any opinion on the subject.”

¢ Am I to put every thing into it, aunt ?

¢ Plague of my life, yes!” replied Mrs. Barnaby, whose
vexed spirit seemed to find relief in speaking harshly.

Without further remonstrance Agnes set about obeying
her ; and the little all that formed her mourning wardrobe
was quickly transferred from the two drawers allowed her to
the identical trunk which aunt Betsy had provided for her first
Jjourney from Silverton to Empton.

¢ And my books, aunt?” . ... said Agnes, fixing her eyes
on the heated countenance of the widow with some anxiety.

Mrs. Barnaby hesitated, and Agnes saw she did. It was
not because the little library of her niece formed the chief
happiness of her life that she scrupled at bidding her leave
them behind, but because she suspected that they, and their
elegant little case, were of some marketable value .. .. * You
may take them if you will,”” she said at length..... “ Idon’t
care a straw what you take or what you leave .. . . only don’t
plague me. . ... You must know, I suppose, if you are not
quite an idiot, that when people go to London on business, it
is possible they may stay longer than they expect.”

Agnes asked no more questions, but quietly packed up
every thing that belonged to her ; and when the work, no very
long one, was completed, she said, —

¢ Can I be of any use to you, aunt, before I go out?”

¢ I should like to know what use you are ever likely to be
of to anybody,”. ... was the reply.  Take yourself off, in
God’s name ! — the sooner the better.”

The very simple toilet of Agnes was soon arranged ; and
having left every thing in perfect order for departure, she ut-
tered a civil but unanswered ¢ Good-by, aunt,” and went
away.

It so chanced that a little volume of poems, lent to her by
Lady Stephenson, had been left in the drawing-room, and
Agnes, wishing to return it before leaving Cheltenham, en-
tered the room to look for it. As a good many circulating li-
brary volumes were lying about, it was some minutes before she
found it; and just as she had succeeded, and was leaving the
apartment, Miss Morrison appeared at the door. She had a
letter in her hand, and a bustling, busy look and manner,



Is it possible?” exclaimed the old lady, .ooking at pox
8 with very genuine compassion.. .‘‘ God knows
+ well weep, my poor child. . . . I shall begin to thinkl
e but sorry advice, Agnes, when I told you to stay with

. It may, after all, be better to run some risk in leavig

¢, than brave certain disgrace and ridicule by remaining ®

dde in her family.”

¢ [s she going w take you to town with her, Agnes?” in-

nired Lady Stephenson with a look of deep concern.

“ Yes, Lady Stephenson, I am to go with her.”

There was a very painful silence of 8 minute or two. Both
the admiring friends of Agnes would have done much to s
her from being a sharer in such an enterprise ; but to inter-
fere with the indisputable authority of such a woman as Mn.
Barnaby in her arrangements concerning a nieee, who had m
dependence but on her, was out of the question, and the con-
viction that it was so kept them silent. \

¢ How did you hear this strange story, my dear,” said Lady
Elizabeth. . . . * Did your aunt explain to you her ridiculow
purpose herself? ”

¢ No, Lady Elizabeth . . .. she only bade me prepare my
trunk for going to London with her. ... It was Miss Morri-
son, whom I met by chance as I came out, who told me the
object of the journey ; . ... and dreadful as this going to law
would be, it is not the worst thing I fear.”

‘“ What worse can there be, Agnes?” said Lady Stephenson

¢ I am almost ashamed to tell you of such fears, . ... but
when I uttered something like a reproach to Miss Morrison
for having advised this journey, and writing a letter about it
to her brother, who is a lawyer in London, she told me that I
ought to be grateful to her for preventing my aunt's following
Lord Mucklebury all the way to Rome, for that such was her
first intention....and”.... continued Agnes, bursting
anew into tears, ¢ I greatly, greatly suspect that she has not
given up this intention yet.”

The two ladies exchanged glances of pity and dismay, and
Lady Elizabeth, making her a sign to come close to her, took
her kindly by the hand, saying, in accents much more gentle
than she usually bestowed on any one, ¢ My poor, dear girl,
what makes you think this? Tell me, Agnes, tell me all they

have said to you.”
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Agnes knelt down on the old lady’s footstool, and gently
kissing the venerable hand which held hers, said, ¢ It is very,
very kind of you to let me tell you all, ... .and your judg-
ment will be more to be trusted than mine a8 to what it may
mean ; but my reason for thinking that my aunt is going to
do more than she confesses to Miss Morrison is, that she has
publicly declared her intended absence will be only for two
days; and yet, though she told me this too, she ordered me to
pack up every thing I had,. ... even the little collection of
books I told you of, Lady Stephenson, . ... and, moreover,
instead of letting her maid put up her things, I left her doing
it herself, and saw her before I came away putting a vast va-
riety of her most valuable things in a great travelling trunk
that she could never think of taking, if it were really her in-
tention to stay in London only two days, and then return to
Cheltenham.”

“ Very suspicious . . . . very much so indeed,” said the old
lady ; “ and all T can say to you in reply, my poor child, is
this. You must not go abroad with her! I am not rich
enough to charge myself with providing for you, nor must
your friend Emily here frighten her new husband by talking'
of taking possession of you, Agnes, .... but....you must-
not go abroad with that woman. Governess you maust be,
suppose, if things go on in this way ; and instead of opposing
it, I will try if I cannot find a situation in which you may at
least be safer than with this aunt Barnaby. Whatever hap-
pens, you must let us hear from you; and remember, the
moment you discover that she really proposes to take yow
abroad, you are to put yourself into a Cheltenham coach, and
come directly to me.”

What words were these for Agnes to listen to! . . . . Colo-
nel Hubert was to take up his residence in that house on the
morrow ; and she was now told in a voice of positive com-
mand, that if what she fully expected would happen, did
happen, she was at once to seek a shelter there! She dared
not trust her voice to say, ¢ I thank you,” but she ventured
to raise her eyes to the hard-featured but benignant counte-
nance that bent over her, and the kiss she received on her fore-
head proved that though her silence might not be fully under~
-stood, her gratitude was not doubted.

The evening was not, like many others recently passed

2
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there, so happy, that Mrs. Barnaby’s footman often csme ts
escort her home before she thought the time for parting eould
be half arrived. They had no music, no scraps of poetry ia
Italian or in English, as touchstones of taste and instruction,
with which Lady Stephenson loved to test the powers of her
young favourite ; but the conversation rested almoat whlly
upon the gloomy and uncertain future. At length the momet
came in which she was to bid these valued friends adiew;
they embraced and blessed her with tenderness, nay, even with
tears ; but little did they guess the tumult that swelled the
breast of Agnes. It was Hubert’s sister to whoma she clung
« oo . it was Hubert’s aunt — almost his mothexr —~ who husg
over her, looking as if she were her mothertoo ! . . . . and on
the morrow he would be with them, and he would hear ba
named ; for notwithstanding their unmeasured muperiority t
her in all ways, they could not forget her-so soom, ....be
would hear of her sorrows, of the dangers that suxrounded
her ; and he would hear, too, perhaps, of the shelter offered
her in the very house he dwelt in.

All these thoughts were busy in her head as she uttered the
last farewell, and turned again in passing through the door t0
look once more on those who would so soon be looked at by
him,

There was certainly a strange pleasure mixed with all this
sadness, for though she wept through half the night, she would
not have exchanged the consciousness of having been brought
nearer to him, even by the act of having mingled tears in
parting with his nearest relations, for all the enjoyment that s
tranquil spirit and a calm night’s rest could offex in exchange
for it.

CHAPTER IIL

4RS. BARNARY EFFECTS HER RETREAT FROM CRELTENHANM, v 858
CARRIES WITH HER A LETTER.—ITS EFFECT.—AN AMIABLE ATTOBe
NEY.——SPECIMENS OF A NOBLE STYLE OF LETTER-WRITING. == CO¥~
SOLATION.

Troven the baggage of Mrs. Barnaby waa strangely die
proportionate to the period she had newed for her eheanes, it
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seemed not to excite suspicion, which might, perhaps, be owing
to the well-known splendour of her elaborate toilet, which she
not unfrequently changed four times in & day, requiring — as
all who thought on the subject must be aware — an extent of
travelling equipment much exceeding the portion assigned to
ordinary ladies.

So she passed forth unchallenged, and unchallenged saw
her treasures deposited on roof and in rumble-tumble till all
were stowed away ; and then, having affectionately squeezed
the hand of Miss Morrison, who accompanied hex to the stage,
she climbed into it, followed by the pale and melancholy
Agnes.

Our widow was now beginning to be an experienced travel-
ler, and her first care on reaching London was to secure rooms
in a private lodging-house. Notwithstanding the noble visions
with which she had recreated her fancy during the last month,
she now with great good sense sent them all to the moon,
knowing she could easily call them back again if all went well
with her ; but determined that they should in no way inter-
fere with her enjoyment of the more substantial goods that
were still within her reach ; so she commissioned the maid of
the house to procure her three dozen of oysters and a pot of
porter, with which, while Agnes wept berself to sleep, she re-
paid herself for her day’s fatigue, and wisely laid in a stoek
of strength for the morrow.

Her first object, of course, was to hold communication with
the brother of her friend, ¢ Magnus Morrison, Esq,, attorney-
at-law, Red Lion Square.” Such was the address the letter
intrusted to her bore ; and at breakfast the following morning
she sat gazing at it for some minutes before she could decide
whether it would be better to convey it herself, or prepare the
lawyer to receive her, by letting it precede her for a few hours.
She finally decided to send it before her ; — the wisdom of
which determination will be evident upon the perusal of the
letter, such an introduction being well caleulated #o ineure all
the zealous attention she desived.

Miss Morrison’s letter xan thus : —

¢ My pear BrotaEs,
* I never fail, as you well kmow, to catch all the fish for
your met that comes in my Way . ... crowyee aclaw ton yaes
22
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...and I now send you a client whom I have little doubt
you will find answer in every way. Sheis a most charming
woman, and my most particular friend. ... I don’t knows
more charming person any where, not even in my dear Paris,
.+..80 rich, so free in all her expenses, 8o remarkshly
obliging, and so very handsome for all those who admire tall,
large beauties. But you are too good a lawyer to listen to all
this when business is in hand, and so I must come o fay. And
now, Magnus, be sure to attend to every word. Mrs. Bar-
naby — this charming friend of mine —has for the last month
been receiving the most marked and. the most tender attentions
from Lord Mucklebury. He is a viscount, my dear Magnus,
and — observe — ar rich as a Jew. This nobleman has given
her, poor dear lady ! every reason in the world to believe that
his dearest wish, hope, and intention was to marry her ; and
she, good, tender-hearted creature | perfectly adored him, de-
voting every hour of the day to the finding out where he was
to be seen, and the going there to see him. She had no secrets
whatever from me the whole time, and I knew every thing
that was going on from the first moment he ever kissed her
hand to the most tender interviews that ever passed between
them. And how do you think it has al! ended? ....Oh!
Magnus, it is impossible to deny that the male sex — Jords
and all.—are most dreadfully deceitful and false-hearted. All
this devoted love, going on, as I tell you, for a whole month,
has just ended in nothing. My lord set off in his travelling
carriage, with four horses and an out-rider, as we subsequently
ascertained, without even taking any leave of the lady at all,
or explaining himself the least bit either one way or the other.
You may easily guess her feelings. ... Her first idea, poor
thing, was to follow him to the world's end — for there is no
doubt in the world that her attachment was of the most gin-
cere kind ; but luckily she confided this romantic thought to
me, and it struck me directly, Magnus, that the best thing in
the world for her to do would be to put the whole affair into
your hands. She has got quantities of his letters . . . . they
are very little letters, to be sure, folded up sometimes not much
bigger than a shilling ; but still letters are letters, you know ;
and I can’t but think that, with your cleverness, something
might be made of an action for damages. Of course, it is na-

tural to suppose that I am a little partial to {hi vort of wen
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sure, because I can’t well have forgotten yet that the best part
of my snug little fortune came to me in the same way, thanks
to the good management of our dear good father, Magnus. . .
The dear lady listened to reason in a minute, and consented
to put herself in your hands, for which reason she is going to
set off for London to-morrow morning. She will bring all
Lord Mucklebury’s letters with her, and it will be for you to
judge what use can be made of them ; —only it is but right
to mention, that there is no doubt in the world but that Mrs.
Barnaby is quite rich enough to pay handsomely, whether she
gains the cause or loses it.
¢ 1 am, my dear Magnus,
Your affectionate sister,
¢ 8aran Morgison ”

Mrs. Barnaby enclosed this letter in an envelope, in which
she wrote, —

¢ Mgrs. BARNABY presents her compliments to Mr. Magnus
Morrison, and will be happy to see him on the business to
which the enclosed letter refers, at any hour he will name.

¢ No. 5. Half-Moon Street, Piccadilly.”

Having consigned her packet to the post, the widow declared
to her anxious companion that she did not mean to waste her
time as long as she remained in London ; but should walk to
every part of the town, and should expect her to do the
same.

“ Will there not be danger of losing ourselves, aunt?”’
said Agnes. ¢ London, you know, is so much bigger than
any place you ever saw.”

““ And what’s the good of that piece of wisdom, Miss Solo-
mon? Perhaps you don’t know that I have a tongue in my
head, and that the Londoners speak English? .... Come
and put on your bonnet, if you please, and I'll promise not to
leave you in any of the gutters, but bring you safe home again
to No. 5. Half-Moon Street, Piccadilly. There, you see, I
shall know what place to ask for. Wo’n’t that do for you?"”

Agnes felt that all remonstrance would be in vain, and sub-
mitted ; though the idea of being dragged through the streets
of London by her aunt Barnaby, dressed in the identical
green satin gown and pink feathers which had first ate

8
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tractéd Lord Mucklebury's attention, was by nc wesns m
agreeable prospect.

The expedition, nowever, fatigning and disagreesble s it
proved, was achieved without any very dissstrous resmdn
Mrs. Barnaby, indeed, was twice very nearly knocked dom
by a cab, while staring too eagerly about her when cromisg
the streets ; and friendly as was the old blsck crape veil of
poor Agnes, it could not wholly save her from some tolersbly
obvious efforts to find out whether the face it sheltered va
worthy the graceful symmetry of the person who wore it;...
but they nevertheless reached their Half-Moon Street withest
any positive injury to life or limb. ’

At eight o’clock in the evening, while Mrs. Barnaby and
her weary companion were taking tea, the drawing-room door
opened, and Mr. Magnus Morrison was announced, and most
cordially welcomed by the widow, who not only saw in him
the lawyer from whom she hoped to learn how to replenish
her waning finances, but also the brother of her desr Mis
Morrison, and the only acquaintance she could hope at this
trying moment to find or make in London.

But now, as heretofore, the presence of Agnes was inconve-
nient, which she took care to signify by saying to the lawyer,
¢ J am greatly indebted to you, Mr. Morrison, for your early
attention to my note ; and 1 shall be very glad to talk with
you on the business that brings me to London . . . . but not
quite yet . . . . we really must be quite by ourselves, for it will
be necessary that I should have your whole attention. Wil
you, in the mean time, permit me to offer you tea ? *

Before Mr. Morrison could reply Agnes was on her feet,
and asking her aunt in a whisper if she would give her leave
to go to bed. * Yes, if you like it, my darling!{” . ... re-
plied Mrs, Barnaby, whose tenderness for her niece was always
awakened by the presence of strangers. ‘I am sare you look
tired to death. . . . But bring down first, my dear, my writing
desk ; and remember, my love, to take care that I have warm
water when I come up; . . . .and don’t forget, Agnes, to put
my bonnet and shawl, and all that, nicely away. .. . and see
that T have paper for curling my hair ready on the dressing-
table ; . . . . and don’t go to bed till you have put out my HKlae
wilk for to-morrow ; and just put a stitch in the blonde of my
Bonnet-cap, for I pulled it almost of.*
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All this was said by the widow in a coaxing sort of half
whisper, with an arm round her victim’s waist, and a smile
of the most fascinating kindness on her own lips.

The desk was brought, and the consulting parties left alone ;
while Agnes, as she performed the different tasks imposed on her,
and which her great fatigue rendered heavy, could not for an
instant banish from her mind the question that had incessantly
haunted her from the hour she left the drawing-room of
Lady Elizabeth . ... Will she go abroad? . ... Shall I be
obliged to return to Cheltenham without her? . ... Shall I
be obliged to go to the house where he is living ? ”

* * * » * »

Mr. Magnus Morrison was by no means an ill-looking man,
and though 2 bachelor of thirty-five, had as little of quizzical
peculiarity about him as a careful attorney of that age, unpo-
lished by a wife, can be expected to have. Mrs. Barnaby,
though a little his senior, was still, as we know, a lady a pré-
tention, and never permitted any gentleman to approach her
without making an experiment upon him with her fine eyes.
Their success in the present instance was neither so violent as
in the case of Major Allen, nor so instantaneous as in that of
the false-hearted peer ; nevertheless emough was achieved to
throw an agreeable sort of extraneous interest into the business
before them, and the widow disdained not as it proceeded to
decorate her narrative and herself with such graces as none
but a Mrs. Barnaby can display.

Having given her own version, and with such flourishes as
her nature loved, of Lord Mucklebury’s violent passion for
her, she asked her attentive and somewhat captivated auditor
what species of testimony was required to prove a promise of
marriage in such a manner as to secure large damages; ¢ for
without being quite certain of obtaining such, you must be
aware, my dear sir, that a woman of my station, connections,
and fortune, could not think of appearing in court.”’

¢ Assuredly not,” replied Mr. Magnus Morrison fervently.
¢ Such a measure is never to be resorted to unless the evidence
is of a nature that no cross-examination can set aside. My
sister tells me, madam, that you have letters. . . . ."

¢ Yes, Mr. Marrison, I have many . ... though I am sorty
to say that many more have been destroyed.” (This was a

24
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figure of poetry, and of a kind that the widow often adoptd §
to give strength to the narrative portion of her conversation.)

“ That is greatly to be regretted, Mra. Barnaby . ... though
we must hope that among those which remain sufficient proof
of this very atrocious case will be found to answer the purposs
of justice. Was there any principle of selection in the man.
ner in which some were preserved and others destroyed ?”

¢ I can hardly say,” replied the lady, “ that it was done a
any principle, unless the feeling can be so called which leadsa
woman of delicacy to blush and shrink from preserving the
effusions of a passion so vehement as that expressed in some
of the letters of Lord Mucklebury.”

“ They were, then, the most ardent declarations of his at-
tachment that you destroyed, Mrs. Barnaby ?

¢ Most certainly,” said the widow throwing her eyes upo
the carpet.

“ It is unfortunate, very unfortunate,” observed the lawyer,
¢ though it shows a delicacy of mind that it is impossible not
to admire, Will you give me leave, madam, to peruse such of
the letters as you have preserved ? >’

““ Undoubtedly,” replied Mrs. Barnaby, unlocking her writ-
ing-desk ; “ and though I know not how to regret the exist-
ence of such feelings, Mr. Morrison, I will not deny tbat, for
the sake of honour and justice, I am sorry now that what I
have to show you is so much the least explicit part of the
correspondence.’’

She then drew forth the packet which contained (be it spo-
ken in confidence) every syllable ever addressed to her by the
laughter-loving viscount ; and greatly as Mr. Magnus Morri-
son began to feel interested in the case, and much as he would
have liked to bring so charming a client into court, he very
soon perceived that there was nothing in these highly-scented,
but diminutive feuilles volantes, at all likely to produce any
effect on a jury approaching to that elicited by the evidence
of the learned and celebrated Sergeant Buzfuz on an occasion
somewhat similar. He continued to read them all, however,
and they were numerous, with the most earnest attention and
unwearied industry, permitting little or no emotion of any
kind to appear on his countenance as he proceeded, and deter-
mined to utter no word approaching to an opinion till he had
carefully perused them all. Important as Mrs. Barnaby. flat.
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tered herself these little letters might eventually prove, and
interesting as her lawyer found every word of them, the whole
collection might perhaps be considered as somewhat wearisome,
full of repetition, and even trifling, by the general reader, for
which reason a few only shall be selected as specimens taken
at hazard, and without any attention either to their dates or
the particular events which led to them.

No. 1.
¢ PriMa Donna pEL Moxpo !*

¢ Walk you to-day? .... At three be it.... at which
hour my station will be the library. M

No. 2.
 BEraassima !

¢ Should I appear to-day (you may guess where) with a
friend on my arm, let it not change the sweet demeanour of
my charming widow. He is an excellent fellow, but one
whom I always treat as if he were not in existence ; — for in
truth, being almost as dreadfully in love as myself, he neither
sees nor hears. “ M.

No. 3.
“BeLra DoNNa !
¢ It is three days since I have received a line from tae
fairest lady in Cheltenham ! Write me a whole page, I be-
seech you, ....and let it be such a one as shall console me
under the necessity of dining and passing the whole evening
with half-a-dozen he-fellows, when the champagne will but ill
atone for the sparkling eyes whose light I shall lose by being
among them. But if I have one of your exquisite billets in
my waistcoat-pocket, I shall bear the loss better.
{3 M.”
No. 4.
¢ VEDOVA MARAVIGLIOSA !
¢ Should I find the Barnaby disengaged in her saloon, were

my audacious feet to bear me across its threshold this evening ?
[{3 M."

* Lord Muckl y had been d, on the authority of Mrs Barnaby herself,
that her favourite language was the Italian,
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lastly, the project of a journey to Rome was beginning to take
a very decided shape in her fancy ; but amidst all this there
zemained not the smallest wish or intention of trying to revenge
her wrongs by the assistanee of the law . . . . She was begin-
ning to be too well aware of the melting nature of money in
the funds, to wish that the villanous viscount should lead her
to expend another shilling upon him,

After the silence of a few minutes, Mrs. Barnaby raised
her eyes from the ground, and fixing them with a soft, gentle,
resigned smile upon Mr. Morrison, said, —

I thank you gratefully, Mr. Morrison, for your frank
opinion, given too in so gentlemanlike & manner as to make
me feel that I am indeed rather in the hands of a friend than &
lawyer;. ... and in return I will use the same frankness with
you. I have loved Lord Mucklebury most sincerely!...
loved him with all the pure disinterested ardour of my cha-
racter ; but the same warm heart, Mr. Morrison, which thus
surrenders itself without suspicion or restraint, is precisely of
the nature most prompt to reject and forget a being proved
to be unworthy of it. . . . Therefore I may now truly say, that
this poor bosom (pressmg her two hands upon it) suffers
more from the void within it, than from tender regret; and I
am greatly inclined, since I cannot benefit by your able ser~
vices as a lawyer, to urge my friendship with your dear sister
8s a claim upon your kindness as a gentleman. Will you as-
sist to cure the painful void I speak of by giving me your
help in my endeavours to see all that is best worth looking at
in London? ....I am sure it wonld do me good; not to
mention that it might give pleasure to the dear child whom
you saw with me when you entered. 8he is quite my idol,
and I should delight in procuring her an amusement which I
know she would so particularly enjoy.”

Mr. Morrison, who was a shrewd, quick-sighted man,
thought there was considerable food for speculation in this
speech, and, had leisure served him, he might have reasoned
upon it in a spirit met much unlike that of Benedict....
¢¢ Will you assist to cure the painful void ? . . . . which is as
mmuch as to say . . . . and so on. . . . He waited not, however,
to give this all the attention it merited, but remembering
clearly his sister’s statement respecting the widow’s fortune,
replied with most obliging readiness, - -
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dng costume she could devise, and with somewhat 1
ge than usual, that the traitor might see how sorm
ked, set forth on her expedition

Javing reached Piccadilly, she called a coach, and in a i

lutes was safely deposited before Mivart’s door.

¢ Is Lord Mucklebury here?*’. . . . she inquired in a voi

authority of the first official she encountered.

* Yes, ma’am,” was the answer. ¢ His lordship is

-eakfast.”

I must see him, if you please, directly !

“Is it by appointment, ma’am ? " questioned the diser:
waiter, looking at her keenly. . . . * His lordship is just goi
to set off, and is too busy, I believe, to see anybody.”

* He is not too busy to see me — I must see him «
rectly !”

“TIs it an appointment ?” repeated the man, in an acce
not the most

“ Yes, it is,”., . . . replied the unblushing widow.

““Better call his own man, Joe,” said another napkin
functionary, attracted by the appearance of the lady.

“ You had better take this sovereign,” said Mrs. Barnaby
a Wllisper.

{ API_’a"mtly the man thought this advice the best ; for taki

' the coin with such practised dexterity as hardly to make t

action perceptible, he gave the lady a look with his knowi

ve that said, « Follow me,” ....and slid away amo
image' and stairs till he had marshalled her to the door

doubtfullﬁ;ctlebm'f' apartments. - Being probably somewl
gratefqlly . cher the office he had performed would be

not to o Y Tequited by the gentleman as by the lady, he wait
peared, o2 .the door, but saying, « There’s his room,” dist

She’w as“"g Mrs, Barnaby to announce her ill-used self.

Pausing "¢ * little frightened, but still rescinte ; and, af

T Mmome brea rew open
szn:: e'nte’red, nt to recover y pen

:;a breg fmw’ 9 account wras strictly true, for his lordship 1
key, Bre, M and pig lordship was packing. En robe

Defos 1n tb‘w tba Cup of coffee in one hand, and a bunch

M nel'e a ° 9 he was standing beside his valet, who ki

klebn Carllige.ceat he was endeavouring to close. L

Ty W facing the door. and raised his eyes



leisure to express my gratitude. . . . My dear lady, I am
instant starting for the Continent.”

“ I know it, sir . . . I know it but too well !” replie
widow, considerably embarrassed by his eagy tone. . .. %
mit me, however, to speak to you for one moment befare
set out.”

¢ Assuredly ! . ... Place yourself on this sofa, Mm.
naby. . . . How deeply I regret that moments so delig

. . . Confound you, Rawlins, you'll break those hing
pieces if you force them so. ... My dear lady!.....
shocked to death ; . . . . but, upon my soul, I have nota
ment to spare !’

“ I wish to speak to you, my lord, without the presea
your servant.”

“ My dearest Mrs. Barnaby, you need not mind Ry
any more than the coffee-pot ! . ... You bave na idea w
capital fellowhe is ! . .. . true as steel .. .. silent as the g
«««. That's it, Rawlins ! . . . . I’ll set my foot wpon it 1
you turn the key . . . . here! it is this crooked one.”

“ Lord Mucklebury! .. .. you must be awsre,” ....}
the widow.

“ Aware! .. .. Good Heaven, yes!.... To be m
am! But what ean I do, my dearest Mra. Barnahv? . _
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terrupted bis lordship, handing her a plate of buttered toast,

« .+ that T am the greatest bear in existense!....No! you
will not eat with me? ....But you must exense me, dear
friend, for I have a long drive before me.” And, so saying,
Lord Mucklebury seated himself at the table, replenished his
coffee-cup, broke the shell of an egg, and seriously set about
eating an ‘excellent breakfast.

The widow was at a loss what to do or say next. .Had he
been rude or angry, or even silent and sullen, or in any other
mood in the world but one of such very easy good humour,
she could have managed better. But a painful sort of convic-
tion began to creep over her that Lord Mucklebury’s present
conduct, as well as all that had passed before, was merely the
result of high breeding and fashionable manners, and that
lords and ladies always did so to one another. If this were
0, rather than betray such rustic ignorance as to appear sur-
prised at it, she would have consented to live without a lover
for weeks and weeks to come; . ... and the terrible idea fol-
lowed, that by having .ignorantly hoped for too much she
might have lost a most.delightful opportunity of forming an
intimate friendship with a peer of the realm, that might have
been creditable and useful to her, either abroad or at home.

Fortunately Lord Mucklebury was really hungry, and he
ate 8o heartily for & minute or two, that the puzzled lady had
time to settle her purpose, and take the new tone that her am-
bition suggested to her, which she did with a readiness that
his lordship really admired.

“Well!....I see how it is, my lord,” said she; « I
come here to ask you to do a.commission for me at Rome,
where the papers told me you were going ; but you are too
busy and too hungry to spare a .moment to an old acqusint-
ance.”

¢ No | upon my senl !”. . .. said Lord Mucklebury, throw..
ing some of his former homage into his eyes as he bowed to
her. ¢ There is no commission in the werld you eould give

- me, from New York to Jerusalem, that I would not execwte

with the fidelity of a western or an eastern slave. What ave
your commands, bewitching Mrs. Barnaby ? "

“ Merely, my lord, that you would buy a set of shelis for
me ~ as nearly like lady Stephenson’s as pessible ; and X dars
say,” she added, very cleverly drawing out her purse, to avoid
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any mistonception respecting the object, — ¢ I dare sy ym
lordship, who has travelled so much, may be able to tefim.
pretty'nelrly what the price will be. . . . About ten pounds, 1
think.”

And ten golden sovereigns were immediately thrown frm
the purse upon the table. 3

Lord Mucklebury, perfectly delighted by this brilliant pret
of the versatility of her.powers, gaily took her purse from be
hand, and replacing the money in it, said, —

It is not so that I execute the commissions of my fir
friends, Mrs. Barnaby. . ..I will note your orders in my
pocket-book, thus....¢ A set of the handsomest shels a
Rome for the charming Mrs. Barnaby.' See!....I em
hardly overlook it ; and when I have the pleasure of presest.
ing them, we will settle about the price.”

He replaced her purse in her hand, which he kissed with
his best air of Cheltenham gallantry ; upon which she wisly
rose, and saying, with every appearance of being perfeetly o
tisfied with her reception,  Adieu, my lord! forgive my in-
trusion, and let me hope to have the pleasure of seeing you
when you return,” she took her departure, perfectly convinced
that her new-born conjecture was right, and that lords had
privileges not accorded to other men.

This persuasion, however, as well as the interview which
gave rise to it, she determined to keep to her own breast ; not
sorry, perhaps, that some of her friends might go to their
graves with the persuasion that, though deserted by him, she
once had a nobleman for her lover, and vastly well satisfied
with herself for having found out her plebeian blunder in time-
to prevent the loss of so very valuable a friend as she still
thought Lord Mucklebury might be.

She returned in good time to rest and refresh herself with
a draught of her favourite beverage (porter) before Mr. Mor-
rison arrived. T

If she had thought this gentleman worthy of some little
agaceries before her definitive interview with her noble friend,
she certainly did not think him less so afterwards, and the
morning and the evening passed away with great appearance of
enjoyment to both the gentleman and lady. Mrs. Barnaby began
to think, as upon former occasions of the same kind, that i:
would be vastly more agreeable if Agnes weve not of tha party.:

- il
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The same idea had occurred to the suffering girl herself
more than once in the course of the day. - Whether her own
wish was father to the thought, or that her aunt had purposely
permitted her feelings to be seen, it matters not to inquire ;
but when, on the following morning, Agnes complained of
headache, and expressed a timid wish to be left at home,
Mrs. Barmaby, without hesitation, replied, —

¢ I think you are right, Agnes. ... You have no strength
for that sort of thing....so it is very lucky you brought
your books, and you may unpack them if you will, and set to
work.”

This release was hailed with thankfulness. . . . Lady Ste-
phenson and Miss Peters were both written to during the lei-
sure it afforded, and though she could give no very satisfac-
tory intelligence to either, there was a pleasure in writing to
them that no other occupation could give her.

After this time several days elapsed, during which Mrs.
Barnaby was scarcely at home at all, except for the purpose of
eating her dinner, which meal Mr. Morrison regularly partook
with them.

More than a week passed in this mamner; Mrs. Barnaby
becoming every day more convinced that, although every sen-
gible woman ought to marry a lord, if she can get one, yet,
nevertheless, that an active, intelligent, obliging friend, full of
admiration, and obedient to command, was an excellent substi-
tute for every thing else during an interregnum between the
more violent attachments by which the career of all distin-
‘guished women must necessarily be marked. And Mr. Mor-
rison, as he on his side remarked how freely the lady hired
her flies and her hackney chariots, — how little she thought of
the price of tickets for plays, operas, and that realisation of all
her dreams of elegant festivity, Vauxhall, — how liberally
wine and even brandy flowed at the savoury little dinners in
ber drawing-room,—as he remarked on all this, he could
not but reason with himself on the greatly superior felicity of
being the husband of such a lady, and living without any
trouble at all upon her fortune, to the remaining a bachelor in
Red Lion Square, under the necessity of working whenever
work could be had in order to pay his rent, settle his tailor’s
bill, and find wherewithal to furnish commons for himself and
his one domestic.

AA
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It is certain, however, that up to this time no serious ki
5f marrying Mr. Magnus Morrison had entered the widow’s
head ; on the contrary, she was fully determined that, as sa
as she had seen London ““ well,” she would see Paris too, sad
was not without a vague notion that there might he somethiag
very elegant and desirable in becoming the wife of a Fresd
grandee. But these ruminations interfered not as-all wih
the amiable amenity of her demeanour to her assiduow
attendant . . . . Agnes was as little in their way-as it wn
possible she could be . ... the weather was remafkably fi
....and, on the whole, it may be doubted if any.lady o
thirty-seven ever made her first début in the m s of
the united kingdoms with more perfect satisfaction to herself

Mrs. Barnaby reached London on a Thursday evening; the
first Sunday showed her the Foundling, all the little childre,
and a popular preacher, which together constituted one o
Mr. Morrison’s favourite lions. The Sunday following, being
the last, according to her own secret determination, that she
would pass in England, she was left during the early part of
the day to her own devices, Mr. Morrison having a deed ¥
draw, which could mo longer be safely postponed ; and she
therefore obligingly asked Agnes if she should not like to @
to church with her. Agnes willingly assented, and they weat {
to the morning service at St.Jumes's. In returning thenee
our gaily-dressed widow, full of animation, and the hope o
finding Mr. Morrison ready to take luncheon with her pre-
vious to their projected walk in Kensington Gardems,
remarked, as she gracefully paced along the crowded pave-'
ment, that one individual among the many who eyed her
appeared to follow her movements with particular attention.
Mrs. Barnaby was never stared at without feeling delighted
by the compliment she thought it implied, and simpered and
frolicked with her parasol in her best manner, till at length,
having no one else to whom she could point out the flattering
circumstance, she said to Agnes, as they turned down Half-
moon Street . . . . into which the admiring individual turned
t00 .. .. “ Do look at that man, Agnes . ... He has never
ceased to follow and stare at me since we left the church.
There, now, he is going to pass us again. ... Is be not e
impudent fellow ?

¢ Perhaps he knows yon. aunt,” said Agnes, raising hes

RN )'.\.'s
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eyes as the man passed them. . ., “ I thipk I have seen him
at Cheltenham.”

This suggestion heightened Mrs. Barnaby’s colour 80 consi-
derably that it was perceptible through all her rouge.

¢ You have seen him at Cheltenham ? . . . . Where, pray ?”

¢ I do not well remember ; in a shop, I think.”

Mrs. Barnaby asked no more questions, but knocked rather
hastily at the door of her lodgings; but though the person
had crossed the street, and in doing so passed close to her, he
made no attempt to speak to her, but passed on his way, not,
however, before he had so refreshed her memory respecting
her Cheltenham debts as to make her suddenly decide upon
leaving London on the morrow.

She found Mr. Magnus Morrison waiting for her, as well--
looking and as devoted as ever ; # she did all but quite forget
her recent alarm, its only effect being, when Agnec, as usual,
" declined her invitation to go out with them, to say in a whis-
per to her in the window recess farthest removed from her
waiting gentleman, ¢ I think I shall Jeave London to-morrow
night, so you may employ yourself in getting every thing ready
for packing, Agnes. . ..” She then turned gaily to her escort,
and they set off together.

During the whole of this tedious week Agnes had used
every means within her very limited power to ascertain what
her aunt’s plans were for the future ; and this not only to sa-
tisfy her own natural curiosity on the subject, but also that
she might have sufficient information to justify her writing
another letter to Lady Stephenson. But all her inquiries had
been so vaguely answered, that she was quite as ignorant of
what her next movement might be as when she arrived, and
was living in a very torturing sort of suspense, between hope
that fate by some means or other would oblige her to return to
Cheltenham, and fear lest the mystery that veiled the future
might only be elucidated when too late for her to obey the
command which, én case of the worst, was to send her there.

So weary was she both of her present position and of the
doubt which concealed the termination of it, that she joyfully
set herself to obey the parting injunction of her aunt; and
having rapidly gone through this task, began her second letter
to her Cheltenham friends, stating exactly all she knew, and all
she did not know, and at length leaving her letter unfinished, -

Ar 2
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that her postscript, as she said, might contain, according to the
imputed custom of all ladies, the essential part of her letter.

The fine bonnets and smart waistcoats of Kensington G-
dens, together with a bagful of queen-cakes, with which she
had provided herself for her own refreshment and that of her
companion during a promised hour of repose in ome of the
alcoves, so pleasantly beguiled the hours, that it was newr
seven before they returned to dinner; when the widow eon-
fessed herself too tired for any thing more that day ; and at
hour much earlier than usual Mr. Morrison took his departure,
well informed, as it seemed, of the lady’s intentions for the
morrow, for Agnes heard him say, —

““ Well, then, Mrs. Barnaby . . . . one more delightful ex-
cursion to-morrow — the Surrey Gardens will delight you!
....and at two o’clock I will be here.... Sorry am I to
think for the last time .. .. at least for the present.” A cordial
hand-shaking followed, and the door closed after him.

I have done what you bid me, aunt,” said Agnes; “all
your things are got ready for you to place them as you like,
and one of the boxes half filled, just as you did before, . ..
Shall I write the directions, aunt? ”

“ We can do that to-morrow ....I am tired to death,
Ring the bell. . . . No — run down yourself, for the girl looks
a8 cross as two sticks , . . . run down, Agnes, and tell her to
get my porter directly ; and I think you must bring it to me
in bed, for I can’t keep my eyes open.”

“ Will you tell me, aunt, where we are going ?*” said Agnes
timidly, as she took up one of the candles to light her steps
down two flights of stairs.

¢ Don’t plague me now, Agnes,” was the reply ; “ I have
told you that I am tired to death, und nobody but you would
think of teazing one with such a question now. You know
well enough, though you have not had the grace to thank me
for it, that I never take you any where that it is pot most
delightful to go to. . . . What other country-girl in the world
is there at your age that has had the advantages you have
. ... Exeter . ... Clifton .. .. Cheltenham . ... London;
and if you don’t provoke me too much, and make me ture
you out of house and home, I'll take you now . . . . but it's no
matter where — you'll know soon enough to be grateful, if
there’s such a thing as gratitade in your heaxt. . . . but I am
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n fool to expect it, and see you standing there when I've
begged, as if my life depended upon lt, that you would please
to order me a little beer.”

Agnes said no more ; but went to bed that night with her
fears most reasonably mengthened that she should not learn
Mrs. Barnaby’s destination till it was too late to avoid sharing
it, let it be in what direction it might.

CHAPTER 1V.
AN ADVENTURR, — AWOPHER LETTER FROM MISS MORRISON PRODUCTIVE
OF A POWERFUL EFFECT UPQ) HEB — HE FORSAKES HIS
CLIENT AND HIS FRIEND. — AGNES I§ F ALONE, AND EMPLOYS

SOME OF HER LEISURE ¥ WRITING A lh 70 MIss eovrrow

Tae following day was aneventful one. For the first time
since they had been in London, Agﬁen on seeing her aunt
preparing to go out, asked permission, to go with her, and
“ You may go if you will,” was the er; but before her
bonnet was tied on, Mrs. Barnaby changed her mind, saying,
“ Put down your bennet, Agnes....upon second thoughts I
don’t choose to take you....Look at all these thmgs of
mine lying about here! . ... I have told you that it is likely
enough we may set off by a night coach, and I have got, as
you know, to go out with Mr. Morrison ; so I should‘be much
obliged if you would please to tell me how all my packing is
to get done? ”

“ If you would let me go with you now, aunt, I shall have
plenty of time to do all that remains while you are out with
Mr. Morrison,” replied Agnes.

¢ Agnes, you are, without exception, the most impertinent
and the most plaguing girl that ever a widowed aunt half
ruined herself to provide for . ... But I wo’n’t be bullied in
this way, either. . . . Stay at home, if you please, and do what
1 bid you, or before this time to-morrow you may be crying
in the streets of London for a breakfast. . . . I should like to
know who there is besides me in the wide world who would
undertake the charge of you? .... Do you happen to know
any such people, miss? . . . . If you do, be off to them if you

AAr 8
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please — the sooner the better ; . . . . but if not, stay at home
for once without grumbling, and do what you're bid.”

There was just sufficient truth mixed with the injustice o
these harsh words to go to the heart of poor Agnes. Her st
Compton, in reply to a letter of Mrs. Barnaby, written in3
spirit of wanton impertinence, and in whidh she made a formd
demand of one hundred pounds a year for the expenses of
Agnes, answered in great wrath, that she and Agnes both had
better take care not to change their residence so often s &
lose a parish settlement, for they might live to find fhata
much better dependence than any thing they would obtain
from her. This pettish epistle, received the day before they
left Silverton, was carefully treasured by Mrs. Barnaby, and
often referred to when she was anxious to imjress on be
niece a sense of her forlorn condition and helpless dependence.
So all hope from that guarter seemed {0 be for ever shut out
«++. And could she forget that even at the moment when the
dangers of her situation had so forcibly struck Lady Elizabeth
Norris, as to make her approve what she had before declared
to be worse than any home, — that even at that moment she
had explicitly declared that neither herself nor her miece vould
take charge of her

These were mournful thoughts; and it was no great proof
of Agnes’s wisdom, perhaps, that, instead of immediately pro-
ceeding to the performance of her prescribed task, she st
down expressly to ruminate upon them. But the meditation
was not permitted to be long; for hardly had she rested her
elbow upon the table, and her cheek upon her handa in the
manner which ladies under such circumstances always do, than
she was startled by a violent knocking and simultaneous ring-
ing at the street-door, followed, as soon as it was opened, by &
mixture of two or three loud and angry voices, amidst which
she clearly distinguished that of her aunt; and the moment
after she burst into the room, accompanied by the gentleman
who had appeared to admire her so greatly in the street the
day before, together with two other much less well-looking
personages, who stuck close upon the heels of Mrs. Barnaby,
with more appearance of authority than respect.

“You shall live to repent this treatment of a lady,” eried
Mrs. Barnaby, addressing the hero of her yesterday’s adven-
ture, who was no other than the keeper of the \ineryaokia

<
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from whom she had hired the carriage and horses which had
dignified her existence for the last month. ¢ You shall be
taught to know what is due from a trumpery country trades-
man like you, to a person of my fortune and station. What
put it into your head, you vile fellow, instead of waiting my
return to Cheltenham, to follow me to London in this
abominable manner, and to arrest me in the public streets ?”

“ It is no dlf!icult matter to tell you that, Mrs. Barnaby, if
that'’s your name,” replied the man; % and you'll find that I
am not the only vile fellow holding hlmself ready to pay you
the same compliment; though I, knowing the old saying € First
come, first served,’” took some trouble to be the first.”

¢ And do you really pretend to fancy, you pitiful creature,”
cried Mrs. Barnaby, in a voice in which terror and rage were
struggling, — *‘ do you really pretend to believé that I am not
able to pay your twopenny-halfpenny bill a thousand times
over ?”

¢ Can’t say, indeed, ma’am,” replied the man; 1T shall
not stand upon sending you to prison if you will discharge the
account as here‘we stand, paying fees and expenses of course,
as is fitting. . . . Here are the items, neither many nor high: —

: £ s d

Carriage and horses one month, twenty-ﬁve shillings
per diem - - 8 0 O
Coachman’s livery, board. and wages . = 20 0 0
Footman’s ditto, hired to order - - - 25 00
£82 0 O
Deduct liveries, if returned . - 12 00
Remains £70 0 0

And all our expenses and fees added wo'n’t make it above 771.
or 78L altogether ; so, ma’am, if you are the great lady you
say, you wo'n’t find no great diffieulty in giving me a write-
off for the sum, and my good friends here shall stay while I
run and get it cashed, after which I will be ready to make you
my bow, and say good morning.”
The anger of Mrs. Barnaby was not the less excited because
what Mr. Simmons, the livery-stable keeper, said was true;
AAd
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and she seized with considerable quickness the fearire of the
case which appeared the most against him.

“ Your vulgar mode of proceeding at Cheltenham, M.
Simmons, is, I am happy to say, quite peculiar to yourselva;
“or though, for my age, I have lived a good deal in the world,
I certainly never saw any thing like it. - Here have I, likea
woman of fortune as I am, paid nobly, since I have beenin
your trumpery town, for every single thing for which it is
customary to pay ready money ; and when a job like youn,
which never since the creation of the world was paid except
from quarter to quarter, has run up for one month, down
comes the stable-man post haste after me with a writ and ayrest,
I wonder you are not ashamed of yourself.”

¢ I dare say I should, ma’am, you talking so fine as youdo,
if I hadn’t nothing to put forward in return. I don’t believe,
Mrs. Barnaby, but what you, or any other rich-seeming lady
like you, . . . . I don’t believe but what any such might bave
come to Cheltenham, and have run up debts to the tune of s
thousand pounds, and not one of us taken fright at jt, provided
the lady had stayed quiet and steady in the town, where one
had one’s eyes upon her, and was able to see what she was
about. But just do now look at the difference. ¢ The season’s
pretty fullish,’ says one, ‘and trade’s brisk !”. ... That’s
true,” says another, ‘only some’s going off, and that’s never s
good sign, specially if they go without paying ....” €And
who's after that shabby trick ?” says another: ... . ¢Neither
more nor less than the gay widow Barnaby !’ is the answer.

. *The devil she is!’ says one; ‘she owes me twenty
pounds . . . .”— ‘T hope you are out there, neighbour,” says
another, ¢ for she owes me thirty .. .."” ‘And nie ten ’— ¢ and
me fifty’ — €and me nineteen’ — “and me forty,” and so on
for more than 1'll number. And what, pray, is the wisest
among them likely to do in such a case? Why, just what
your humble servant has done, neither more nor less.”

¢ And what right have you, audacious man ! to suppose that
I have any intention of not returning, and paying all 1 owe, aa
I have ever and always done before ? ”’

¢ Nothing particular, except your just saying, ma’am, that
you should be back in two days, and nevertheless not making
yourself be heard of in ten, and your rooms kept, and your

poor maid kept in ’em all the time to0.”

il
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“ This man talks like one who knows not what a lady is,”
saia Mrs. Barnaby, her eyes flashing, and her face crimson ;
“mt I must beg to ask of you, sir,” turning to one of the
Bow-street officials, ¢ whether I am not to have time allowed
for sending to my lawyer, and giving him jinstrnctions to settle
with this fellow here? ”

“ Why, by rights, ma’am, you should go to a sponging-
house without loss of time, that we might get the committal
made out, and all regular ; but if you be 80 inclined as to make
it worth while to my companion and me, I don’t think we
shall object to keeping guard over you here instead, while you
send off for any friends you chose to let into the secret.”

¢ The friends I shall send to are my men of business,
fellow ! ” replied Mrs. Barnaby, with the strongest expression
of disdain that she could throw into her countenance. * You
don’t, I hope, presume to imagine that I would send for any
one of rank to affront them with the presence of such as
you?"” . '

¢ Fair words butter no parsnips, is 2 good saying and a true
one; ....but I'll add to it, that saucy ones unlock no bolts ;
and if you expect to get out of this scrape by talking big, it's
likely you my find yourself mistaken.’

¢ A bill must be a good deal longer than this is, man, be-
fore the paying it will be much of a scrape to me,” said the
widow, affecting to laugh. ¢ What a fool you are, Agnes,”
she continued, turning to the corner of the room into which
the terrified girl had crept, “ what a prodigious fool, to be
sure, you mugt be, to sit there looking as white as a sheet, be-
cause an insolent tradesman chooses to bring in a bill of a
month’s standing, with a posse of thief-takers to back it. . . .
Get up, pray, and bring my desk here . . . . I wish to write to
my attorney.”

In obedience to this command, Agnes rose from her chair,
and attempted to cross the room to fetch the desk, which was
at the other extremity of it; but not all her efforts to arouse
her strength sufficed to overcome the sick faintness which
oppressed her. ¥ Do, for God's sake, move a little faster,
child,” said Mrs. Barnaby ; but Agnes failed in her habitual
and meek obedience, not by felling into a chair, but by sitting
down in one, conscious that her fainting at such a moment
must greatly increase her aunt’s embarrassment.

o
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 I’ll get the desk, miss,” said one of the terrible men, in a
voice 8o nearly expressive of pity, that tears started to her own
eyes in pity of herself, as she thought how wretched must be
the state of one who could inspire such a feeling in such a
being ; but she thanked him, and he placed the lady’s desk be-
fore her — that pretty little rosewood desk that had been and
indeed still was the receptacle of my Lord Mucklebury’s flat-
tering if not binding effusions ; and as the thought crossed the
brain of Mrs. Barnaby that she had hoped to make her fortune
by these same idle papers, she felt for the very first time in her
life, that perhaps, after all, she had not managed her affairs
quite 8o cleverly as she might have done. It was a disagree-
able idea ; but even as she conceived it her spirit rose to coun-
teract any salutary effect such a notion might produce ; and
with a toss of the head that indicated defiance to her own com-
mon sense, she opened her desk with a jerk, and began enditing
an epistle to Mr. Magnus Morrison,

But this epistle, though it reached the lawyer in a reasonably
short time after it was written, was not the first he received
thatday, . . . . for the Cheltenham post had brought him the
following : —

¢ Dear BROTHER,

“Don’t blame me if the gay widow I introduced to you the
week before last, should prove to be a flam, as my dear father
used to call it. . . . I am sorry to say there are great suspi-
cions of it going about here. 8he left us telling every body
that she should be back in two days; and it is now more than
ten since she started, and no soul has heard a word about
her since. This looks odd, and bad enough, you will think;
but it is not the worst part of the story, I'm sorry to say, paw
de too, as you shall hear. When she first came to Chelten-
ham she took very good rooms. . .. a separate drawing-room,
which always looks well .. .. and dress, and all that, quite
corresponding, but no servants nor carriage, nor any thing of
the high-flying kind. . . . Now observe, Magnus, what follows,
and then I think that yon will come to a right notion of what
sort of person you have got to deal with. No sooner did Mrs.
Barnaby get acquainted with Lord Mucklebury then she set off

" living at the rate of some thousands a year ; and the worst is,
48 far as I am concerned, that she coaxed me % ¢ round be-
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sspeaking and ordering every thing for her. I know you will
-tell me, Magnus, that my father’s daughter ought to have
known better, and so I ought; but, upon my word, she took
.me in so completely that I never felt a single moment’s doubt
.about the truth of all she said. ... And I believe, too, that
the superior sort of elegant look of that beautiful Miss Wil-
loughby went for something with me. Having told you all
this, it wo’n’t be necessary, I fancy, to say much more in
respect to putting you on your guard. . . . Of course, you will
take care to do nothing in the way of standing bail, or any
thing of that sort. . . . paw see bate, you will say. All Chel-
tenham is talking about it; and I was told at breakfast this
morning that Simmons, who furnished the carriage, horses,
and servants, is gone to London to look after her; and that
Wright the mercer, and several others, talk of doing the same.
Too sell aw man we; but it can’t be helped. . .. So many
people, too, come to me for information, just as if I knew any
more about her than any body else at the boarding table. . . .
That queer Ladv Elizabeth Norris sent for me yesterday,
begging I would call upon her ; and when I got there 1 found
it was for nothing in the world but to ask me questions about
this Mrs. Barnaby. And there was that noble-looking Colonel
Hubert, who sat and listened to every word I uttered just as if
he had been as curious an old woman as his aunt: maize eel
Jfoe dear, Magnus, that men are sometimes quite as curious as
women. . . . However, they neither of them got much worth
hearing out of me; and yet 1 almost thought at one time that
the high and mighty colonel was writing down what I said,
for he had got his gold pencil-case in his hand ; and though it
was orf the page of a book that he seemed to be scribbling, I
saw plain enough by his eye that he was listening to me. You
know, brother, I am pretty sharp, and I have got a few pre-
sents out of this fly-away lady, let what will come of it. But
I could not help thinking, Magnus, —and if it was in a
printed book it would be called a fine observation,— I could
not help thinking how such a vulgar feeling' as curiosity spoils
the elegance of the manners. Lady Elizabeth, who has often
toll me that I speak the most exquisite French she ever
neard, and who always before yesterday seemed delighted to
pave the opportunity of conversing with me in this very gen-
teel language, never said one word in it all the time I stayed ;
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and once when, as usual, I spoke a few words, she looked as
cross as a bear, and said, ¢ Be so good as to speak English just
now, Miss Morrison.” Very impertinent, I thought, may set
eh gal. Don’t think the worse of me for this unfortunate
blunder. . .. Let me hear how you are going on, and be-
lieve me
¢ Your affectionate sister,
¢ 8arau Morrisow.”

Mr. Magnus Morrison had by no means recovered the blow
given him by this most unpleasing news, when a note from
Mrs. Barnaby, to the following effect, was put into his
hands : —

¢ My pEAR SIR,

*“ A most ridiculous, but also disagreeable circumstance,
has happened to me this morning. A paltry little tradesman
of Cheltenham, to whom I owe a few pounds, has taken fright
because I did not return to my apartments there at the mo-
ment he expected me .... the cause of which delay yom
must be aware has been the great pleasure 1 have received
from seeing London so agreeably. ... However, he has had
the incredible insolence to follow me with a writ, and I must
beg you to come to me with as little delay as possible, as
your bail, I understand, will prevent my submitting to the
indignity of being lodged in a prison during the interval
necessary for my broker (who acts as my banker) to take the
proper measures for supplying me with the trifling sum I
want. In the hope of immediately seeing you,

¢ 1 remain, dear sir,
“ Most truly yours,
¢ MARTHA BARNABY.”

Mr. Magnus Morrison was not ““so quick,” as it is called,
as his sister Sarah, and in the present emergency felt totally
unable to fabricate an epistle, or even to invent a plausible
excuse for an absence, which he neverthcless finally deter-
mined should be eternal. He was ill-inspired when he took
this resolution, for had he attended the lady’s summons, he

might, with Jittle trouble, have made & roore profitable client-

of her yet than often fell to his lot. But hie Wen ‘eree-



THR WIDOW BARNABY. 365

struck at the word BaIL; and forgetting all the beaf-steaks,
cheese-cakes, porter, and black wine that he had swallowed
at the widow’s cost, he very cavalierly sent word by the
sheritf’s officer, who had brought her note, that he was very
sorry, but that it was totally out of his power to come.

On receiving this message, delivered, too, with the com-
mentary of a broad grin, even Mrs. Barnaby turned a little
pale; bat she speedily recovered herself on recoliecting how
very easy and n.pld an operation the selling out stock was ;
80, once more raising her dauntless eye, she said, with an
assumption of dignity but little mitigated by this rebuff, . . ..
I presume you will let me wait in my own apartments till
I can send to my broker? ”

¢ Why, ’tis possible, ma'am, you see, that it may be totally
out of his power too, like this t’other gentleman .... and
we can’t be kept waiting all day . ... You'll have a trifle to
pay already for the obligingness we have shown, and so you
must be pleased to get ready without more ado.”

“ You don’t mean to take me to prison, fellow, for this
trumpery debt ? ”

"Tis where ladies always do go when they keep carriages
without paying for them, unless, indeed, they have got hus-
bands as can go for them; and as that don’t seem to be
your case, ma’am, we must really trouble you to make
haste.”

“ Gracious Heaven ! . ... It is incredible!”. . .. cried the
widow, now really in an agony. ¢ Why, fellow, I tell you I
have thousands in the funds that I can sell out at an hour’s
warning !*

¢ 80 much the better, ma’am ~— s0 much the better for us
all, as, in that case, we shall be sure to get our own at last;
and if the thing can be settled so easily, it is quite beneath
such a clever lady as you to make a fuss about lodging at the
king’s charge for a night or so. . . . Pray, miss, can you help
the gentlewoman to put up a night-cap, and such like little
comforts, . . . . not forgetting a small provision of ready money,
if I might advise, for that’s what makes the difference between
a bad lodging and a good one where we are going. ... Dick

« « . run out and call a coach, will you?”

All further remonstrance proved useless ; and Mrs, Barnaby,

alternately scolding and entreating, was forced at last to wabhmik
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to the degradation of being watched by a bailiff 's officer as she
went to her chamber to prepare herself for this terrible change
of residence. The most bitter moment of all, perhaps, was
that in which she was told that she must go alone, for that
they had no orders to permit the attendance of any one. It
was only then that she felt, in some degree, the value of the
gentle observant kindness which had marked every word and
look of Agnes from the moment when — her first feeling of
faintness over — she assiduously drew near her, put needle-
work into her hands, set herself to the same employment, and,
with equal ingenuity and sweet temper, contrived to make the
long interval during which they Lad to endure the presence of
two of the men, while the third was despatched to Mr. Mor-
rison, infinitely more tolerable than could have been hoped for.
But on this point the officials were as peremptory as in the
commands they reiterated that she should get ready, promis-
ing, however, that application should be made for leave to let .-
the young lady be with her, if she liked it.

‘“ You may save yourselves the trouble, brutes as you are,”,
cried Mrs. Barnaby, as, with something very like a sob, she
returned the kiss of Agnes. “ I'll defy you to keep me in
your vile clutches beyond this time to-morrow. . . . Take care
that this letter is put into the post directly, Agnes; but I will
give it to the maid myself. . .. It will reach my broker by
four or five o'clock, I should think; and I'll answer for his :
not neglecting the business; but it may, however, be near
dinner-time before I get back —so don’t be frightened, my
dear, if it is; and here is the key of the money-drawer, you
know, if you want to pay any thing.”

“ Better divide the money-drawer with the young lady, at
any rate,” said one of the men, laughing.

¢ That you may pick my pockets, perhaps?” replied the
vexed prisoner. .

“ Have you enough money with you, aunt?” whispered
Agnes in her ear.

¢ Plenty, my dear ; and more than I'll spend upon them,
depend upon it,” she replied aloud. . . . This drew on a fresh
and not very gentle declaration that they must be gone di-
rectly ; and the unlucky Mrs. Barnaby, preceded by one and
followed by two attendants, descended the stairs, and mounted

the hackney-coach,
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It was then that Agnes for the first time began to under-
stand and feel the nature of her own situation. Alone, utterly
“alone in lodgings in the midst of London, totally ignorant of
the real state of her aunt’s affairs, and, unhappily, so accus-
tomed to hear her utter the most decided falsehoods upon all
subjects, that nothing she had said on this gave her any confl-
dence in the certainty either of her speedy return, or of her
being immediately able to settle all claims upon her. What,
then, was it her duty to do? During the firsi féew moments
of meditation on her desolate condition, she thought that the
danger of being taken abroad could not have been greater than
that which had now fallen upon her, and consequently that
-Lady Elizabeth would be ready to extend to her the temporary
shelter she had told her to claim, in case of what then appeared
the worst necessity. But a very little calmer reflection made

v her shrink from this; and the fact that Colonel Hubert was

% now with her, which, under other circumstances, would have

i made such an abede, if enjoyed only for a day or two, the
~ dearest boon that Providence could grant her, now caused her
*  to decide, with a swelling heart, that she would not accept it.
" The nature and degree of the disgrace which her aunt had
now brought upon her was so much worse than all that either
her vanity or her coquetry had hitherto achieved, that she felt
herself incalculably more beneath him than ever, and felt dur-
ing these dreadful moments that she would rather have begged
her bread back to Empton, than have met the doubtful wel-
come of his eye upon seeing her under such circumstances.

This thought of Empton recalled the idea of the person
whose liberal kindness had for years bestowed on her this only
home that she had ever loved. Was it possible, that if made
acquainted with her present deplorable situation, she could re-
fuse to extend some sort of protection to one whose claim upon
her she had formerly acknowledged so freely, and who had never
forfeited it by any act of her own?. ... I will write to her!”
said Agnes, suddenly rousing herself, as it occurred to her that
she was now called upon to act for herself. “ God knows,”
thought she, * what my unfortunate and mnost unwise aunt
Barnaby may have written or said to provoke her; but now,
at least, without either rebellion or deceit, I may myself ad-
dress her.”
This idea generated a hope that seemed to give her new i€,

and with a rapid pen she wrote as follows: —
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they had imagined her likely to excite, it was soothing to all
her feelings ; but, required or accorded as mere ordinary
charity, it was intolerable. A melancholy attempt at dining
occupied a few minutes, and then hour after hour passed over
her, slowly and sadly, till the light faded. But she had not
energy for employment ; not one of all her best-loved volumes
could have fixed her attention for a moment. She called for
no candles, but lying on the sofa, her aching head pillowed
by her arm, she suffered herself to dwell on all the circum-
stances of her situation, which weighed most heavily upon her
heart ; and assuredly the one which brought the greatest pang
with it was the recollection of having won the affection of
Colonel Hubert's family, just at the moment when disgrace
80 terrible had fallen on her own, as to make her rather dread
than wish to see him again

CHAPTER V.

AGNES RECFIVES AN UNEXPECTED VISITER, AND AN IMPORTANT COMMOU-
NICATION. — SHE ALSO RECEIVES A LETTER FROM CHELTENHAM, AND
FROM HER AUNT BARNABY.

Acnes was roused from this state of melancholy musing by a
double knock at the door.

“«Is it possible,” she said, starting up, ¢ that she spoke
truly, and that she is already released ?”

The street-door was opened, but the voice of Mrs. Barnaby
did not make its way up the stairs before her,—a circumstance
80 inevitable upon her approach, — that, after listening for it
in vain for a moment, the desolate girl resumed her attitude,
and endeavoured to recover the train of thought that had been
broken. But she was not destined to do so, at least for the
present, for the maid threw open the drawing-room door, and
announced “A gentleman.”

Agnes, a8 we have said, was sitting in darkness, and the
girl very judiciously placed her slender tallow-candle in its
tin receptacle on the table, saying, as she set a chair for ¢ the
gentleman,” ¢ I will bring candles in a minute, mu," and
then departed.

Agunes raised her eyes as the visiter approached, and had




THE WIDOW BARNABY, 3N

the light been feebler still she would have found no difficulty
in discovering that it was Colonel Hubert who stood before
her. He bowed to the angle of the most profound respect,
and though he ventured to extend his hand in friendly greet-
ing, he took hers with the air of a courtier permitted to offer
homage to a sovereign princess.

Agnes stood up ; she received his offered hand, and raised
her eyes to his face, but uttered no word either of surprise or
joy. Her face was colourless, and traces of very recent tears
were plainly visible ; she trembled from head to foot, aud
Colonel Hubert, frightened, as a brave man always is when
he sees a woman really sinking under her sex's weakness,
replaced her on the sofa almost as incapable of speaking as
herself.

“ Do not appear distressed at seeing me, dearest Miss Wil-
loughby,” said he, ¢ or I shall be obliged to repent having
ventured to wait on you. I should not have presumed to do
this, had not your friends, your truly attached friends, my
aunt and sister, authorised my doing so.”

“Oh! what kinduess!’’ exclaimed poor Agnes, bursting
into a flood of most salutary tears. ‘Do not think me
ungrateful, Colonel Hubert, if I could not say . ...if I did
not speak to you. .... Do you, indeed, come to me from
Lady Elizabeth ?”

¢ Here are my credentials,” he replied, smiling, and pre-
senting a letter to her. ¢ We learned that your foolish aunt
+« .. forgive me, Miss Willoughby; but the step I have
taken can only be excused by explaining it with the most
frank sincerity . ... we learned that Mrs. Barnaby, having
quitted Cheltenham suddenly (the ostensible reason for doing
which "was bad enough), had left a variety of debts unpaid ;
and that her creditors, alarmed at her not returning, were
taking active measures to secure her person. ... Is this true?
« « . « Is your aunt arrested ?

“¢ She is,” replied Agnes faintly.

“ Good God! . ... You are here, then, entirely alone?”

1 am quite alone,” was the answer, though it was almost
lost in the sob that accompanied it.

¢ Qh! dearest Agnes,” cried Colonel Hubert, in a burst or
uncontrollable emotion, I cannot see you thus, and longer
retain the secret that has been hidden in my heart almoet fxom
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the first hour I saw you ! . ... I love you, Agnes, beyond sJt
else on earth!.... Consent to be my wife, and danger and
desertion shall never come near you more !*

What a moment was this to hear such an avowal ! . , , .
Human life can scarcely offer extremes more strongly markesl
of weal and woe than those presented by the actual position of
Agnes, and that proposed to her by the man she idolised.
But let De la Rochefoucault say what he will; there are natures
capable of feeling something nobler than the love of self ; . ...
and after one moment of happy triumphant swelling of the heart
that left no breath to speak, she heaved a long deep sigh that
seemed to bring her back from her momentary glimpse of an
earthly paradise to things as they are, and said slowly, but with
great distinctness, * No! never will I be your wife!....
never, by my consent, shall Colonel Hubert ally himself to
disgrace !”

Had this been said to a younger man, it is probable that he
would not have found in it any thing calculated to give a
mortal wound to his hopes and wishes ; but it fell with appal-
ling coldness on the heart of the brave soldier, who had long
kept Cupid at defiance by the shield of Mars, and who had
just made the first proposal of marriage that had ever passed
his lips. It was her age and his own that rose before him as
she uttered her melancholy ¢ No, never!” ....and Agnes
became almost the first object to whom he had ever, even for
a moment, been unjust. He gave her no credit . . . . no, nm
the least, for the noble struggle that was breaking her heart,
and meant most sincerely what he said, when he replied,—

 Forgive me, Miss Willoughby. . . . Had I been a youuger
man the offer of my hand, my heart, my life, would not have
appeared to you, as it doubtless must do now,—the resnlt of
sober, staid benevolence, desirous of preserving youthful inno=
cence from unmerited sorrow. ... Such must my love seem.
«..50 let it seem;....but it shall never cause one hour’s
pain to you.” .. .. He was silent for a moment, and had to
struggle,brave man as he was, against feelings whosestrength,
perhaps, only showed his weakness. . ... “ But even s0,” he
added, making a strong effort to speak steadily, “even so; let
me not be here in vain ; listen to me as a friend and father.”

Poor Agnes! ..... This was a hard trial. To save him,
worshipped as he was, from a marriage thatmust e considered




THE WIDOW BARNARY. 378

#s degrading, she could have sacrificed herself with the tri-
umphant courage of a proud martyr, but to leave him with
the idea that she was too young to love him! .... to let
that glowing, generous heart sink back upon itself, because it
found no answering warmth in her!. ... in her ! who would
have died only to purchase the right of owning that she never
did, and never eould, love any man but him! .. .. It was too
terrible, and the words, « Hubert ! beloved Hubert !” were on
her lips ; but they came no farther, for she had not strength
to speak them. Another effort might have been more success-
ful, and they, or something like them, might have found way
had not the gentleman recovered his voice first, and resumed
the conversation in a tone %o chillingly reserved, that the timid,
broken-spirited girl, had no strength left ““ to prick the sides
of her intent,” and lay her innocent heart open before him.

“ In the name of Lady Elizabeth Norris let me entreat you,
Miss Willoughby, not to remain in a situation so every way
objectionable,” he said. My aunt and sister both are full of
painful anxiety on your account, and the letter I have brought
contains their earnest entreaties that you should immediately
take up your residence with my aunt. Do not refuse this
from any fear of embarrassment . . . . of persecution from me.
« « « 1 shall probably go abroad . . .. I shall probably join my
friend Frederick at Paris. He did you great justice, Miss
Willoughby ; . ...and, but for me, perhaps.... Forgive
me! . .. .]I will no longer intrude on you ! — forgive me ! —
tell me you forgive me, for all the pain I have caused you,
and for more injury, perbhaps, than you will ever krrow ! I
never knew how weak ! — I fear I should say how unworthy —
my character might become, till I knew you;....and to
complete the hateful retrospect,” he added, with bitterness, and
rising to go, ““to complete the picture of myself that I have
henceforth to contemiplate, I was coxcomb enough to fancy
«e..Butl am acting in a way that I should scorn a youth
for who numbered half my years. . . . Answer my aunt’s letter,
Miss Willoughby . . . . answer it as if her contemptible nephew
did not exist . . . . he shall exist no longer where he can mar
your fortune, or disturb yqur peace !”

Agnes looked at him as if her heart would break at hearing
words 8o harsh and angrv, when. losing at once all sense of
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his own suffering, Colonel Hubert reseated himself, and, in the
gentlest accent of friendship, alluded to the propriety of het
immediately leaving London, and to the anxiety of her friends
at Cheltenham to receive her.

“ They are very, very good to me,” said Agnes meekly ;
¢“and I shall be most thankful, Colonel Hubert, to avail my-
self of such precious kindness, if the old aunt, to whom I have
written, in Devonshire, should refuse to save me from the
necessity of being a burden on their benevolence.”

“ But shall you wait for this decision here, Miss Wil-
loughby ? ”

¢ I have promised to do so,” replied Agnes; “and as I
may have an auswer here on Thursday, I thiuk, at latest, I
would not risk the danger of offending her by putting it cut
of my power immediately to obey her commands, if she should
be so kind as to give me any.”

The eyes of Agnes were fixed for a moment on his as
she concluded this speech, and there was something in-the ex-
pression of that look that shook the sternness of his belief in
her indifference. He rose again, and making a step towards
her, said, with a violence of emotion that entirely changed the
tone of his voice,—

““Agnes!. ... Miss Willoughby!.. .. answer me one ques-
tion. . . . Should my aunt herself plead for me .... could you,
would you, be my wife? *

Agnes, equally terrified lest she should say too little or too
much, faltered as she replied, ¢ If it were possible, Colonel
Hubert . ... could I indeed believe that your aunt, your sister,
would not hate and scorn me. . . .”

““ You might!. ... You will let me believe it possible you
could be brought to love me? . ... To love me, Agnes? . ...
No! do not answer me....do not commit yourself by a
single word ! . . . . Stay then here; . ... but do not leave the
house!....Stay till.... Yet, alas! I dare not promise it!
« « « - But you will not leave this house, Miss Willoughby, with
any aunt, without letting me. . . . my family, know where you
may be found !” ’

“Oh no!”....said Agnes with a reviving hope, that if
they must be parted, which this reference to her aunt and his

own doubtful words made it but too probable would be the end
of all, ac least it would not be because e thought the W wa
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young to love him . ... “ Oh no!” she repeated ; * this letter
will not be left without an answer. ”

“ And you will not stir from these rooms alone?” he re-
plied, once wore taking her hand. .

“ Not if you think it best,” 'she answered, frankly giving
hers, and with a smile, moreover, that ought to have set his
heart at ease about her thinking him too old to love. And for
the moment perhaps it did so, for he ventured to press a kiss
upon that hand, and uttering a fervent ‘ Heaven bless and
guard you!” disappeared.

And Agnes then sat down to muse again. But what a
change had now come o'er the spirit of her dream!....
Where was her abject misery ? Where the desolation that had
made her almost fear to look around and see how frightfully
alone she was?. Her bell was rung, her candles brought her,
tea was served ; and though there was a fulness and palpi-
tation at the heart which prevented her taking it, or eating the
bread and butter good-naturedly intended to atone for her un-
tasted dinner, quite in the tranquil, satisfactory, and per-
severing manner that might have been wished, every thing
seemed to dance before her eyes en couleur de rose, till at last,
giving up the attempt to sit soberly at the tea table, she rose
from her chair, clasped her hands with a look of grateful ec-
stasy to Heaven, and exclaimed aloud, ‘* He loves me! Hubert
loves me! . ... Oh, happy, happy Agnes!” .

“ Did you call, miss ? " said the maid entering, from having
heard her voice as she passed up the stairs.

Agnes looked at her and laughed., ¢ No, Susan,” she re-
plied ; “ I believe I was talking to myself.”

“ Well, that is funny,” said the girl ; “and I’m sure it
is a pity such a young lady as you should have no one else to
talk to. Shall I take the things away, miss?

Once more left to hersclf, Agnes set about reading the
letter, which hitherto had lain untouched upon the table,
blushing as she opened it now, because it hud not been opened
before.

The first page was ffom Lady Elizabeth, and only expressed
her commands, given in her usual peremptory tone, but never-
theless mixed with much kindness, that Agnes should leave
London with as little delay as possible, and consider her house
as her home till such time as an eligible sruation coM w
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found, in which her own excellent talents might furnish her
with a safer and more desirable manner of existence than any
her aunt Barnaby could offer. The remainder of the letter was
filled by Lady Stephenson, and expressed the most affectionate
anxiety for her welfare; but she too referred to the hope of
being able to find some situation that should render her inde-
pendent ; so that it was sufficiently evident that neither of
them as yet had any idea that this independence might be the
gift of Colonel Hubert.

“ It is nonsense to 'suppose they will ever consent to it,”
thought Agnes ; and this time her spirits were not so exalted
as to make her breathe her thoughts aloud ; * but I never can
be so miserable again as I have been . ... it is enough hap-
piness for any one person in this life. ... that every body
says is not a happy one . . . . it is quite enough to know that
Hubert loves me. . . . Oh Hubert! . ... noble Hubert! how
did I dare to fix my fancy on thee? .... Presumptuous!
«. .. But yet he loves me!”

And with this balm, acting like a gentle opiate upon her
exhausted spirits, she slept all night, and dreamed of Hubert.

The four o’clock delivery of the post on the following day
brought her this letter from her aunt Barnaby.

¢ DEAR AGNus,

¢ The brutality of these Cheltenham people is perfectly in-
conceivable. Mr. Crayton, my broker, and my poor father’s
broker before me, came to me as early as it was possible last
night ; and T explained to him fully, and without a shadow of
reserve, the foolish scrape I had got into, which would have
been no scrape ut all if I had not happened to fall into the
hands of a parcel of rascals. He undertook to get the sum
necessary to release me by eleven o’clock this morning, which
he did, good man, with the greatest punctuality....paid that
villanous Simmons, got his receipt, and my discharge, when,
Jjust at the very moment when I wasstepping into the coach
that was to ta{e me from this hateful place, up came the
same two identical fellows that insulted us in Half-moon
Street, and arrest me again at the suit of Wright.....Such
nonsense!.....As if I could not pay them all ten times over,
a8 easy as bu y & pot of porter. %\\\. they cave no more for

reason thana pig in & sty; so here 1 am shut up sgein W
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that dear old man Crayton can come, and get through all the
same tedious work again. You can’t conceive how miserably
dull I am; and what's particularly provoking, I gave over
trying to have you in with me as soon as old Crayton told me
I should be out by noon to-day ; and therefore, Agnes, I want
you to set off the very minute you receive this, and come to
me for a visit. Yqu may come to me for a visit, though I
can’t have you in without special leave. Mind not to lose
your way ; but it's uncommonly easy if you will only go by
what I say. Set out the same way that we went to the church,
you know, and keep on till you get to the Haymarket, which you
will know by it’s being writlten up. Then, when you've got
down to the bottom of it, turn sharp round to your left, and
just ask your way to the Strand; and when you have got
there, which you will in a minute, walk on, on, on, till you
come to the bottom of a steep hill, and then stop and ask
some one to show you the way to the Fleet Prison. When you
get there, any of the turnkeys will be able to show you to
my room ; and a comfort I'm sure it will be to see you in
such a place as this. . . . And do, Agnes, buy as you come along,
half a dozen cheesecakes and half a dozen queencakes, and a
small jar, for about four or .five shillings, of brandy cher-
ries. ... And what's a great comfort, I may keep you till it’s
dark, which is what they call shutting-up time, and then you
can easy enough find your way back again by the gaslight,
which is ten times more beautiful than day, all along the streets
from one end of the town to the other. . . . Only think of that
dirty scoundrel Morrison never coming near me . . . . after all
that passed too, and all the wine he drank, shabby fellow !. ...
There is one very elegant-looking man here that I meet in the
passage every time I go to my bed-room. He always bows.
but we have not spoken yet. Bring five sovereigns with you
and be sure set off the moment. you get this,
“ Your aftectionate aunt,
“MARTHA BARNABY.”

Tt needs not to say the sort of effect which the tone of this
letter produced on a mind in itself delicate and unsunned as
the beﬂs of the valley lily, and filled to overflowing with the
image of the noble Hubert. Yet there were other feelings that
mingled with this deep disgust ; she pitied her aunt Barunshy,
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faded too. She remembered, when it was too late, that it was
not Agnes’s fault that she was living with Mrs. Barnaby ; and
conscience told her, that if she had come forward, as she
might and ought to have done, at the time of her brother’s
death, the poor child might have been saved from the chance
of any moral resemblance to the object of her aversion, how-
ever much she might unhappily inherit the detestable Wisett
beauty. Then, too, came the remembrance of the beautiful
vision, whose caresses she had rejected when irritated almost
to madness by the tauntings of Mrs, Barnaby : and the idea
that the punishment allotted to her in this world for this fla-
grant act of injustice was the being doomed never to behold
that fair young creature more, lay with a daily increasing
weight of melancholy on her spirits.

It was on the afternoon of a fine September day that the
letter of Agnes reached her. As usual, she was sitting in her
bower, and her flowers bloomed and her bees hummed about
her as heretofore, but the sprightly black eye that used to
watch them was greatly dimmed. She had almost wholly lost
her relish for works of fiction, and reading a daily portion of
the Bible, which she had never omitted in her life, was per-
haps the only one of all her comfortable habits that remained
unchanged.

It would be no easy matter to paint the state into which the
perusal of Agnes's letter threw her. Self-reproach was lost, in
the sort of ecstasy with which she rememb red how thriftily
she had hoarded her wealth, and how ample were‘the means
she possessed to give protection and welcome to the poor
orphan who thus sought a refuge in her bosom, All the
strength and energy she had lost seemed to rush back upon
her as her need called for them, . ... and there was more of
courage and enterprise within that diminutive old woman than
always falls to the lot of a six-foot-two dragoon.

Her resolution as to what she intended to do was taken in
a moment, and without any weakening admixture of doubts
and uncertainties as to when and how ; but she knew that she
should want her strength, and must therefore husband it.
Her step was, therefore, neither hurried nor unsteady as she
returned to the house, and mounted to her sitting-room. The

first thing she did on entering it was to drink a glass of water,
the next to indite a note to the postmaster at Hiverton, ordes-
ing a chaise and four horses to be at Compton Basett by dny-
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break to take her the first stage towards London. She then.
rang her bell, gave her note to Pepgy Wright, the farmer’s
youngestdaughter, whowasher constantattendant,and bade
her request that herfather, if in thehouse, would come to her
immediately. There was enough in the unusual circumstances
of aletter received, and a note sent, to excite the good farmer’s
curiosity, and he was in the presence of his landlady as quickly
as she could herself have wished.

“8it down, Farmer Wright,” said Miss Compton, and the
farmer seated himself.

“ T must leave Compton Basett to-morrow morning, Farmer
Wright,” she resumed. ¢ My niece — my great niece. I
mean, Miss Willoughby, has written me a letter, which deter-
mines me to go to London immediately for the purpose of
taking charge of her myself.”

¢ Sure-ly, Miss Compton, you bean’t goen’ to set off all by
your own self for Lunnun ?” exclaimed the farmer.

“ Not if I can manage before night to get a couple of ser-
vants to attend me.”

Farmer Wright stared ; there was something quite new in
Miss Betsy’s manner of talking.

“You are a very active man, farmer, in the haymaking
season,” continued Miss Compton with a smile ; “do you
think, that to oblige and gerve me, you could be as much on
the alert for the next three or four hours as if you had a rick .
to save from a coming storm of rain ?”

“That I wool !”” replied Wright heartily. Do you but
bid me do, Miss Betsy, and I'll do it.”

“‘Then go to your sister Appleby’s, and inquire if her son
William has left Squire Horton’s yet.”

I need not go so far for that, Miss Compton; Will 1s
down stairs with my missus at this very minute,” said the
farmer.

“ That is fortunate!. ... He is not likely to go away di-
rectly, is he? ”

“ No, not he, Miss Betsy ; he is come to have a crack with
our young 'uns, and it’s more likely he'll stay all night than
be off in such a hurry.”

 Then, in that case, have the kindness, Farmer Wright, to
saddle a horse, while I write a line to the bank. ... ] want
you to ride over to Silverton for me, to get tome moneyd



THE WIDOW BARNABY. 388

o an hour, but with a heated face, and every appearance of

Ving been in great activity.
“1ax your pardon, Mi:s Betsy, a thousand times !" gaid
€ good woman, wiping her face; ** but Peggy’s things, you
i:‘:;’:'Miss Compton, can't be like yours, all nicely in order
can bee drawers ; and we must all wash and iron too before she
ready. But here 1 am now to help you, and I can get

yo‘:‘" trunk realy in no time.”
the O}d shall take very little with e, Mrs. Wright,” replied
about lady, who seemed as much au fuit of what she was
Year ?s if Fhf} had been in the habit of visiting London every
8€‘nt]o her life; « nor must Pegyy take much,” she added
anq iY’ but with deciion ; * and getting her things washed
nowfpned must be done after we are gone. I shall let you
shaj) 5 soon as I can where the luggage that must follow us
righ addressed ; and instead of washing and ironing, Mrs.
'llaki{f, 51 want you and one of the elder girls to assist me in
concerg-an Inventory of every thing I leave behind. ... orders

" Migg '('}g which you will also receive by the post.”

-Tegula, 1 OMPpton, though a very quiet inmate, and one whose
8Treqe . 12bits gave little trouble, was nevertheless a person of

Im
I:‘;za distlfortance at Compton Basett; and her commands,
vag 7® e nclly expressed, were implicitly obeyed; so that

e, 2Trq € usual hour of retiring for the night, every thing

Ze ™in &ed both for going and staying exactly as she bad

f‘@: ag J they should be.

Qrﬁ.(fle\;’ngl{lar to see with what unvacillating steadiness
e © f_ockmg old lady pursued her purpose; no obstacle

"eq = COnsequence sufficient to draw aside a thovght

.6Q “2II2 object she had in view, but was either removed

[4

Op- .
V<X byun impulse that seemed as irresistible as the
C) CEZ=a wasegt

b ) (o — he train to rush along the rail-road, making

1:‘}“ éloes not find it so.

e Silverton post-chaise, with four good horses

PQ) ‘:"‘t Post-boys, wgs at the door; and within ten
_n;’_ards all acdlieux had been spoken, all luggage

N Iss= Compton, who had never yet left her native

N I‘; 1:_(_><:eedin‘g full ~allop towards the metropolis.

F o= R ve, 50 yyou will be paid,” said William to the

) T off; gmad they did drive as boys so bargained

R «<lo. .‘Vigs Compton had shown equal quickness
#EXxx1en)) g-maving secured the services of this Wil
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¢ And I'll do it,” replied her faithful assistant, leaving the
room.

Fortunately for her present convenience, Miss Compton
always kept a deposit of about one hundred pounds in the
bank at Silverton in case of need, either for the purpose of
making the loans which have been already mentioned as a
principal featurein her works of charity, or for any accidental
contingency. Beyond this, however, she had no pecuniary
transactions there, as her habitual secrecy in all that concerned
her money affairs made it desirable that her agent should be
more distant, This fund, however, was quite sufficient for the
moment, for, as will be easily believed, Miss Compton had ne
debts.

Farmer Wright speedily re-appeared, equipped for his ride. -

‘“ You will receive ninety-seven pounds sixteen and two-
pence, Wright,” said the spinster, giving her draught.

““ Would it suit you best to receive the rent, Miss Betsy,
before you set off ?”’ said the farmer. It will make no
difference, you know, ma’am, if I pays it a fortnight before-
hand.”

“Not an hour, upon any account, Wright,” replied his
punctilious landlady. I will leave written instructions with
you as to what you are to do with it, and about all my other
affuirs in whxch you are concerned. And now send William
Appleby to me.”

This young man, the nephew of her tenant, and the ex-
footman of a nexghhourmg family, had been favourably known
to her from his childhood ; and a very few minutes sufficed to
enrol him as her servant, with an understanding that his
livery was to be ordered as soon as they reached London.

This done, Mrs. Wright was next desired to attend her;
and with very little waste of time or words, it was agreed be-
tween them, that if ¢ father ” made no objection (which both
parties were pretty sure he would not), Peggy should be im-
mediately converted into a waiting maid to attend upon herself
and Miss Willoughby. This last arrangement produced an
effect very likely to be destructive to all Miss Betsy’s quiet,
well-laid plans for preparation, for the news that Peggy was
to set off next morning for London very nearly tumed the
heads of every individual in the house.

The mother of the fawily, however, so far recovered her
senses as to appear again in Miss Compton's yoom ot the end
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of an hour, but with a heated face, and every appearance of
having been in great activity.

¢« ] ax your pardon, Mi-s Betsy, a thousand times !” said
the good woman, wiping her face ; *“ but Peggy’s things, you
know, Miss Compton, can’t be like yours, all nicely in order
in the drawers ; and we must all wash and iron too before she
can be ready. But here I am now to help you, and I can get

our trunk realy in no time.,”

¢ 1 shall take very little with me, Mrs. Wright,” replied
the old lady, who seemed as much au fuit of what she was
about as if she had been in the habit of visiting London every
year of her life; ¢ nor must Peggy take much,” she added
gently, but with deciSion; * and getting her things washed
and ironed must be done after we are gone. I shall let you
know as soon as I can where the luggage that must follow us
shall be addressed ; and instead of washing and ironing, Mrs.
Wright, 1 want you and one of the elder girls to assist me in
making an inventory of every thing I leave behind. ... orders
concerning which you will also receive by the post.”

" Miss Compton, though a very quiet inmate, and one whose
regular habits gave little trouble, was nevertheless a person of
great importance at Compton Basett; and her commands,
thus distinetly expressed, were implicitly obeyed; so that
before the usual hour of retiring for the night, every thing
was arranged both for going and staying exactly as she had
determined they should be.

It was singular to see with what unvacillating steadiness
this feeble-locking old lady pursued her purpose; no obstacle
appeared of consequence sufficient to draw aside a thought
from the main object she had.in view, but was either removed
or passed over by an impulse that seemed as irresistible as the
steam that causes the train to rush along the rail-road, making
the way clear, if it does not find it so.

At daybreak the Silverton post-chaise, with four good horses
and two smart post-boys, was at the door; and within ten
minutes afterwards all adieux had been spoken, all luggage
stowed, and Miss Compton, who had never yet left her native
county, was proceeding full ~allop towards the metropolis.

“ As you drive, so you will be paid,” said William to the
boys as they set off; and they did drive as boys so bargained
with generally do. Miss Compton had shown equal quickness
and good judgment in having secured the services of Wi W
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The poor old lady’s high-wrought energies almost failed
her now ; and had not a chair stood near, she would hm'dly
have saved herself from falling on the floor beside her niece.

_«Agnes!.... poor child !”” she said, * you thought I was
too hard and too cruel to come near you? ....I have been
much to blame . ... oh! frightfully to blame ! .. .. Will
you forgive me, dear one? . .. My poor pale girl!. .. Youn
look ill, Agnes, very, very ill. . . . And is it net a fitting tor-
ment for me to see this fair bloodless cheek? ., .. for did J
not hate you for your rosy health?” *

Agnes was indeed pale ; and though not fainting, was so
near it, that while her aunt uttered this passionate address, she
had no power to articulate a word. But she Jaid her cheek on

" the old lady’s hands; and there was something so i
and so helpless in her attitude as she did this, that poor Miss
Compton was entirely overcome, and wept aloud.

No sooner, however, had this first violent burst of emotion
passed away, than the happiness such a meeting was calculated
to afford to both of them was most keenly and delightfully
felt. Miss Compton looked at Agnes, as the blood beautifully
tinged her delicate cheek again, with such admiration and
delight, that it seemed likely emough, notwithstanding her
strong good sense on many points, that she might now fall
into another extreme, and idolise the being she had so harshly
thrust from her . ... while the object of this new and un-
hoped-for affection seemed to feel it at her very heart, and to
be cheered and warmed by it, like a tender plant receiving the
first beams of the morning sun after the chilling coldness of
the night.

At length Miss Compton remembered that she was not
come there only to look at Agnes ; and withdrawing her arms,
which she had thrown around her, she said, . . . . *“ Come, my
own child . ... this is no roof far either of us. Have you
much to remove? Is there more than a carriage can take,
Agnesp”

“ And will you take me with you now, aunt Betsy ?* cried
the delighted girl, springing up. “ Wait but one moment, and
all I have shall be ready . . .. it is not much. ... My boah
are packed, and my trunk too . ... the maid will help me.”

“ Ring the bell then, love, and let my servant take yomr

packages down.” Agnes obeyed ....her trunk....aunt

Betsy’s original trunk, and the dear Ermpiontedk-twx, wee
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lodged on the driving seat and the dickey of the carriage ; and
William was just mewnting the stairs to say that all wag
ready, when another carriage was heard to stop, and another
knocking resounded against the open street-door.

«:Oh! it is aemt Barnaby!” cried Agnes in a voice of
terror.

- «JIs it?” replied Miss Compton, in the lively tone of
former days. “1 shall be exceedimgly glad to see her.”

¢ Can you be'in earnest, aunt Betsy ? ” said Agnes, looking
very pale. :

 Perfectly in earnest, mry deer child,” answered the old
lady. “ ¥t will be greatly more satisfactory thrat she should be
an eye-witness of your departure with me, than that you
should go withowt giving her motice. . . . Perhaps she would
say you had eloped and robbed the premises.”

“ Hush!....” cried Agnes. ... “she is here !”

Mrs. Barnaby’s voice, at least, was already with them. Tt
was, indeed the return of this lady which they had heard ; and
no sooner had she dismissed her hackney-coachman than she
began questioning the servant of the house, who was stationed
at the open doer, expecting Miss Compton and her miece to
come down.

““ What carriage is that? . , . . Whose servant is that upon
the stairs? ... .You have not been letting the lodgings, 1
hope ?”” were the first words of the widow.

“ Oh! dear no, ma’am !’ replied the maid ; * every thing
is just as you left it.”

. % Then who is that carriage waiting for ?”* .

“ For a lady, ma'am, who is come to call on your young
h dy.”

“ My young lady! . . . . unmatural bussy ! . .. . And what
fine friends has she found out here, I wonder, to visit her ?
« « « . Be they who they will, they shall hear my opinion of
her.” And with these words, Mrs. Barnaby mounted the last
stair, and entered the room.

The two unsnuffed tallow candles which stood on the table
did not ensble her at the first glance to recognise her aunt,
who was wrapped in a long silk cloak, much unlike any gar-
ment ghe had ever seen her wear; but the sable figure of
Agnes immediately caught her eye, and she stepped towards
Rer with her arm extended, very much as if 2ok o wxoe

cc 2



388 THE WIDOW BARNABY.

ears. But it seemed that the action was only intended to
intimate that she was instantly to depart, for, with raised voice
nd rapid utterance, she said, * How comes it, girl, that I find
you still here ? . . . . Begone! . ... Never will I pass another
night under the same roof with one who could so basely desert
a benefactress in distress!.... And who may this be that
you have got to come and make merry with you, while I. . ..
and for your expenses too . . . . Whoever it is, they had better
show no kindness to you, . . . . or they will be sure to repent
of it.” :

Mrs. Barnaby then turned suddenly round to reconnoitre the
unknown visiter. ‘ Do you not know me, Mrs. Barnaby ? ”
said Miss Compton demurely. .

¢ My aunt Betsy!.... Good God ! ma’am, what brought
you here? ”

I came to take this troublesome girl off your hands, Mrs.
Barnaby: is not that kind of me?

 That’s the plan, is it?” retorted the widow bitterly.
‘ Now I understand it all. Instead of coming to comfort me
in my misery, she was employing herself in coaxing another
aunt to make a sacrifice of herself to her convenience. Take
her ; and when you are sick and sorry, she will turn her back

* upon you, as she has done upon me!”

“Oh! do not speak so cruelly, aunt Barnaby!” cried Agnes,
greatly shocked at having her conduct thus described to one
whose love she so ardently wished to gain. . . . * Tell my aunt
Compton what it was you asked of me, and let her judge be-
tween us.”

¢Shut the door, Agnes!. .. .” said Miss Compton stemly',' .

and then, re-seating herself, she addressed Mrs. Barnaby with
an air of much anxiety and interest: * Niece Martha, I must
indeed beg of you to tell me in what manner this young gid
has conducted herself since she has been with you, for, I can
assure you, much depends upon the opinion I shall now form
of her. I have no longer any reason to conceal from you that
my circumstances are considerably miore affluent than any-
body but myself and my man of business is aware of. . . . Nearly
forty years of strict economy, niece Martha, have enabled me
to realise a very respectable little fortune. It was I, and not
my tenant, who purchased your poor father’s moiety of Comptan
Basett ; and as I have scarcely ever tonched the rents, a little
study of the theory of interest and compound interear W

L &
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prevent your being surprised, when I tell you that my present
income is fifteen hundred per annum, clear of all‘ outgoings
whatever.”

¢ Is it possible !” exclaimed Mrs. Barnaby, with an accent
and a look of reverence, which very nearly destroyed the gra
vity of her old aunt.

“ Yes, Mrs. Barnaby,” she resumed, *such is my income.
With less than this, & gentlewoman of & good old family, de-
sirous of bringing forward a niece into the world in such a
manner as to do her credit, could not venture to take her place
in society ; and I have therefore waited till my increasing re-
venues should amount to this sum before I declared my inten-
tions, and proclaimed my heiress. Such being the case, you
will not be surprised that I should be anxious to ascertain
which of my two nieces best deserves my favour. I do not
mean to charge myself with both. . . . Let that be clearly un-
derstood. . . . The doing so would entirely defeat my object,
which is to leave one representative of the Compton Basett
family with a fortune sufficient to restore its former respect-
ability.”

¢ And every body must admire such an intention,” replied
Mrs. Barnaby, in an accent of inexpressible gentleness ; ¢ and
1, for one, most truly hope, that whoever you decide to leave
it to, may deserve such generosity, and have a grateful heart
to requite it with.”

“ That is just what I should wish to find,” returned the
spinster ; ““ and before you came in, I had quite made up my
mind that Agnes Willoughby should be the person; but I
confess, Mrs. Barnaby, that what you have said alarms me, and
I shall be very much obliged if you will immediately let me
know what Agnes has done to merit the accusation of having
deserted her benefactress 2"

It is but too easy to answer that, aunt Compton,” replied
the widow, ¢ and I am sorry to speak against my own sister’s
child ;. ... but truth is truth, and since you command me to
tell you what I meant when I said she had deserted me, I will
.+ .. I have been arrested, aunt Compton, and that for ne
‘reason on the earth but because I was tempted to stay three or
four days longer in London than I intended. Of course, 1
meant to go back to that paltry place, Cheltenham, and pax
every farthing I owed there, the proof of which s Ynak \ hore

cc 3 »
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paid every farthing, though it would liave served theme right e
have kept them a year out of their money, instead: of 2 month
. « . . but that’s neither here nor there . . . . though thene. was
10 danger of my staying in prison, I was there for three days,
and Agnes could not tell but I might have been there for ever;

« . . yet, when I wrote her a most affectionate letter, begging
her only to call upon me in my miserable solitude, she an-
swered my petition, which might have moved a heart of stone, .
with a flat refusal. . . . Ask her if she can deny this? ~

“ What say you, Agnes? . ... Is this so?” sid the old
lady, turning to the party accused. . ’

« Aunt Betsy |” . . .. said Agnes, and then stopped, as if
unwilling, for some reason or other, to say more.

“Yes or No?” demanded Mrs. Barnaby, vehemently. < Did
you refuse to come to me, or not?”

¢ I did,” replied Agnes.

¢ 1 hope you are satisfied, sunt Compton ?” cried the wi-
dow triumphantly. . . . “ By her own confession, you percaive
that I have told you nothing but the truth.”

Agnes said nothing in reply to this, but loosening the strings
of a silk bag which hung upon her arm, she took from it s,
small packet, and placed it in the hands of Miss Comptom.
“ What have we got here?” said the spinster, sharply....
“ What.do you give me this for, child ?”

¢ 1 wish you to read what is there, if you please, annt,”
said Agnes. Miss Compton laid it on the table before her,
while she sought for her spectacles and adjusted them on her
nose; but, while doing this, she kept her eyes keenly fixed
upon the little packet, and not without resson, for, bad she
turned from it for s single instant, Mrs. Bamaby, who
shrewdly suspected its comtents, would infallibly have- taken
Ppossession of it,

¢ My coachman and horees will get tired of all this, T
think,” said Miss Compton ; ““however, a8 you say, nieee
Martha, truth is truth, and must be sought after, even if it
lies at the bottom of a well. . . . This is a letter, and: directed
to you, Miss Agnes ;.. .. and this is the back of another,
with some young-lady-like scrawling upon it. . . . Which am
7 to read fret, pray ?”

“ The lotter, aunt Betsy,” replied Agues.

“80.be it,” said the spinster with un six of gyesk iwdife.

ence; and drawing one of the candles towarda ber, W e
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fully snuffing it, she began clearly and deliberately reading
aloud the letter already given, in which Mrs. Barnaby desired
the presence of Agnes, and gave her instructions for her find-
ing her way to the Fleet Prison. Having finished this, she
replaced it quietly in its cover without saying a word, or even
raising her eyes towards either of her companions ; and taking
the other paper, containing Agnes’s reasons for non-compli-
ance, read that through likewise, exactly in the same distinct
tone, and replaced it, with an equal absence of all commentary,
in the cover. She then rose, and walking close up to her elder
niece, who proffered not 2 word, looking in her face with a
smile that must have been infinitely more provoking than the
most violent indignation, said, ¢ Niece Martha! . . .. the last
time I saw you, if I remember rightly, you offered me some
of your old clothes ; but now you offer me none, which I con-
sider as the more unkind, because, if you dressed as smart as
you are now while in prison, you must most certainly wear
very fine things when you are free. .. . And so, as you are no
Ionger the kind niece you used to be, I don’t think I shall
come to see you any more. As for this young lady here, it
appears to me that you have not been severe enough with her,
Mrs. Barmaby. ... I’ll see if I can’t teach her to behave
better . . . . In prison or out of prisen . . .. if I bid her come,
we shall see if she dare look about her for such plausible rea-
sens for refusing as she has given you. If she does, I’ll cer-
tainly send her back to you, Mrs. Barnaby. Ring the bell
naughty Agnes!”

The maid seemed to have been very near the door, for it
instantly opened. “* Tell my servants that I am coming,” said
the whimsical spinster, enacting the fine lady with excellent
effect ; and making a low, slow, and most ceremonious courtesy
to the irritated, but perfectly overpowered Mrs. Barnaby, she
made a sign to Agnes to precede her to the carriage, and left
the room.
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CHAPTER VIL
AGNES ELOPES WITH HER AUNT BETSY

¢ Is it possible!” cried Agnes, the moment that the door
of the carriage was closed upon them, “is it possible that I am
really under your protection, and going to your home, aunt
Betsy ?”

«“ yTo my temporary home, dear child, you are certainly
going,” said the old lady, taking her hand ; “ but I hope soon
to have one more comfortable for you, my Agnes ”

¢ Where I shall find the bower and the bees ? Is it not l),
aunt?”

¢ Not exactly ....at least not at present. ... But tell
me, Agnes, don’t you think I was very gentle and civil to
Mgs. Barnaby ? ” :

‘It was certainly very wise not to reproach her, poor
woman, more directly. . . . But, oh ! dearest aunt Betsy, how
well you know her! . . . . If you had studied for a twelvemonth
to find out how you might best have tormented her, you could
have discovered no method so effectual as the making her first
believe that you had a great fortune, and then that her own
conduct had robbed her of your favour. ¢ Poor aunt Barnaby!
« « «« I cannot help pitying her!”

“ You are tender-hearted, my dear, . . . . and a flatterer to0

. You give me credit, I assure you, for a vast deal more
clevemess than I possess: excepting on the subject of the old
clothes which she offered me when we met in the cottage of
Dame Sims, I attempted no jestings with her . ... But tell
me, Agnes. have you not suffered dreadfully from the tyranny
and vulgar ignorance of this detestable woman? Has she not
almost broken your young heart ?”

“ I have not been very happy with her, aunt Betsy,” re-
plied Agnes gently; . ... “but she speaks only truth when
she says I have lived at her cost, and this ought to close my
lips against speaking more against her than may be necessary
to clear my own conduct in your eyes.”

Perhaps the old lady was a little disappointed at finding that
she was to have no good stories concerning the absurdities of

the apothecary’s high-flying widow, s the called her; bat,
despite all the oddities of Miss Coropton, there wa e enooh




THE WIDOW BARNABY. 398

of the innate feeling of a gentlewoman within her to make her
- value Agnes the more for her promised forbearance. She
threw her arm round her, and pressing her to her bosom,
said,— .

¢ Let this feeling of Christian gentleness be extended to me
also, Agnes, . ... for I have great need of it. This Martha
Wisett the second, poor soul, was the first-born of her mother,
and seems to have taken as her birthright all the qualities,
bodily and mental, of her vulgar and illiterate dam. . . . But I
. have no such excuse, my child, for the obstinate prejudice with

which my heart has been filled, and my judgment absolutely
confounded. All you have suffered with this woman, Agnes,
ought, in truth, to be laid to my charge, . . . I knew what she
was, and yet I suffered you. . . . Let us try to forget it ; and
only remember, if you can, that I turned away from you for
no other reason upon earth than because I feared you were not
« « . - exactly what I now find you. But here we are at home.
How greatly must you want the healing feeling that home
should bring! Poor dear! . ... When have you ever
felt it?™

“ At Empton, aunt!” answered Agnes eagerly; and even
though the carriage door was open, and the step let down,
she added, “ The only home I ever loved I owed to you.”

Hastily as this word was said, it sunk with very healing
effect into the heart of the self-reproaching old lady ....it
was answered by a cordial ““God bless you!” and hand in
hand the very happy pair walked up the staircase together.
The accomplished William had preceded them, and thrown
open the door of aunt Betsy’s handsome drawing-room ; and
no apartment could offer an aspect of more comfort. The
evening had all the chilliness of September when its sun is
gone ; and the small bright fire, with a sofa placed cosily near
it, looked cheerily. Wax-lights on the chimney and tea-table
gave light sufficient to show a large, exceedingly well-fitted
up room ; and a pretty young woman, neatly dressed, came
forward to offer her services in the removal of cloaks and
shawls.

Agnes looked round the room, and then turned to her aunt,
as if tacitly demanding an explanation of what she saw.
Miss Compton smiled, and answered the appeal by saying,
¢ Did you expect, dearest, that I should be eble ‘@ bxing wy
farm-house and my. bees with me? ™
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“ No, aunt Compton,” replied Agnes, very gravely, I did
not expect that; ... .but....”

¢ Aunt Bersy — you must always call me aunt Betsy,
Agnes. That was the appellation that your . dear vaice
uttered so joyously when I entered the dark den in which I
found you, and I shall never like any other as well. ...
But don’t be frightened because I have somewhat changed
my mode of living, my dear child. I will not invite you to
ramble through the streets of London, in order to visit me
when I am in prison for debt. I know what my means are,
Agnes — few ladies better — and I will never exceed them.”

This was said very gravely, and the assurance was by no
means unimportant to the tranquillity of the young heiress.
The scenes she had recently passed through would have
reconciled her to a farm-house, a cottage, a hut; so that the
air of heaven blew untainted round it, and no livery-stable-
keepers, or bailiff’s followers, could find entradce there. But
Miss Compton’s words and manner set her heart at rest o
that score, though they could not remove her astonishment,
the involuntary expression of which, on her beautiful face,
was by no means disagreeable to the novel-read aunt Betsy.
It was just as it should be.... besuty, goodness, misery,
ill-usage, and all; and she felt most happily convinced that,
if there were but a lover in the case, and such a ome as,
despite all obstacles, she could approve, she should to her
dying day have the comfort of thinking that the mroment
which she had chosen for ceasing to accumulate, and beginning
to spend, was the very best possible.

And this lover in the clouds. . ... Wounld Agnes open her
heart to her on such a subject?.... Had she any right to
hope it? .... Not yet, certainly not yet, thought Mims
Compton as, the services of William' over, and the tea-things
removed, they drew nearer the fire ; and she fixed her eyes
anew on the beautiful face she so greatly loved to- contemplate,
partly because it was so besutiful, and partly because she could
not trace in it the slightest resemblance to any member of the
Wisett race. .

But soft and peaceful as was now the expression of that
face, there might occasionally be seen by an accurate observer

dhat indescribable look of thoughtfulness in the eyes which
mever agrises till the mind has m,mmm
subject or other, to emotions of deep interest. ‘W Coscenglom.
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was a very accurate observer, and saw, as plainly as Lavater
himself could have done, that Agnes had. learned to feel.

The romantic old lady would have given her right hand to
possess her confidence, but she was determined not to. ask
for it. o
“ Do you think we shall be happy together, Agnes?” said
she, in a voice which, when its cheerful tone was not exag-
gerated into the ironieal levity im which she sometimes
indulged, was singularly pleasing. “ Do yom think that you
shall like to be my darling ?”’

““ Yes, I do,” replied Agnes, with the sudden blumtness of
sincerity ; “ but I think I shall plague you sometiines, aunt

““ You have made up your mind to that already, have you?”
returned Miss Compton, delighted at the playful tone in
which she. spoke; * then, in that case, I must make up my’
mind too, and contrive to make a pleasure of what you call a
plague. How do you mean to begin, Agnes? .... What
will you do first? < . . . Will you cry for the moon? ”

“ Will you try te get it for me if I do, aunt Betsy ? ” said
Agnes, laughing,

“Yes, I will . . .. that is, if you will let me know what
sort of moon it is, and to what part of the heavens I must
turn to find it. Jupiter, you know, has . .. .”

¢ Oh ! my moon is the highest and brightest of them all !
. ...’ said Agnes, with a sigh% and, after remaining silent
for a moment, she added, . . . . “ Aunt Betsy, may I tell you
every thing that has happened to me?”’

“ If you love me well enough to do this; my child,” said
the delighted old lady, while, nevertheless, a.tear glistened in
her clear black eye,— ‘“ if you love me well enough, I shall
feel that I have not given up my bees and my flowers for
nothing.” .

Agnes drew nearer, and after 2 moment’s hesitation, began.

< 1 believe that all. young ladies’ histories have something
about a gentleman in them, and so has mine . . ..”

“A young gentleman, I hope, Agnes?” interrupted the
aunt, with a smile.

Agnes coloured s little, but replied, * He is- not so very
young, aunt. Betsy, as to:make his youth his most remarkable
quality.”
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 Very well, that is all quite nght he ought to be older
than you, my dear . ... Go on.”

¢ When I was at Clifton, aunt Betsy, I was often in com-
pany with Colonel Hubert . .. .”

¢ A colonel? . ... That sounds very respectable ; he was
the father, I suppose, of THE gentleman ? ~

¢ No, indeed,” replied Agnes, with some vexation ; “ he is
himself the only gentleman that I have any thing to say about,
«...and his sister says that he will be a general mnext
month.”

¢ Indeed!.... A general? ....General Hubert!....a
very eligible acquaintance, I have no doubt....I should
hardly have hoped you could have had the good luck to meet
with such among the friends of your aunt Barnaby.”

‘¢ An eligible acquaintance! . . .. Oh! sunt, you don’t un~
derstand me at all!....But I will tell you every thing.
Colonel Hubert is . . . . I can’t describe him. . . . I hope you
will see him, aunt Betsy, and then you will not wonder,
perhaps, that I should have thought him, from the very ﬂnt
moment I saw him, the only person in the world . . . ."

Agnes stopped short ; but Miss Compton seemed to think
she had finished her phrase very properly.

¢ And what did he think of you, my dear? ... . this young
eolonel ? ”

¢ Colonel Hubert never said any thing about it at Clifton,”
replied Agnes, blushing ; “but yet I thought—1I hoped he
liked me, though I knew it did not signify whether he did or
not, for he is one of a very distinguished family .. .. who
could never, I imagined, think seriously of any one living
with .. .. with my aunt Barnaby. But at Cheltenham 1
became acquainted with his aunt, Lady Elizabeth Norris, and
his sister, Lady Stephenson, and they were very, very kind to
me; and when I came to London with my aunt Barnaby in
this wild manner, they were very anxious about me, and made
me promise to write to them. . . . But before I thought they
could know any thing about her being taken to prison .. ..
the very day indeed that she went there, in the evening, while
I was sitting in that dismal room, just as you found me to-
night . . . . Colonel Hubert....Oh! aunt Betsy.... the
sight of you did not surprise me more . . . . Colonel Hubel't

walked in.”




THE WIDOW BARNABY. 397

“That was hardly right, though, Agnes, if he knew you
were alone.”

¢« He brought a letter from his aunt and sister, most kindly
asking me to take shelter with them immediately;. ... and I
am quite sure that when he came he had no intention of speak-
ing of any thing but that. ... But I believe I looked very
" miserable, and his generous heart could not bear it, so he told
me that he loved me, and asked me to be his wife.”

< It was generous of him at such a dreadful moment,” said
the spinster, her eyes again twinkling through tears, ... And
how did you answer him, my love? ”

“X told him,” replied Agnes, trembling and turning pale
as she spoke, ““I told him that I could never be his wife !”

“ Why, my dear, 1 thought you said,”. ... cried the old
lady, looking much disappointed, . ... I thought you said
you admired him of all things, and I am sure he'seems to have
deserved it; but I suppose you thought he was too old for
you?”

“No! no! no!” replied Agnes vehemently . ... “ He is
young enough for me to love him, oh! so dearly ! .... It was
because I could not bear that he should marry so beneath him-
self . . . . it was because I thought his aunt and sister would
resent it ....”

“Humph! . ... That was very generous on your part too;
but I suppose he knows best. . . . And what did he say then,
Agnes?”

““Oh! aunt Betsy!... he said exactly asyou did . . . . he
said that he was too old for me to love him; ....” and, re-
membering the agony of that moment, she hid her face in her
hands and wept.

Miss Compton looked at her with pitying eyes ; and, after a
moment, said, ¢ And so you parted, Agnes?”

“Yes!” she replied, removing her hands. ¢ It was almost
s0, and yet not quite. . . . I could not tell him, you know, Low
dearly, how very dearly, I loved him!... . that was impos-
sible!.... but I said something about his sister and his
aunt; and then.,..oh! I shalt never forget him!..
something like hope . ... pray, do not think me vain, aunt
Betsy,—but it was hope that shot into his eye again, and
changed the whole expression of his face;.... yet he said
no more about his love, and only asked me to promise never
to leave the shelter of that roof till I heard from Ws wuwh
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again. .. . And I did promise him. ... But could I keep it,
aunt? . ... It would have been obeying him in words, amd
not in spirit. . . . And now I'm coming to my reasomn for.tell-
ing you all this so very soon. . . . What shall I say to them
now? How shall I write to them?”

It seemed that Miss Compton did not find this & verny casy
question to answer, far she took many minutes to consider of
it. At length she said, .. .. As to setting right the love
part of the affair, you need not alsrm yourself, my dear.. ..
there will be no great difficulty in that. . . . If you know your
own mind, and really are in love with a general, instead of an
ensign, I don’t see why you should be contradicted, though it
is a little out of the common way. . . . He is a gentleman, and
that is the only point upon which I could have beem wery
strict with you. ... But there is another thing, Agnes, in
which you raust please to let me have my own way. . . . Will
you promise me ? ”

““ How can there be any way but yours in what comeerns
me, dear aunt Betsy ? ?

" “Bless you, my dear!....I wi]lnntheztynnt.. oottt
least not a very cruel tyrant; but my happiness will be in-
jured for the rest of my life, Agues, if the next time you see
this gentleman and his family, it is not in such a manner as to
make them perceive, without the necessity of their listening to
an old woman’s long story about it, that you .are not am'un.
worthy match for him in any way. ... Let this be mi
and every thing will end well. . .. There will be no sisk of
your witnessing, either in the words or looks of these neble
ladies whom you call your friends, any struggle between theix
partiality for you and their higher hopes for him. Hs will :
ever remember with pleasure that he waited not for this to ,
offer you his hand and heart ; and trust me vou will never re-

. member with sorrow that you did wait for it before yom ac-
cepted him. Do you agree with me?” ]

“Indeed I do!” fervemtly replied Agnes < But could
they see me at this moment, would not your wish be answared ?
Could they doubt for a moment, while seeing you, and seeing
the style of all about you, that I am something more then fhe
poor hopeleu dependant of Mrs. Barnaby?™

® That is pot it. ... That would not do at all, child,”

replied the old lady sharply. * 1t shall not be the poor de-
Pendant of any body that this notisheaxted Coond Bidhe, \
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shall come to woo. Love him as much as you will, the world
may say, and his family may think too, that his rank and
station led you to accept him. I will save you both from this
danger. Colonel Hubert shall not try his chence with you
again till you are the independent possessor of fifteen bundred
pounds a year. When I die, Agnes, if you behave well in
the interim, I will bequeath my bees to you, and all the furni-
ture of my two pretty rooms at Compton Basett, as well as all
the reserved rents in the shape of ‘allowances, .eoals, wood, at-
tendance, and the like, which will be mime while I live.
This, my dear, shall come to you in the way of legacy, in
case I continue to be pleased with your behaviour; but there
is no way for me to atone for the injury I have done 1o the
representative of my family by suffering her to ®emain six
months with Mrs. Barnaby, but making her at emxce the inde-
pendent possessor of the Compton property.”

“ My dear, dear mumt ! ” said Agnes, most unfeignedly dis-
'tressed, < there can be no occasion at this moment to talk of
your doing what, in my poer judgment, would be so very
wrong. . . . . Should I be s0 happy as $0 make Colonel Hubert
known to you, I would trust to him o0 discuss such subjects.
«+«+.Oh! what delight, aunt Betsy, for you to have such &
man for your friend! . . . . and all owing to me !>’

There was something se ingenuous, 8o young, s0 unques-
tionatly sincere in this burst of feeling, that the old lady was
greatly touched by it. ‘“Yom are a sweet creature, Agnes,”
she replied, ““and quite rightin telling me not to discuss any
matters of business with you....I shall touch on no such
subjects again, for I see they are totally beyond your compre-
bension. Nevertheless, I must have myy way sbout not mtro-
ducing myself to Colonel Hubert’s family, or himeelf either, in
lodgings. Write to your kind friends, mry desr; tell them
that your old aunt Compton has left her retivement 4o take
care of yom, and tell them also that she feels as she onght to
do. ... But, no; you write your own feekings, and 1 will
write mine. . . . But this must be to-merrow, Agnes;....it
is past twelve o’clock, love. See! that gay thing on the chim-
ney-piece attests it. ... I must show you to your room, my
guest ; hereafter 1 shall be yours, perhaps.”

Peggy being summoned, the two ladies weve fighted to the
rooms above. . . . These were in a style of grest eomfort, and
even clegance; but ome beimg somewhat daryex Shum, \om o
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and furnished with a dressing-room, it was in this that Agnes
found her trunk and book-box; and it was here that, after
seeing that her fire burned brightly,«and that Peggy was
standing ready to assist in undressing her, the happy Miss
Compton embraced, blessed, and left her to repose.

It was a long time, however, before Agnes would believe
that any thing like sleep could visit her eyes that night. What
a change, what an almost incredible transition, had she passed
through since her last sleep ! It was more like the operation of a
magician’s wand than the consequence of human events. From
being a reprobated outcast, banished from the roof.that shel-
tered her, she had become the sole object of love and care to
one who seemed to have it in her power to make life a paradise
to her. How many blissful visions floated through her brain -
before all blended together in one general consciousness of
happy security, that at last lulled her to delicious sleep! She
was hardly less sensible than her somewhat proud aunt of the
pleasure which a re-union with her Cheltenham friends, under
circumstances, g0 changed, would bring ; and her dreams were
of receiving Lady Elizabeth Norris and her niece in a beauti-
ful palace on the shores of a lovely lake, while Colonel Hubert
stood smiling by to watch the meeting.

'CHAPTER VIIL
AGNES APPEARS LIKELY TO PROFIT BY THZ CHANGE OF AUNTS.

Tas first waking under the consciousness of new, and not yet
familiar happiness, is perhaps one of the most delightful sen-
sations of which we are susceptible. Agnes had closed her
eyes late, and it was late when she opened them, for Peggy
had already drawn her window curtains; and the gay hang-
ings and large looking-glasses of the apartment met her eyes
at the first glance with such brilliant effect, that she fan-
cied for an instant she must still be dreaming. But by
degrees all the delightful truth returned upon her mind.
Where was the blank, cold isolation of the heart, with which
her days were used to rise and set? Where were the terrors
amidst which she lived, lest Ler protectress should expose
herself by some monstrous, new sbsurdity? Where was the
hopeless fature, before whish she had o often wept wad
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trembled? Was it possible that she was the same Agnes
Willoughby who had awoke with such an aching heart, but
four-and-twenty hours ago? .... All these questions were
asked, and gaily answered, before she had resolution to spring
from her bed, and change her delightful speculations for a
more delightful reality.

Notwithstanding the various Fatigues of the preceding day,
Miss Compton was not only in the drawing-room, but her
letter to Lady Elizabeth Norris was already written on the
third side of a sheet of letter-paper, thus giving Agnes an
opportunity of explaining every thing before her own lines
ghould ineet her ladyship’s eye. -

The meal which has been slandered as “lazy, lounging,
and most unsocial,” was far otherwise on the present occa-
sion. The aunt and niece sat down together, each regaling
the eyes of the other with a countenance speaking the most
heartfelt happiness; and while the old lady indulged herself
with sketi:hmg plans for the future, the young one listened
as if her voice were that of Fate, declaring that she should
never taste of sorrow more.

¢ The carriage will be here at twelve, Agnes, said Miss
Compton, “to take us into what our books tell us is called
THE CITY, a8 if 'it were the city of cities, and about which I
suppose you and I are equally ignorant, seeing that you never
did take that pleasant little walk the dowager Mrs. Barnaby so
considerately sketched.out for you. S0 now we shall look at it
together. But don’t fancy, my dear, that any such idle project
as looking at its wonders is what takes me there now. ... 1
have got a broker, Agnes, as well as the widow, and it is quite
as necessary to my proceedings as to hers that I should see
him. But we must not go till our partnership letter is ready
for the post. Here is my share of it, Agnes....read it to
me ; and if it meets your approbation, sit down and let your
own precede it.”

The lines written by Miss Compton were as follow: - -

¢ MADAN,
¢ Permit a stranger, closely connected by the ties of -blood
to Agnes Willoughby, to return her grateful thanks for kind-
ness extended to her at a moment when she greatly needed it.
That she should so have needed it, will ever be a cause of
D D
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self-reproach to me: nor will it avail me much, either in my
own opinion or in that of others, that the same qualities in our
common kinswoman, Mrs. Barnaby, which produced the dis-
tress of Agnes, produced in me the aversion which kept me
too distant to perceive their effects on her respectability and
happiness.
¢ I am, Madam, -
¢ Your gratsful and obedient servant,
“ Erizapera Comprow.”

Agnes wrote : —

¢« My KIND AND GENEROUS FRIENDS, .
¢ Lady Elizabeth!.... Lady Stephenson ! I write to you, as
I never dared hope to do, from under the eye and the protection
of my dear aunt Compton. It is to her I owe all the educa-
tion I ever received, and, I might add, all the happiness too,
\ .« « « « for I have never known any happy home but that which
her liberal kindness procured for me during five years spent in
the family of my beloved instructress Mrs. Wilmot. Far the seven.
months that have elapsed since I quitted Mrs. Wilmot, my situ-
ation, as you, my kind friends, know but too well, has been one
of very doubtful respectability, but very certain misery. My
aunt Compton blames herself for this; but you, if I should
ever be so happy as to make you know my aunt Compton, will
blame me. Her former kindness ought to have given me
courage to address her before, even though circumstances had
placed me so entirely in the hands of Mrs. Barnaby as to make
the separation between us fearfully wide. But, thank God!
all this unhappiness is now over. I did apply to her at last,
and the result has heen the converting me from a very hope-
less, fiiendless, and miserable girl (as I was when you first.
saw me), into one of the very happiest persons in the whole
world. I have passed through some scenes, from the remem-
brance of which I shall always shrink with pain ; but there have
been others . . . . there have been peints in my little history,
which have loft an impression a thousand times deeper, and
dearer too, than could ever have been produced on any heart
unsoftened by calamity. And must it not ever be accounted
among my best. sources of happiness, that the regard which esn
never cease to be the most precious, as well as the proudest
boast of my life, was expressed under circumstances which to

most persons would have appeared 50 strongly agrinet ma?
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« My generous friends!. . . . May I hope that the affection
shown to me in sorrow will not be withdrawn now that sorrow
is past? . .. . May I hope that we sliall meet again, and that
I may have the great happiness of making my dear aunt known
to you? Sheisall kindness, and would take me to Cheltenham,
that I might thank you im pereon for the aid so.generously
offered in my hour of need, but I fear peor Mrs. Barnaby’s
adventures will for some time be too freshly remembered there
for me to. wish to revisit it.””

When Agnes had written thus far, she stopped.  Where
shall I tell them, ‘aunt Betsy, that we are going to remain ? ”
she said.... “If.... if Colonel Hubert”.... and she stopt
again.

¢ If Colonel Hubert . . . . and what then, Agnes?”

“ Why, if Colonel Hubert were to pay us a visit, aunt
Betsy, I cannot Help thinking he would' understand me better
now than when I was so dreadfully overpowered by the feeling
of my desolate condition . . . .. Don’t you think so ?

I think it very probable he might, my dear;.....and as
to your sensible question, Agnes, of where we are going to be,
1 think you must decide it yourself. We have both declared
against Cheltenham, and for reasons. good . ... Where then
should you best like to go ? ” .

““To Clifton, aunt Betsy!....It was there I saw him’
first, and there, too, I was miost kindly treatéd by friends who,
I believe, pitied me becguse . . . . because I did not seem happy,
I suppose . ...Oh! I would rather go to Clifton than any
place in the world . . . . excepting Empton.”

“ And to Empton we cannot go just at present, Agmes
-+..it would be too much like running out of the world
again, which I have no wish at all to do. To Clifton, there-
fore, we will go, dear child, and so you may tell your good
friends.””

Agnes gave no other answer than walking round the tahle,
and imprinting a kiss upon the forehead of her happy aunt.
«+++Then resuming her writing, she thus concluded her
letter s =—

“ My aunt Compton, as soon as she has concluded some
business which she has to settle in London, will go to Clifton
where, 1 believe, we shall stay for'some months; and should

pD 2
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any of your famiiy happen again to be there, I may pu'lnpn
be happy enough to see them. With gratitude to all, I remain
ever your attached and devoted

“ Aenes WiLLoveHBY.”’

Poor Agnes!....She was terribly dissatisfied with her
letter when she had written it. Not all her generalisations
could suffice to tell him, THE HIM; the only mortal mix she
remembered in the world, — not all her innocent little devices
to make it understood that he was included in all her gratitude
and love, as well as in her invitation to Clifton, made it at all
clear that she wanted Colonel Hubert to come and offer to her
again.

Yet what could she say more? . ... She sat with her eye
fixed on the paper, and a face full of meaning, though what
that meaning was it might not be very easy tq decide.

¢ What is my glrl thinking of ?” said Miss Compton.

T am thinking,” replied Agnes,-and she shook her head,
“1 am thinking that Colonel Hubert will never understand
from this letter, aunt Betsy, how very much I want to see him

« That is very true, my dear.”

¢ Ig there any thing else I could say to make him know how
greatly he mistook me when he fancied I said No from my
want of love?”

¢ Oh yes ! my dear, certainly.”

¢ Tell me then, my dear, dear aunt!.... I feel as if I
had no power to find a word . ... tell me what I shall say
to him.”

¢ You may say many things . ... For instance, .. . . you
may say, Tell my beloved Colonel Hubert . . . .”

« Oh ! gunt Betsy ! . ... aunt Betsy! you are laughing at
me,” cried Agnes, looking at her very gravely, and with an air
of melancholy reproach.

“SoIam, my dear : an old spinster of three score is but a
poor confidant in matters of this sort . . . . But if you seriously
usk for my adv1ce, I will give it, such as it is. Let our letter
go just as it is, without any addition or alteration whatever.
If Colonel Hubert sees this letter, as you seem to expect, and
if he loves you as you deserve to be loved, he will find food
enough for hope therein to carry him further than from one

end of Gloucestershire to the other . . . . 1i e doea not see it,
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put what you will in it he would learn nothing thereby. ...
But if, seeing it, he determines to sit quietly down under your
refusal . . . . then let him; I, for one, should feel no wish to
become better acquainted with the gentleman.”

Agnes said no more, but folded the letter, and directed it to
Lady Elizabeth Norris, Cheltenham.

“ Now, aunt, I have folded up Colonel Hubert, and put him
out of sight till he shall choose to bring himself forward again.
.+« I will tease you no more about him. . . . Shall I put my
bonnet on? .... The carriage has been waiting for some
time.”

“My darling Agnes!”.... said the old lady, looking
fondly at her, “how little I deserve to find you so exactly
what I wished you should be! .. .. You are right ; we will -
talk no more of this Colonel Hubert till he has himself declared
what part he means to play in the drama before us. We shall
be at no loss for subjects. . . . Remember how much we have
to lettle between us! .. .. our establishment, our equipage,
our wardrobes, all to be decided upon, modelled, and provided.
Get ready, dearest; the sooner we get through our business,
the earlier we shall be at Clifton ; . .. . and who knows which
part of our dramatis persone may arrive there first ?”’

A happy smile dimpled the cheek of Agnes as she ran out
of the room to equip herself, and in a few minutes the two
ladies were en route towards the city.

““ What makes you wear such very deep mourning, my
dear? " said Miss Compton, fixing her eyes on the perennial
black crape bonnet of her companion. ¢ Is it all for the
worthy apothecary of Silverton ? . . . . But that can’t be either ;
for now I-think of it, his charming widow had half the colours of
the rainbow about her . . . . What does it mean, Agnes ?”

Agnes looked out of the window to conceal a smile, but re-
covering her composure, answered, . . . . “ I have never been
out of mourning, aunt, since Mr. Barnaby died. . . . There
was a great deal of black not worn out, . . . . and as it made no
difference to me . . . .”

“ Oh ! monstrous!”. ... interrupted Miss Compton. 1
see it all: . ... while she wantons about like a painted but-
terfly, she has thrown her chrysalis-case upon you, my pretty
Agnes, in the hope of making you look like a grub beside her.
.+ Isitnotso?”

pp 3
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“Ohno!....mylnntBnm-bylovesdmeurhmly,...
and greatly dislikes hlack, and s0. . .."”

% And so you are to wear it for her? . ... Well, Agnes,
you shan’t abuse her, if you think it & sin... . God forbid’!
-« « « But 'do not refuse to let me into a few of her-ways. ...
Did she ever ask you to put on her widow’s-cap, my dear? ¥t

might have saved the expense of nightcaps at lesst.”
* * & » » L J

It was slmost a cruelty in Agnes to conceal the many
characteristic traits of selfish littleness which she had witnesssd
in her widowed aunt from the caustic contemplation of her
spinster one, for she would have enjoyed it. Bt it was so
much in her nature to do so, that dearly as she would heve

- loved to amuse aunt Betsy, and give scope to her hiting jwm-
mour on any other theme, she gave her no encouragement en
this ; so, by degrees, all allusion to Mn.Blunhy dropped .out
of their discourse ; and if, from time to ume,aome little sam-
ple of her pecuhmna peeped forth involuntarily in lpahq
of the past, the well-schooled old lady learned to:
in silence, and certainly did not love her niece the lnﬁt the
restraint thus put upon her.

- » L ] E g * *

Considering how complete a novice our spinster practically
was as to every thing concerning the vast Babylon called Lon-
don, she contrived to go where she wished and where she
willed with wonderfully few blunders. It was .all managed
between William and herself, and Agnes marvelled at the ease
with which much seemingly important business was transacted.

The carriage 'was stopped before s very dusky-looking men-
sion at no great distance from the Exchange, within the dark
passage of which William disappeared for some moments, and
then returning, opened the carriage ‘door, and, without ntter-
ing a word, gave his arm to assist Miss Compton 4o descend.

¢« T will not keep youn waiting long, my dear,’, she said; and,
without further explanation, followed her confidential attendant
into the house. In about half an hour she returmed, acoom-
panied by a bald-headed, yellow-faced personage, who, some-
whntzodlesurpmeongnen,mmntadﬂiewriageaﬁuh,
and placed himself as bodkin between them. ¢ To the Bamk,”
was the word of command then given; m{léannmumﬁq

again stopped, and Agnes was once more \eit skame,

The mtfrnl during which she wes fhus Ieft wis i Sse




THE WIDOW BARNAWY. 407

considerably longer than the last, and she had long been ‘tires
of watching the goers and comers, all bearing, however variec.
their physiognomy, the same general stamp of busy, anxious
interest upon their brows, before the active old lady and her
bald-headed acquaimtance reappeared.

The old gentleman ‘handed her into the carriage, and then
took his leave amidst a multitude of obsequious bows, and
essurances that her commands should always be obeyed at the
shortest motice, ¢t cetera, et cetera, et cetera.

“ Agnes!” . .., waid the old lady, as soon as she had ex-
changed a few words with William as to ‘where she next
wished to go, — ¢ Agnes! 1look to you to supply the place of
my bees and my ‘flowers, and I do not much fear that I shall
lament the exchange ; but you must not continue to be dight
in this grim fashion ; it might be soothing to the feelings of
Mr. Barnaby’s fond widow, but to me it is very sad and dis-
agreeable . . . . And 80, my dear, here is wherewithal to change
it.”

During the whole of this speech Miss Compton had been
employed in extracting a pocket-book of very masculine di-
mensions from her pocket ; and having at length succeeded,
she opened it, drew forth two bank-notes of twenty-five
pounds each, and laid them in the lap of her niece.

Agnes took them up, and looked at them with unfeigned
-astonishment. ¢ My dear aunt,” she said, * I am afraid you-
will find me a much younger and more ignorant sort of girl
than you expected . . . . I shall no more know what to-do with
all 'this money than a child of five years old. You forget,
aunt Betsy, that I have never had any money of amy own
since I was born, and I really do not understand any thing
about it.”

“ This is a trouble-of a new and peculiar kind, nry dear, . and
T reslly don’t remember, in all my reading, to have found a
Pprecedent for it . . . . What shall we do, Agnes? .... Must.
you always wear this rusty-looking black gown, because you
don’t know how to buy another ?”

“Why, no, aunt..,.I don't think that will be neces-
sary either ; but don’t you think it -would be “better for you
to buy what you like for me? .... It won't be the first
time, aunt Betsy. I have not forgotten when my pretty trunk
was opened by Mrs. Wilmot, . . .. or how very nieely wwexy

DD &
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thing was provided for the poor ragged little girl who never
before, as long as she could remember, had possessed any thing
beside threadbare relics, cobbled up to suit her dimensiohs.
o+« It was you who thought of every thing for me then .. .
and I’m quite sure you love me a great deal better now;
and Agnes placed the notes in Miss Compton’s hands as lhe
ke.
e 1 had prepared myself for a variety of new oecupcﬁom,
replied the spinster ; “ but choosing the wardrobe of an elegant '
young lady was certainly not one of them. ... However, my
dear, I have no objection to show you that my studies have
prepared me for this too . . . . Nothing like novel-reading, de-
pend upon it, for teaching a solitary recluse the ways of the
world. You shall see how ably I will expend this money,
. Agnes ; but do not turn your head away, and be thinking of
something else all the time, because it is abeolutely necessary,
I do assure you, that a young lady in possession of fifteen
hundred a Jear should know how to buy herself a new bonnet
and gown.”

The value of- Miss Compton’s literary researches was by no
means lowered in the estimation of Agnes by the results of the
three nours which followed ; for though there were moments
in which her thoughts would spring away, in spite of all she
eould do to prevent it, from discussions on silks and satins to
2 meditation on her next interview with Colonel Hubert, she
was nevertheless sufficiently present to what was passing before _
her eyes to be aware that an old lady, who has herself livedin
a ““grogram gown” for half a century, may be capable of
making a mighty pretty collection of finery for her niece, pro-
vided that she has paid proper attention to fashionable novels,
and knows how to ask counsel, as to what artistes to drive to,
from so intelligent an aide-de-camp as William,

In short, by the united power of the money and the eru
dition she had hoarded, Miss Compton contrived, in the course
of a fortnight, to make as complete a change in the equipments
of Agnes as that performed of yore upon Cinderella by her god-
raother.  Nor was her own wardrobe neglected ; she had no
intention that the rusticity of her spinster aunt should draw as
many eyes on Agnes as the gaudiness of her widowed one, and
proved herself as Judlcxous in the selectipn of sable satins atad

velvets for herself, as in the choice of W thex wumh..
eoming and elegant for the decoration of her Yovely wiece,
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Never, certainly, was an old lady more completely happy
than the eccentric, proud, warm-hearted aunt Betsy, as, with
a well-filled purse, she drove about London, and found every
thing she deemed suitable to the proper setting forth of her
heiress ready to her hand or her order. She could not, indeed,
have a carriage built for her . . . . she could not afford time for
it; . ... but William, the indefatigable William, ransacked
Long Acre from one end to the other, till he had discovered
an equipage as perfect in all its points as any order could have
- made it ; and on this the well-instructed Miss Compton, whose

heraldic lore was quite sufficient to enable her with perfect
accuracy to blazon her own arms, had her levenge painted in
miniature ; which being all that was required to render the
neat equipage complete, this portion of their preparation did
not cause any delay.

To Miss Peters Agnes wrote of all the unexpected good
which had befallen her, with much freer confidence than she
could indulge in when addressing the relations of Colonel
Hubert. Her friend Mary already knew the name of ¢ Miss
Compton, of Compton Basett,” and no fear of appearing boast-
ful rendered it necessary for her to conceal how strangely the
aspect of her worldly affairs was changed.

To her, and her good-natured mother, was confided the
task of choosing lodgings for them ; and so ably was this per-
formed, that exactly in one fortnight and three days from the
time Colonel Hubert had left Agnes so miserably alone in
Mrs. Barnaby's melancholy lodgings in Half-Moon Street, she
was established in airy and handsome apartments in the Mall
of Clifton, with every comfort and elegance about her that
thoughtful and ingenious affection could suggest to make the -
contrast more striking.

The happiness of this meeting with the kind friends who
had conceived so warm an affection for her, even when presented
by Mrs. Barnaby, was in just proportion to the hopeless sad-
ness with which she had bid them farewell ; and the reception
of her munificent aunt among them, with the cordial good

. understanding which mutually ensued, did all that fate and
fortune could do to atone for the suffering endured since they
had parted.
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CHAPTER IX.
BRINJS US BACK. AS IT OUGHT, TO MES. BARNAZY,

It may be thought, perhaps, that the vexed, and, as she
thought herself, the persecuted Mrs. Barnaby, had sufficiently
tried what a prison was, to prevent her ever desiring to find
herself within the walls of such an edifice again.; but such an
opinion, however likely to be right, was nevertheless wrong;
for no sooner had the widow recovered from the fit of rage
into which the triumphant exit of Miss Compton had .thrown
her, and settled herself on her solitary sofs, with no -better
comforter or companion than & cup of tea modified -with sky-
blue milk, than the following soliloquy (though she .gawe it
not breath) passed through her brain.

“8oh!.... Here I am then, after six months’ trial of the
travelling system, and a multitude of experiments in fadhiom~
able society, just seven hundred pounds pogrer than -when I
set out, and without having advanced a single inch towardsa
second marriage. . . . This will never do! . ... My youth,
my beauty, and my fortune will all melt away together -before
the object is obtained, unless I change my plans, and find out
some better mode of proceeding.”

Here Mrs. Barnaby sipped her vile tes, opened her wosk-
box that she had been constrained to leave so hastily, aseer-
tained that the exquisite collar she was working had received
‘0o injury during her absence, and then resumed ther medi-
tations.

““ Heigh ho! . ... Tt is most harribly dull, sitting in this
way all by one’s-self . . . . even that good-for-nathing, stupid,
ungrateful Agnes was better to look at than nothing;... ..
and even in that horrid Fleet there was some plessure in
knowing that there was an elegant, intezesting man, to be met
in a passage now and then .... whose eyes spoke plainly
enough what he thought of me. ... Poor fellow! ....
His being in misfortune ought not to produce ill-will 4o himn
in & generous mind ! . ... How he looked as he said ¢ Adieu,
then, madam! . .. . With you vanishes the last ray of Eght
that will ever reach my heart!’ . ... And I am sure he said

exactly what he felt, and no more. . .. Poor O’Donagough !
} e+« My heart aches for him1”
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And here she fell into & very piteous and sentimental mood
indeed. Had her soliloquy been spoken out-as loud as words
could utter it, nobody would have heard a syllable about love,
marriage, or any such nonsense ; her heart was at this time
altogether given up to pity, compassion, and a deep-sense of the
duties of a Christian ; and before she went to ‘bed she had
reasoned herself very satisfactorily into the conviction that, as
a tender-hearted woman and a believer, it was her bounden
duty, now that she had .got out of trouble ‘herself, to return
to the Fleet for the purpose of once more seeing Mr. O'Dona-
gough, and inquiring whether it was in her power to do any
thing to serve him before she left London.

Nothing more surely tends to sooth the spirits and calm
the agitated nerves than an amisble and pious resolution,
taken, as this was done, during the last waning hours of the
day, and just before the languid body lays itself down to
rest. Mrs. Barnaby slept like a top after coming to the
determination that, let the turnkeys think what they would
of it, she would call at the Fleet Prison, and ask to see Mr.
O’Donagough the following morning.

The following morning came, and found the benevolent
widow steadfast in her purpose ; and yet, to her honour be it
spoken, it was not without some struggles with a feeling which
many might have called shame, but which she conscientiously
condemned as pride, that she set forth at length upon her
adventurous expedition.

¢ Nothing, I am sure,” . . . . it was thus she ressoned with
herself, . . . . “nothing in the whole world could induce me
1o take sach a step, but a feeling that it' was my duty.
Heaven knows I have had many follies in nry day—1I don’t
deny it ; T am no hardened sinner, and that blessed book that
he lent me has not been a pearl thrown to swine. ¢ The
Sinner's Reward!’ .... what a comforting title!.... I
don’t hope ever to be the saint that the pious author describes,
but I’m sure I shall be a better woman all my life for reading
it; . ... and the visiting this poor ‘0'Donagough is the first
-act by whlch I can prove the good it has done me}”

Then came some doubts and difficulties respecting the style
of toilet which she ought to adopt on so peculiar sm occasion.
¢ It won’t do for a person looking like a weman of fashion to
drive up to the Kleet Pnson, and ask to == woch awemws
O’Donagough. . . . . He is 100 young and hendscme Lo wka
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it respectable. . . . But, after all, what does it signify what
people say? .... And as for my bonnet, I'll just put my
Brussels lace veil on my black and pink; that will hide my
ringlets, and make me look more matronly.”

In her deep lace veil then, and with a large silk cloak
which concealed the becoming gaiety of her morning dress,
Mrs. Barnaby presented hersélf before the gates she had so
lately passed, and in a very demure voice said to the keeper
of it, “ I wish to be permitted to see Mr. O’Donagough.”

The fellow looked at her and smiled. “ Well, madam,” he
replied, ¢ I believe there will be no difficulty about that,
Walk on, if you please . ... You'll find them as can send
you forward.”

A few more barriers passed, and a few more well-amused
turnkeys propitiated, and Mrs. Barnaby stood before a door
which she knew as well as any of them opened upon the soli-
tary abode of the broken-hearted but elegant Mr. O'Dona-
gough. The door was thrown open for her to enter ; but she
paused, desiring her usher Yo deliver her card first, with an
intimation that she wished to speak to the gentleman o

- business. She was not kept long in suspense; for the voice
of the solitary inmate was heard from within, saying in soft
and melancholy accents, * It is very heavenly kindness! Beg
her to walk in.” And in she walked, the room-door being
immediately closed behind her.

Mr. O’'Donagough was a very handsome man of about thirty
years of age, with a physiognomy and cerebral development
which might have puzzled Dr. Combe himself ; for the im-
pressions left by the past were so evidently fading away
before the active operation of the present, that to say dis-
tinctly from the examining eye, or the examining finger,
what manner of man he was, would have been exceedingly
difficult. But the powers of the historian and biographer are
less limited, and their record shall be given.

Mr. Patrick O'Donagough was but a half-breed, and that a
mongrel half, of the noble species which his names announce.
He was the natural son of an Englishman of wealth and con-
sequence by a poor Irish girl called Nora O’Donagough ; and
though his father did what was considered by many as very
much for him, he never permitted him to assume his name.

The young O’Donagough was placed a8 a dexk \o one of the

Ppolice magistrates of the metropolis, and Showed. greal sy
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in the readiness with which he soon executed the business
that passed through his hands. - He not only learned to know
by sight every rogue and roguess that appeared at the office,
but showed a very uncommon degree of sagacity as to their
innocence or guilt upon any new occasion that enforced their
appearance there. His noble father never entirely lost sight of
him ; and finding his abilities so remarkable, he was induced
again to use his interest in those quarters where influence
abides, and to get him promoted to a lucrative situation in a
custom-house on the coast, where he made money rapidly,
while his handsome person and good address gave him access
to the society of many people greatly his superiors in station,
who most of them were frequenting a fashionable watering-place
at no great distance from the station where he was employed.

This lasted for a few years, much to the satisfaction of his
illustrious parent; and it might have continued till an easy
fortune was assured to him, had he not unluckily formed too
great an intimacy with one or two vastly gentlemanlike but
decidedly sporting characters. From this point his star began
to descend, till, step by step, he had lost his money, his ap-
pointment, his father’s favour, and his own freedom. Having
lain in prison for debt during some weeks, he found means again
to touch the heart of his father so effectually as to induce him
to pay his debts, and restore him to freedom ; upon condition,
however, of his immediately setting off for Australia with five
hundred pounds in his pocket, and with the understanding that
he was never more to return: the promise was given, and the
five hundred pounds received ; but the young man was not proof
against temptation ; he met some old acquaintance, lost*half
his money at ecarté, and permitted the vessel in which he was
to sail to depart without him. This was a moment of low
spirits and great discouragement ; but he felt nevertheless that
a steadfast heart and bold spirit might bring a man out of as
bad a scrape even as that into which he had fallen.

Some people told him to apply again to his father, but he
thought he had better not ; and he applied to a gentleman with
whom he had made acquaintance in prison instead. This
person had, like himself, been reduced to great distress by the
turf; but having fortunately found means of satisfying the
creditor at whose suit he was detained, he was now doing
exceedingly well as preacher to an independent congregation
of ranting fanatics. He bestowed on his A awmotele wwe
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excellent advice as to his future principles and conduct, giving
him to understand that the turf, even to those who were the
most fortunate, never answered 8o well as the line of business
he now followed ; and assured him, moreover, that if he would
forthwith commence an assiduous study of the principles and
practice of the profession, he would himself lend him a help-
ing band to turn it to account. O’Donagough loved change,
novelty, and excitement, and again manifested great talent in
the facility with which he mastered the mysteries of this new
business. He waa soon seen rapidly advancing towards lasting
. wealth and independence : one of the wealthiest merchants in
London had offered him the place of domestic prayer and
preacher at his beautiful residence at Castaway-Saved Park,
when an almost forgotten creditor, who had lost sight of him
for many years, unluckily recognised him as he waa delivering
a most awakening evening lecture in a large wareroom con-
verted into a chapel near Moar Fields. Eager to take advan-
tage of this unexpected piece of good fortune, the tailor (for
such was his profession) arrested the inspired orator in the
first place, and then asked him if he were able to settle his
account in the next, Had the manner of transacting the
business been reversed, it is probable that the affair would
have been settled without any arrest at all ; for Sir Miles
Morice, of Castaway-Saved Park, was one of the most pious
individuals of the age, and would hardly have permitted his
chaplain elect (elect in every sense) to have gone to prison for
thirty-seven pounds, nine shillings, and eight-pence ;. but being
in prison, O’Donagough was shy of mentioning the circum-
stance to his distinguished patron, and was emplnyed, at the
time Mrs, Barnaby first made acquaintance with him, in com-
posing discourses “ on the preternatural powers over the human
mind, accorded to the chosen vessels called upon to poux out
the doctrine of the new birth to the people.” There is. little
doubt that these really eloquent compositions would have sold
rapidly, and perfectly have answered the object of their clever
author. But accident prevented the trial from being made ;
for before the projected volume was- more than half finished,
success of another kind overtook Mr. O’Donagough.
» "% »
Mis. Barmby, on entering, fouud the poor prisoner she had
0 charitably come to visit seated at a writing-desk, with many
ahcets of closely-written manuscript about it T tote 9a ehe:
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entered, and approached her with a judicious mixture of re-
spectful deference and ardent gratitude.

¢« May Heaven reward you, madam, for this hlessed proof
of Christian feeling! .... How can I suitably speak my gra-
titude ?”

“ I do sssure you, Mr. O'Donagough, that you are quite
right in thinking that I come wholly and solely from a Chris»
tian spirit and a wish to do my duty,” said Mzs. Barnaby.

Mr. O’Donagough looked extremely handsome as he an-
swered with a melancholy smile, ¢ Alas! madam ... .. what
other motive could the whole world offer, excepting obedience
to the will of Heaven, sufficiently strong to bring such a
person as I now look upon voluntarily within- these fearful
walls ?* d

“ That is very true, indeed!.... There is nothing else
that could make one do it. Heaven knows I suffered too
mucti when I was here myself to feel any inclination: for
returning ; .... but I thought, Mr. O’'Donagough, that it
would be very unfeeling in me, who witnessed your distress,
to turn my back upon you when my own troubles are past
and over; and so I am come, Mr. O’ Donagough, to ask if I
can be of any use to you in any way before I set off upon my
travels, . . . . for I intend to make: & tour to France, and per-
haps to Rome.”

The widow lookeq at Mr. O’Donagough’s eyes, to see how
he took this news; for, somehow or other, she could not help-
fanocying that the poor young man would feel more forlorn
and miserable still, when he heard that not only the walls of
the Fleet Prison, but the English Channel was to divide them :
nor did the expression of the eyes she thus examined lessen
this idea. A settled, gentle melancholy, seemed to rise from
his heart, and peep out upon her through these ¢ windows of
the soul.”

“To France!....To Rome!....” A deep sigh fol-
lowed, and for a minute or two the young man remained with
his eyes mournfully fixed on her face. He then rose up, and
stepping across the narrow space occupied by the table that
stood between them, he took her hand, and in a deep, sweet
voice, that almost seemed breaking into a sob, he said,—¢ May
you be happy whithersoever you go!.... My prayers shall,
follow you .... My ardent prayers shall be unceasingly;
breathed to Heaven for your safety ;. ...l woy Qemsing.
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... my fervent, tender blessing, shall hover round you as
you go!”

Mrs. Barnaby was exceedingly affected. ¢ Don’t speak so !
«+ .. Pray don’t speak so, Mr. O’Donagough !” she said, in
a voice which gave her very good reason to believe that tears
were coming. I am sure 1 would pray for you too, when I
am far away, if it would do you any good ; * and here one of
her worked pocket-handkerchiefs was really drawn out, and
applied to her eyes.

¢ If, Mrs. Barnaby ! !” exclaimed the young man fervently,
“If....oh! do not doubt it .... do not for a moment
doubt that I should feel the influence of it in every nerve.
Let me teach you to understand me, Mrs. Barnaby, . . . « for
1 have made an examination into the effects of spiritual sym-
pathies the subject of much study. ... Lay your hand upon
my heart . . . . nay, let it rest there for 2 moment, and you
will be able to comprehend what I would explain to you. Does
not that poor heart beat and throb, Mrs. Barnaby? . ... and
think you that it would have fluttered thus, had you not said
that you would pray for me? .. .. Then can you doubt that
if indeed you should still remember the unhappy O’Donas-
gough as you pursue your jocund course o’er hill and vale. ...
if indeed you should breathe a prayer to Heaven for his wel-
fare, can you doubt that it will fall upon him like the soft
fmmng of a seraph’s wing, and heal the tumult of his soul,
€e'en in this dungeon ?”

There was so much apparent sincerity, as well as tenderness,
in what the young man uttered, that a feeling of conviction at
once found its way to the understanding of Mrs. Barnaby ; and

" little doubt, if any, remained on her mind as to the efficacy of
her prayers . . . .  Indeed, Mr. O'Donagough, I will pray far
you then, . . . . and I'm sure I should be a very wicked wretch
1f I did not . . . . But is there nothing else I could do to com-
fort you ?”

Mr. O’Donagough had often found his handsome and ex-
Ppressive countenance of great service to him, and so he did
now. No answer he could have given in words to this kind
question could have produced so great effect as the look with
which he received it. Mrs. Barnaby was fluttered, agitated,
and did not quite know what to do or say mext; but Mr,
O’Donagough did. He rose from his chair, and raising his

arms above his head to their utmost lengfh, he puadionansiy
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clasped his hands, and stood thus, — his fine eyes communing
with the ceiling,—just long enough to give the widow time
to be aware that he certainly was the very handsomest young
man in the world;...,and then....he drew his chair
close beside her, took her hand, and fixed those fine eyes very
particularly upon hers. '

¢ Comfort me!”. . . . he murmured in a soft whisper,which,
had it not been breathed very close to her ear, would probably
have been lost . . . « “ Comfort me! . ... you ask if you-could
comfort me? . ... Oh! earth, Oh! heaven, bear witness as
I swear, that to trace one single movement of pity on that
lovely face would go farther towards healing every sorrow of
my soul than all the wealth that Plutus could pour on me,
though it should come in ingots of gold heavy enough to break
the chains that hold me }”

“ Oh! Mr. O’'Donagough !” .. .. was all Mrs. Barnaby"
could utter ; but she turned her face away, nor was the fas-
cinating prisoner again indulged with a full view of it, though
he endeavoured to make his eyes follow the way hers led, till
he dropped down on his knees before her, and by taking pos-
session of both her hands, enabled himself to pursue his in-
teresting speculations upon its expression, in spite of all she
could do to prevent it. This brought the business for which
Mrs. Barnaby came, . . . . namely, the inquiry into what she
could do to be serviceable to Mr. O’Donagough, before she
left London, . . . . to a very speedy termination ; for with this
fair index of what he mremT say before his eyes, the enter-
prising prisoner ventured to hint, that nothing would so ef-
fectually soothe his sorrows as the love of the charming being
who had already expressed such melting pity for him. He
moreover made it manifest that if she would, with the noble
confidence which he was sure made a part of her admirable
character, lend him wherewithal to liquidate the paltry debt
for which he had been so treacherously arrested, he could find
means again to interest his noble father in his behalf, and by
giving him such a guarantee for his future steadiness as an
honourable attachment was always sure to offer, he should
easily induce him to renew his intention of fitting him out
handsomely for an expeditioh to Australia, to which, as he
confessed, he was more strongly inclined than even to per-
severe in listening to the call he had received to the wisisxxy.

Notwithstanding the tender agitation into wWridh wen »

R R
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conversation must inevitably throw every lady who would
listen to it, Mrs. Barnaby did not so completely lese her pre-
sence of mind, as not to remember that it would be better to
look about her a little before she positively promised to marry
and accompany to Austnlia the captivating young man who
knelt at her feet. But this praiseworthy degree of caution did
not prevent her from immediately deciding"upon granting him
the loan he desired ; nay, with thoughtful kindness, she her-
self suggested that it might be more convenient to make the
sum lent 40l instead of 37/ Qs. 8d.; and having said this
with a look and manner the most touching, she at length
induced Mr. O’Donagough to rise ; and after & few such. ex-
pressions of tender gratitude as the occasion ealled for, they
parted, the widow promising to deliver to bim with her own
fair hands on the morrow the sum necessary for his relemse;
while he, as he fervently kissed her band, deelared, that
deeply as he felt this generous kindness, he should wish it.had
never been extended to him, unlese the freedom thus regmined
were rendered dear to his soul by her sharing it with him.

“ Give me time, dear O’Donagough! . ... Give me time
to think of this startling proposal, .... and to-mexrow we
will meet again,” were the words in which she replied to him;
and then, permitting herself for one moment to return the tan-
der glances he threw after her, she opened the room door and
passed through it, t0oe much engrossed by her awn thoughts,
hopes, wishes, and speculations, to beed the variety of amusiag
grimaces by which the various twrnkeys hailed her regres
through them.

It would be unressonable for any one to ““ desire better sym~
pathy” than that which existed between my heroine and M.
O'Donagough when they thus tore themselves asunder; be
remaining in durance vile till such time as fate or love sheuld
release him, and she to throw herself into a hackney ceach,
there to meditate on the pleasuses and the pains either pro-
mised or threatened by the proposal she had just received.

The sympathy lay in this, .. .. that beth parties were de-
termined to inform themselves very particularly of thwe wosldly
conditien of the other, before they advaneed one step farthes
towards matvimony, for which state though the gentlemawm had
spoken with raptuxe, and the lady had listened with sofiness,

both had too proper & respest to tuink of antering upon it wae
ad M’y‘



CHAPTER X.

GIVES SOME ACCOUNT OF CODONIL LUBEAS'S RRTURN T76.CEELTENRAN

‘W= must sew folow Colomel Haert te: Cheltenham, to which
place he returned in a state of mind not particularly easy to
be desexibed. 'The barrier he had: placed befere his hearty the
heavy pressare of which he had sometimes. felt to be intoler-
able, was now broken down ; and it was a rdief to him to re-
member that Agnes knew of bis boves But, excepting this
relief, there was little that could be felt as consolatory, and much
that was decidedly painful in his state of mind. He knew
but tos well that not all the partial affection, esteem, and. ad-
miration entertained for him by his aunt, weuld prevent her
feeling and expressing the most wiolent aversion to his marrying
the niece of Mrs, Barnaby ; he knew, teo, what sart. ef recep-
tion the avowal of such anx intestion was likely to meet from
his amiable but proud brether-in-law, and remsembered, with
feelings. not vevy closely allied to satisfaction, the charge he had _
commissioned Lady Stephensom to- give him, that he should
keep wateh: aver his thoughtless younger brother, in order to
guard him, if possible, from bringing upon them the greatess
misfortane that could befall a family such as theirs — namely,
the introducing an inferior conmection into it. . . . Neither could
he forget the influence he had used, in consequence of this in-
junction, to crush the ardent, generous, uncalculating attach-
ment of his eonfiding friend Frederick for her whom, in defiance
of the wishes.of his whole family, he was now fully deteymined
to make his wife. All this gave materials for very painful
meditation ; and when, in addition to it, he recalled those fear-
ful words of Agnes, < I will never be your wife!” it required
all the power of that master passion which had seized upen
his heart to keep him steady to his resolution of communiecating
his wishes and intentions to Lady Elizabeth, and to sustain his
hopes of engaging her actively to assist him in obtaining whet.
he felt very sure she would earnestly dssire that be shonld

never possess,
With all these heavy thoughts wosking within bim, he en-
tered the drawing-room of Mis aunt, snd wejticed \a Smda e
2R 2
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téte-a-téte with his sister, Sir Edward being absent at a din-
ner-party of gentlemen. They both welcomed him with eager
inquiries concerning their young favourite, the tone of which
at once determined him to enter immediately upon the tre-
mendous subject of his hopes and wishes ; and the affectionate
interest expressed for her, warmed him into a degree of
confidence which he was far from feeling when he entered the
room,

“ Pretty creature ! exclaimed Lady Elizabeth ; * and that
wretched woman has actually left her alone in London
lodgings ? . . . . Why did you not make her return with you,
Montague ? . . . . It was surely no time to stand upon eti-
quette.”

¢ I dared not even ask it,” replied Colonel Hubert, his voice
faltering, and his manner such as to make the two ladies ex.
change a hasty glance with each other.

¢ You dared not ask Agnes Willoughby, poor little thing,
to come down with you to my house, Colonel Hubert ?  said
the dld lady. “ You surely forget that you went up to London
with an invitation for her in your pocket ? ”

¢ My dear aunt,” replied Colonel Hubert, hesitating in his
speech, as neither of his auditors had ever before heard him
hesitate, ¢ I have much to tell you respecting both Agnes Wil-
loughby . ... and myself. .

Then tell it, in Heaven's name!” said Lady Elizabeth
sharply. ¢ Let it be what it may, I would rather hear it
than be kept hanging thus by the ears between the possible and
impossible.”

Colonel Hubert moved his chair ; and seating lnmself beside
Lady Stephenson, took her hand, as if to show that she too was
to listen to what he was about to say, though it was their
aunt to whom he addressed himself. ¢ From suspense, at
least, I can relieve you, Lady Elizabeth, and you, too, my dear
Emily, who look at me so anxiously without saying a word
«...atleast I can relieve you from suspense.... I love Miss
Willoughby ; and I hope, with as little delay as possible, to
mdke her my wife.”

Lady Stephenson pressed his hand, and said nothing ; but
a deep sigh escaped her. Lady Elizabeth, who was not accus-
tomed to manifest her feelings so gently, rose from her seat on

the sofa, and placing herself immediately before him, said,
with great vehemence, * Montsgue Hukbert, son of vy dad

D
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sister, you are come to years of discretion, and a trifle beyond
o« . « Your magnificent estate of thirteen hundred a year, and
« « + + I beg your pardon . . . . some odd pounds, shillings, and
pence over, is all your own, and you may marry Mrs. Barnaby
herself, if you please, and settle it upon her. No one living
that I know of has any power to prevent it. ... But, sir, if
you expect that Lady Elizabeth Norris will ever receive as her
niece a girl artful enough to conceal from me and from your
sister the fact that she was engaged to you, and that, too,
while receiving from both of us the most flattering attention
« « . . nay, such affection as might have opened any heart not
made of brass and steel . . . . if you expect this, you will find
yourself altogether mistaken.” .

This harangue, which her ladyship intended to be overpower-
ingly severe, was, in fact, very nearly the most agreeable one
that Colonel Hubert could have listened to, for it touched only
on -a subject of offence that he was perfectly able to remove.
All embarrassment immediately disappeared from his manner;
and springing up to place himself between his aunt and the
door, to which ‘she was approaching with stately steps, he said,
in a voice almost of exultation, * My dearest aunt!. ... How
like your noble self it is to have made this objection bifore
every other!.... And this objection, which would indeed
have been fatal to every hope of happiness, I can remove by a
single word . . . . Agnes was as ignorant of my love for her as
you and Emily could be till last night. . . . I have loved her
« « « « longer, it may be, than I have known it myself.,..
perhaps I might date it from the first hour I saw her, but she
knew nothing of it. . . . Last night, for the first time, I con-
fessed to her my love. . . . And what think you, Lady Eliza-
beth, was her ahswer?”

“ Nay, Mr, Benedict, I know not. .. ‘I thank you, sir,’
and a low courtesy, I suppose.”

1 was less happy, Lady Elizabeth,” he replied, half
smiling ; adding a moment after, however, with a countenance
from which all trace of gaiety had passed away, ¢ The answer
of Miss Willoughby to my offer of marriage was . . . . Colonel
Hubert, I can never be your wife.”

“Indeed!.,., Then how comes it, Montague, that you
still talk of making her so? ”

“ Because, before I left her, 1 thought 1 taw wome grovsd

EE 3 :
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for hope that her refusal was not caused by any persenal dis.
like to me.”

* Really!” . ... interrupted Lady Elixabeth.

« Nuy, my dear amnt,” resumsed Hubert, ““you may in year
kind and long-enduring partislity fancy this impessible; but,
unhappily for my peace at that moment, I .remembened that I
‘was more than five-arrd-thirty, and she not quite -eighteen.”

“ But she told you I suppose that you wese still & vey
handsome fellow. . .. Only she had some other sbjectien,—
and pray, what was it, air?” .

¢ 8he fearel the connection would be displeasing to you
Lady Stephenson.” .

< And you assured her most eamestly, perbaps, that abe was
minteken P

“ No, Lady Elizabeth, I-did mot. There are cinowmstaness
in her ‘position that musr make my marrying her apgpenr ob-
jectionuble to ‘my family ; and thomgh my little independense
is, as your ladysliip ebeerves, my ewn, I would aet awish 20
share it ‘with any wommsn whe would be indifierent 4o heir »e-
ception -of her. All my ‘hope, therefore, sesin im the asn-
fidence 1 feel that, when the first anplsasing saxpnise of .this
avowal ‘ehall have pamed away, yoa .. . . beth.of yea ...
for <here is no -ome else whose approbation I shewld weit for
« » - « you will suffer your hearts and heads to smike.a.fairand
zexyonsble bulanve between all that my sweet Agnes.has im her
favour and all she has egainst her. Do this, lady Elizabeth,
but do it es kindly ws ysu can. . ... Emily will help yeu. ... .
to-morrow ‘morning yeu shall tell me yourdiecision ... o« I€sn
resolve on nothing %ill T hear it.”

Colonel Hubert, a8 soen as he had said this, lait the ssem,
nor did they see him again that night.

The moraing came, and he met Lady Stephenson mt the
breakfast table, but Lady Elizabeth did net sjppear, sending
-down word, as Was st wrasual ‘with ber, that abe should take
er chosolate in her own room. Sir Edward was met in she
vomn ‘when he entered, and he seised the a@portusity £o utier
% hasty and sbrupt inguiry .as'to the answer he might espect
from herself and their aunt. ’

“ From ms, Montagus,” she seplied, ““you cannot Sesr to
hear any thing very harshly disagreasble. .In sruth, 1 hawe

Joen 30 loag accustomed to Helieve i Wamiever sy drather
did, or wished to do, was wisest — hexk, Thak it WodA e very
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Afficult for me to think otherwise now ; besides, Y cemnot
deny, though pevhaps it ‘hardly ought to be taken into the ac-
soownt, that 1 $ee am very much in ove with Agnes Willoughby,
ond ¢hat . . . . though 1 would give wy little finger she hed
moaunt]!nnbytelmgmgto‘lm . I mever saw any wo-
mmucnz ro.ﬁwh-nlwnlinso ao!dﬂly love and welcome
a8 a-sister.

* Tn reply 4o dhis, Ohdmw&ebvelycpe&er

S0 Sis heast ; and fbofore he had veleased her from his embrace:
or repeated hls inquiry concerning Lady Elizabeth, Sir £Edward
Stephenson -entered, snd the comversstion became general.
" For many hours of that ivkeome morning Colonel Hubert
wwes kept in the mest -tamllising stete of suspense by 'the pro-
Jonged absence of the old lady frem +the drewing-room. - But
at length, after Sir Edward and his lady %had set off for their
weeond morning wemitde withewt Gim, the was cheered by the
appearance of the ancient maiden, who was.his aunt’s tire-
Women, bringing da ther lap-dog, and the vdlwet cushion that
was its appondage ; whish having placed Teverently before the
five, sthe movel fhe fovowite fautoufl en inch one way, and
the little table that ever stood beside it an indh the ofher, and
was retiring, whea Colenel Hudbert said, . . . . * Is my aunt
soming immediatdly, Mitchel P *

“ My lady will not be long, colonel.. . .. Bat her ladyship
4s wery poerly this meriing,” end with a2 gracefil swinging
courtesy, she withdrew. _

The oolonel trembled all over, * wery peorly,” as -applied
to Lady Elizabeth Norris, having frem ‘his-eartiest vaceleotion
always been.considercd as synenymeus \to 4 very croes.”

% She will refuse %o soe her {* ghought he, pecing the seom
im vielent agitetion . . . . “and in what -ease dhe will keep her
word . .. . She will mewer be my wife "

“ Hioos me'! . ... How you do shake 4he youm, Célonel
Hubert,” seid -a wery -ordbed woise bohind him, just efter he
bad paseed the door :in his pertavbed ‘promensfe. “H you
ook such .a-fanoy-endy in the meming, when +fve ‘house maid
anight sweep mp the Sust you had ruised, I dherld not object
10 it, for it 48 wery like hheming ond’s sarpet ‘heat; . But
Justaslam commgtomtﬂm here, *rtisveqdingme&bl

Tlicgrudble Jasted justlmgm‘ga\nﬂuvhe&kw

[ R
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(who looked as if she had been eating crab-apples, and walked
as if she had suddenly been seized with the gout in all her
joints,) to place herself in her easy chair as she concluded it,
during which time the colonel stood still upon the hearth-rug
with his eyes anxiously fixed upon the venerable but very
hostile features that were approaching him. A moment’s
silence followed, during which the old lady looked up in his
face with the most provoking expression imaginable ; for cross
as it was, there was a glance of playful malice in it that seemed
to say,—

¢ You look as if you were going to cry, colonel.”

He felt provoked with her, and this gave him courage, —
¢ May I beg of you, Lady Elizabeth, to tell me what I may
hope from your kindness on the subject I mentioned to you
last night ?”* said he.

« Pray, sir, do you remember your grandfather? " was her
reply.

 The Earl of Archdale? . . . . Yes, madam, perfectly.”

“Youdo .... Humph!.... And your paternal
father, with his pedigree from Duke Nigel of Normandy ; did
you ever hear of him ?”

““ Yes, Lady Elizabeth,” replied the colonel in a tone of in-
difference ; “1 have heard of him ; but he died, you know,
when I was very young.”

There was a minute’s silence, which was broken by another
question from Lady Elizabeth.

¢ And pray, sir, will you do me the favour to tell me who
was the grandfather of Miss Willoughby 2

“1 have little, or indeed no doubt, Lady Elizabeth, that
Miss Willoughby is the grand-daughter of that Mr. Wil-
loughby, of Greatfield Park, in Warwickshire, who lost the
tremendous stake at piquet that you have heard of, and two of
whose daughters married the twin-sons of Lord Eastcombe. ...
I think you cannot have forgotten the circumstances.”

Lady Elizabeth drew herself forward in her chair, and fixing
her eyes steadfastly on the face of her nephew, said, in a voice
of great severity, Do you mean to assert to me, Colonel Mon-
tague Hubert, that Agnes Willoughby is niece to Lady East-

combe and the Honourable Mrs. Nivew?”
“ I mean to assert to you, madsm, thek itis my firm ye~
suasion that such will prove tobe the fect. ‘B\:t- \\:\:ﬂﬂ‘
considered it necessary, Lady Elizabeth Nomse, 10T e w
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my father to withhold his affections from the chosen of his
heart, till he was assured he should gain all the honour by the
selection which & union with Lady Eastcombe’s niece could
bestow ; . . . . nor should I have mentioned my belief in this
connection, by way of a set-off to the equally near claim of
Mrs. Barnaby, had you not questioned me so particularly.”

Had Colonel Hubert studied his answer for a twelvemonth,
he could not have composed & more judicious one : there was
a spice of hauteur in it by no means uncongenial to the old
lady’s feelings ; and there was, too, enough of defiance to make
her take counsel with herself as to whether it would be wise
to vex him further. It was, therefore, less with the accent of
mockery, and more with that of curiosity, that she recom-
menced her interrogatory.

“ Will you tell me, Montague, from what source you de-
rived this knowledge of Miss Willoughby’s family? . ... Was
it from herself ?”

¢ Certain